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PREFATORY  NOTE  TO  THE  ESSAYS 


The  gWMiter  pftit  of  the  literary  and  critical 
Mnys  here  collected  was  originaUy  written  as 
laotMCS  for  an  andienee  oonsistiiig  not  only  of  my 
own  olasscn  but  also  of  sndi  other  members  of  the 
University  as  might  choose  to  attend  them.  This 
will  aoooont  for,  if  it  do  not  ezonse,  a  more  rhe 
torical  tone  in  them  here  and  there  than  I  should 
hmre  allowed  myself  had  I  been  writing  for  the 
•y«  and  not  for  the  ear.  They  were  meant  to  be 
■oggMtiTe  of  certain  broader  principles  of  oriti- 
titm  baied  on  the  comparative  study  of  literature 
in  ili  laige  meaning,  rather  than  methodically  ped- 
agogic, to  stimulate  rather  than  to  supply  the  place 
of  individual  study.  This  was  my  deliberate  in- 
t— tiou,  bat  I  am  sensible  that  it  may  have  been  in 
a  mannwr  forced  nptm  me  by  my  own  limitations ; 
for,  though  eapable  of  whatever  drudgery  in  ac- 
qoiatioii,  I  am  by  tempenunent  impatient  of  d»> 
tail  in  eowiiminating  what  I  have  aoqnired,  and 
too  often  put  into  a  parenthesis  or  a  note  eonolo- 
•ioBs  arrived  at  by  long  stody  and  refleetion  whan 
perhaps  it  had  been  wiser  to  expand  them,  not  to 


▼i     PRBPATORY  NOTE  TO  THE  ESSAYS 

mention  that  much  of  my  illostration  was  exten* 
poraneoos  and  is  now  lost  to  me.  I  am  apt  also  to 
fancy  that  what  has  long  been  familiar  to  my  own 
mind  must  be  equally  so  to  the  minds  of  others, 
and  this  uncomfortable  suspicion  makes  one  shy  of 
insisting  on  what  may  be  already  only  too  little  in 
need  of  it  But  Sir  Kenelm  Digby,  in  the  dedi- 
oation  of  what  Sir  Thomas  Brovme  calls  his  **  ex- 
cellent Treaty  of  Bodies,"  has  said  better  than  I 
could  what  I  wish  to  say.  **  For  besides  what 
faylings  may  be  in  the  matter,  I  cannot  doubt  but 
that  even  in  the  expressions  of  it,  there  must  often 
be  great  obscurity  and  shortnesse ;  which  I,  who 
have  my  thoughts  filled  with  the  things  themselves, 
am  not  aware  of.  So  that,  what  peradventure  may 
seeme  very  full  to  me,  because  every  imperfect 
touch  bringeth  into  my  mind  the  entire  notion  and 
whole  chain  of  circumstances  belonging  to  that 
thing  I  have  so  often  beaten  upon,  may  appeare 
very  crude  and  maymed  to  a  stranger,  that  cannot 
gnease  what  I  would  be  at,  otherwise  than  as  my 
direct  words  do  lead  him." 

Let  me  add  that  in  preparing  these  papers  for 
the  press  I  omitted  much  illustrative  and  subsidi- 
ary matter,  and  this  I  reg^t  when  it  is  too  late. 
Five  or  six  lectures,  for  instance,  were  condensed 
into  the  essay  on  Rousseau.  The  dates  attached 
were  those  of  publication,  but  the  bulk  of  fjie  ma> 
terial  was  written  many  years  earlier,  some  of  it  so 
long  ago  as  1854.     I  have  refrained  from  modify- 


PREFATORY  NOTE  TO  THE  ESSAYS      vu 

ing  what  wm  written  by  one  —  I  know  not  whether 
to  aay  so  much  older  or  so  much  younger  than  I  — 
bat  at  any  rate  different  in  some  important  re- 
spects, and  this  partly  from  deference  to  him, 

partly  frcnn  distrust  of  myself. 

J.R.L. 

3bih  Aprils  IBn. 
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UTERARY  ESSAYS 


A  MOOSEHEAD  JOURNAL 
1853 

TO  THX  KDKLMAmr  flftOBO  AS  THB  BAOKI  DX 
LUCCA. 

Thursdat,  11^  Auffust.  —  I  knew  as  little  yes- 
terday of  tbe  interior  of  Maine  as  the  least  pene- 
tnting  person  knows  of  the  inside  of  that  great 
social  millstone  which,  driven  by  the  river  Time, 
sets  imperatively  agoing  the  several  wheels  of  our 
individual  activities.  Bom  while  Blaine  was  still 
a  province  of  native  Massachusetts,  I  was  as  much 
a  foreigner  to  it  as  yourself,  my  dear  Storg.  I  had 
seen  many  lakes,  ranging  from  that  of  Virgil's 
Cunuean  to  that  of  Scott's  Caledonian  Lady  ;  but 
Mooiehead,  within  two  days  of  me,  had  never  en- 
joj^d  the  profit  of  being  mirrored  in  my  retina. 
At  tlie  sound  of  the  name,  no  reminisoential  atoms 
(according  to  Kenelm  Digby's  Theory  of  Associ- 
ation,—  as  good  as  any)  stirred  and  marshalled 
Ihwnselres  in  my  brain.  The  truth  is,  we  Uiink 
Bghtly  of  Nature's  penny  shows,  and  estimate  what 
fPB  see  by  the  cost  of  the  tkket    Empedoelee  gave 
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his  life  for  a  pitrentranoe  to  ^tns,  and  no  doubt 
found  his  account  in  it  Accordingly,  the  clean 
(Bee  of  Cousin  Bull  is  imaged  patronizingly  in 
Lake  George,  and  Loch  Lomond  glasses  the  hur- 
ried countenance  of  Jonathan,  diving  deeper  in  the 
streams  of  European  asaooiation  (and  coming  up 
drier)  than  any  other  man.  Or  is  the  cause  of  our 
not  caring  to  see  what  is  equally  within  the  reach 
of  all  our  neighbors  to  be  sought  in  that  aristo- 
cratic principle  so  deeply  implanted  in  human 
nature?  I  knew  a  pauper  graduate  who  always 
borrowed  a  black  coat,  and  came  to  eat  the  Com- 
mencement dinner,  —  not  that  it  was  better  than 
the  one  which  daily  graced  the  board  of  the  pub- 
lic institution  in  which  he  hibernated  (so  to  speak) 
during  the  other  three  hundred  and  sixty-four 
days  of  the  year,  save  in  this  one  particular,  that 
none  of  his  eleemosynary  fellow-commoners  could 
eat  it  If  there  are  unhappy  men  who  wish  that 
they  were  as  the  Babe  Unborn,  there  are  more  who 
would  aspire  to  the  lonely  distinction  of  being  that 
other  figurative  personage,  the  Oldest  Inhabitant. 
You  remember  the  charming  irresolution  of  our 
dear  Esthwaite,  (like  Macheath  between  his  two 
doxies,)  divided  between  his  theory  that  he  is  un- 
der thirty,  and  his  pride  at  being  the  only  one  of 
us  who  vritnessed  the  September  gale  and  the  re- 
joicings at  the  Peace  ?  Nineteen  years  ago  I  was 
walking  through  the  Franconia  Notch,  and  stopped 
to  chat  with  a  hermit  who  fed  with  gradual  logs  the 
unwearied  teeth  of  a  saw-mill.  As  the  strident  steel 
■lit  off  the  slabs  of  the  log,  so  did  the  less  willing 
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machine  of  talk,  acquiring  a  steadier  up^md-down 
motion,  pare  away  that  outward  bark  of  conversa- 
tioo  which  protects  the  core.,  and  which,  like  other 
hark,  has  nataraOy  most  to  do  with  the  weather, 
the  season,  and  the  heat  of  the  day.  At  length  I 
asked  him  the  best  point  of  view  for  the  Old  Man 
of  the  Mountain. 

*'  Dunno,  —  nerer  see  it.** 

Too  young  and  too  happy  either  to  feel  or  affect 
the  Horatian  indifference,  I  was  sincerely  nsU)n- 
ished,  and  I  expressed  it. 

The  log-compelling  man  attempted  no  justifi- 
cation, but  after  a  little  asked,  '*  Come  from 
Bawn'n?" 

**  Yes  "  (with  peninsular  pride). 

**  Goodie  to  see  in  the  vycinity  o*  Baw8*n.** 

**  Oh,  yes !  **  I  said ;  and  I  thought,  —  see  Bos- 
ton and  die !  see  the  State-Houses,  old  and  new, 
the  caterpillar  wooden  bridges  crawling  with  innu- 
merable 1^;8  across  the  flats  of  Charles;  see  the 
Common,  —  largest  park,  doubtless,  in  the  world, 
—  with  its  files  of  trees  planted  as  if  by  a  drill- 
sergeant,  and  then  for  your  nuno  dinUttia  f 

**  I  should  like,  'awl,  I  should  like  to  stan'  on 
Bunker  Hill.     You  *ve  ben  thero  offen,  likely  ?  ** 

'*  N-oK),"  unwillingly,  seebg  the  little  end  of 
the  horn  in  clear  vision  at  the  terminus  of  this 
Socratic  perspeetiTe. 

**'Awl,  my  young  inen ,  you*ve  lamed  neow 
thet  wut  a  roan  kim  see  any  day  for  nawthin*,  chil- 
dem  half  price,  be  never  dooM  see.  Nawthin*  pay, 
nawthin*  vally.** 
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With  this  modern  inntance  of  a  wise  saw,  I  de* 
parted,  deeply  revolving  these  tilings  with  myself, 
and  convinced  that,  whatever  the  ratio  of  popular 
tion,  the  average  amount  of  human  nature  to  the 
square  mile  differs  little  the  world  over.  I  thought 
of  it  when  I  saw  people  upon  the  Pincian  wonder- 
ing at  the  alchemist  sun,  as  if  he  never  humed 
the  leaden  clouds  to  gold  in  sight  of  Charles 
Street  I  thought  of  it  when  I  found  eyes  first 
discovering  at  Mont  Blanc  how  beautiful  snow  was. 
As  I  walked  on,  I  said  to  myself,  There  is  one 
exception,  wise  hermit,  —  it  is  just  these  gratis 
pictures  which  the  poet  puts  in  his  show-box,  and 
which  we  all  gladly  pay  Wordsworth  and  the  rest 
for  a  peep  at.  The  divine  faculty  is  to  see  what 
everybody  can  look  at. 

While  every  well-informed  man  in  Europe,  from 
the  barber  down  to  the  diplomatist,  has  his  view  of 
the  Eastern  Question,  why  should  I  not  go  person- 
ally down  East  and  see  for  myself?  Why  not, 
like  Tancred,  attempt  my  own  solution  of  the 
Mystery  of  the  Orient,  —  doubly  mysterious  when 
you  begin  the  two  words  with  capitals?  You  know 
my  way  of  doing  things,  to  let  them  simmer  in  my 
mind  gently  for  months,  and  at  last  do  them  im- 
promptu in  a  kind  of  desperation,  driven  by  the 
Eumenides  of  unfulfiUed  purpose.  So,  after  talk- 
ing about  Moosehead  till  nolxnly  believed  me  capa- 
ble of  going  thither,  I  found  myself  at  the  Eastern 
Railway  station.  The  only  event  of  the  journey 
hither  (I  am  now  at  Waterville)  was  a  boy  hawk- 
ing exhilaratingly  the  last  great  railroad  smash,  — 
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thirteen  lives  lost,  —  and  no  doubt  devoutly  vrinh- 
ing  there  had  been  fifty.  This  having  a  mercantile 
interest  in  horrors,  holding  stock,  as  it  were,  in 
murder,  misfortune,  and  pestilence,  must  have  an 
odd  effect  on  the  human  mind.  The  birds  of  ill- 
omen,  at  whose  sombie  flight  the  rest  of  the  world 
torn  pale,  are  tibe  ravens  which  bring  food  to  this 
little  outcast  in  the  wilderness.  If  this  lad  give 
thanks  for  daily  bread,  it  would  be  curious  to 
inquire  what  that  phrase  represents  to  his  under- 
standing. If  there  ever  be  a  plum  in  it,  it  is  Sin 
or  Death  that  puts  it  in.  Other  details  of  my 
dreadful  ride  I  will  spare  you.  Suffice  it  that  I 
arrived  here  in  safety,  —  in  complexion  like  an 
Ethiopian  serenader  half  got-up,  and  so  broiled 
and  peppered  that  I  was  more  like  a  devilled  kid- 
ney tfmn  anything  else  I  can  think  of. 

10  F.  M.  —  The  civil  landlord  and  neat  chamber 
at  the  **  Elmwood  House  "  were  very  grateful,  and 
after  tea  I  set  forth  to  explore  the  town.  It  has 
a  good  chance  of  being  pretty;  but,  like  most 
American  towns,  it  is  in  a  h(>l)1)lc<U>hoy  age,  grow- 
ing yet,  and  one  cannot  tell  what  may  happen.  A 
eldld  with  great  promise  of  beau^  is  often  spoiled 
by  its  second  teeth.  There  is  something  agreeable 
in  the  sense  of  oompbteness  which  a  walled  town 
gives  one.  It  is  entire,  like  a  crystal,  —  a  work 
which  man  has  soooeeded  in  finishing.  I  think 
the  homan  mind  pines  more  or  less  where  every* 
thbg  if  new,  and  is  better  for  a  diet  of  stale  bread. 
The  number  of  Americans  who  visit  the  Old  World, 
and  the  deep  iMpintions  with  which  they  breathe 
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the  air  of  antiquity,  aa  if  their  mental  Inngi  had 
been  starved  with  too  thin  an  atmosphere,  is  be* 
ginning  to  afford  matter  of  specuktion  to  obser^ 
rant  Europeans.  For  my  own  part,  I  never  saw  a 
house  which  I  thought  old  enough  to  be  torn  down. 
It  is  too  like  that  Scythian  fashion  of  knocking  old 
people  on  the  head.  I  cannot  help  thinking  that 
the  indefinable  something  which  we  call  character 
is  cumulative,  —  that  the  influence  of  the  same 
climate,  scenery,  and  associations  for  several  gen- 
erations is  necessary  to  its  gathering  head,  and  that 
the  process  is  disturbed  by  continual  change  of 
place.  The  American  is  nomadic  in  religion,  in 
ideas,  in  morals,  and  leaves  his  faith  and  opinions 
with  as  much  indifference  as  the  house  in  which  he 
was  bom.  However,  we  need  not  bother :  Nature 
takes  care  not  to  leave  out  of  the  great  heart  of 
society  either  of  its  two  ventricles  of  hold-back  and 
go-ahead. 

It  seems  as  if  every  considerable  American  town 
must  have  its  one  specimen  of  everything,  and  so 
there  is  a  college  in  Waterville,  the  buildings  of 
which  are  three  in  number,  of  brick,  and  quite  up 
to  the  average  ugliness  which  seems  essential  in 
edifices  of  this  description.  Unhappily,  they  do 
not  reach  that  extreme  of  ugliness  where  it  and 
beauty  come  together  in  the  clasp  of  fascination. 
We  erect  handsomer  factories  for  cottons,  woollens, 
and  steam-engines,  than  for  doctors,  lawyers,  and 
parsons.  The  truth  is,  that,  till  our  struggle  with 
nature  is  over,  till  this  shaggy  hemisphere  is  tamed 
aad  subjugated,  the  workshop  will  be  the  college 
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whoM  d^rees  will  be  most  valued.  Moreover, 
■iMun  has  made  travel  so  easy  that  the  great  uni- 
versity off  the  world  is  open  to  all  comers,  and  the 
old  oloister  qrstem  is  falling  astern.  Perhaps  it  is 
only  the  more  needed,  and,  were  I  rich,  I  should 
like  to  found  a  few  laxyships  in  my  Alma  Mater  as 
a  kind  of  counterpoise.  The  Anglo-Saxon  race 
has  accepted  the  primal  curse  as  a  blessing,  has 
deified  work,  and  would  not  have  thanked  Adam 
for  abstaining  from  the  apple.  They  would  have 
dammed  the  four  rivers  of  Paradise,  substituted 
cotton  for  fig-leaves  among  the  antediluvian  popu- 
lations, and  commended  man's  first  disobedience  as 
a  wise  measore  of  political  economy.  But  to  re* 
turn  to  our  college.  We  cannot  have  fine  buildings 
till  we  are  less  in  a  hurry.  We  snatch  an  educa- 
tion like  a  meal  at  a  railroad-station.  Just  in  time 
to  make  us  dyspeptic,  the  whistle  shrieks,  and  we 
must  rush,  or  lose  our  places  in  the  great  train  of 
life.  Yet  noble  architecture  is  one  element  of 
patriotism,  and  an  eminent  one  of  culture,  the  finer 
portions  of  which  are  taken  in  by  unconscious  ab- 
sorption through  the  pores  of  the  mind  from  the 
snrroonding  atmosphere.  I  suppose  we  must  wait, 
for  we  are  a  great  bivouac  as  yet,  rather  than  a  na- 
tion on  the  march  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific, 
and  pitdi  tents  instead  of  building  houses.  Our 
veiy  viUages  seem  to  be  in  motion,  following  west- 
ward tiie  bewitching  mosio  off  some  Pied  Piper  off 
Hamelin.  We  still  ffeel  the  great  pnsh  towaid 
sundown  given  to  the  peoples  somewhere  in  the 
gray  dawn  off  history.  The  olifF-swaUow  alone  6t 
an  animated  nature  onigrates  eastward. 
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Friday,  12M.  —The  ooach  leaves  Watenrflle  at 
fire  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  one  must  break- 
fast in  the  dark  at  a  quarter  past  four,  beoanae  a 
train  starts  at  twenty  minutes  before  five, — the 
passengers  by  both  oonyeyanoes  being  pastured 
gregariously.  So  one  must  be  up  at  half  past 
three.  The  primary  geological  formations  contain 
no  trace  of  man,  and  it  seems  to  me  that  these 
eocene  periods  of  the  day  are  not  fitted  for  sustain- 
ing the  human  forms  of  life.  One  of  the  Fathers 
held  that  the  sun  was  created  to  be  worshipped  at 
his  rising  by  the  Grentiles.  The  more  reason  that 
Christians  (except,  perhaps,  early  Christians)  should 
abstain  from  these  heathenish  ceremonials.  As  one 
arriving  by  an  early  train  is  welcomed  by  a  drowsy 
maid  \^nth  the  sleep  scarce  brushed  out  of  her  hair, 
and  finds  empty  grates  and  polished  mahogany,  on 
whose  arid  plains  the  pioneers  of  breakfast  have 
not  yet  encamped,  so  a  person  waked  thus  unsea- 
sonably is  sent  into  the  world  before  his  faculties 
are  up  and  dressed  to  serve  hiuL  It  might  have 
been  for  this  reason  that  my  stomach  resented  for 
several  hours  a  piece  of  fried  beefsteak  which  I 
forced  upon  it,  or,  more  properly  speaking,  a  piece 
of  that  leathern  conveniency  which  in  these  regions 
assumes  the  name.  You  will  find  it  as  hard  to 
believe,  my  dear  Storg,  as  that  quarrel  of  the 
Sorbonist<<,  whether  one  should  say  ego  amat  or 
no,  that  the  use  of  the  gridiron  is  unknown  here- 
about, and  so  near  a  river  named  after  St.  Law- 
rence, too  I 

To<la7  has  been  the  hottest  day  of  the  season. 
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yet  our  drive  has  not  been  onpleasant.  For  a  oon- 
aideraUe  distanoe  we  followed  the  course  of  the 
S^MMtiooc^  Biver,  a  pretty  stream  with  alU^rna- 
taooa  of  dark  brown  pools  and  wine-colured  rapidn. 
On  each  side  of  the  road  the  land  had  been  cleared, 
and  little  one^Uwy  farm-houses  woru  scattered  at 
inftnrTala.  Bat  the  stamps  still  held  out  in  most  of 
the  fields,  and  the  tangled  wilderness  closed  in  be- 
hind, striped  here  and  there  with  the  hUiu  white 
tronks  of  the  elm.  As  yet  only  the  edged  of  the 
great  forest  have  been  nibbled  away.  Sometimes 
a  nK>t>fenoe  stretched  up  its  bleaching  antlers,  like 
the  troi^uea  of  a  giant  hunter.  Now  and  then  the 
hooses  thickened  into  an  unsocial-looking  village, 
and  we  drove  up  to  the  grocery  to  leave  and  take  a 
mail-bag,  stopping  again  presently  to  water  the 
hotaes  at  some  pallid  little  tavern,  whose  one  red- 
curtained  eye  (the  bar-room)  had  been  put  out  by 
the  inexorable  thrust  of  Maine  Law.  Had  Sben- 
stone  travelled  this  road,  he  would  never  liave  \iTit- 
ten  that  famous  stansa  of  his;  had  Johnson,  he 
would  never  have  quoted  it.  They  are  to  real  inns 
as  the  skull  of  Y'orick  to  his  face.  Where  these 
villages  occurred  at  a  distance  from  the  river,  it 
was  difficult  to  account  for  them.  On  the  river- 
bank,  a  saw-mill  or  a  tannery  served  as  a  logical 
premise,  and  saved  them  from  total  inoonseqoen- 
tiality.  Aa  we  trailed  along,  at  the  rate  of  about 
four  miles  an  hour,  it  was  discovered  that  <Mie  of 
our  nuul-faagB  was  missing.  **  Guess  sonebody  H 
pick  it  up,'*  said  the  driver  coolly;  ***t  any  rate, 
likely  there's  nothin*  in  it."     Who  knows  how 
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long  it  took  some  Elam  D.  or  Zebulon  K.  to  oom- 
po0e  the  missive  intrusted  to  that  vagrant  bag,  and 
how  much  longer  to  persuade  Pamela  Grace  or 
Sophronia  Melissa  that  it  had  really  and  truly  been 
written  ?  The  discovery  of  our  loss  was  made  by 
a  tall  man  who  sat  next  to  me  on  the  top  of  the 
ooach,  every  one  of  whose  senses  seemed  to  be 
prosecuting  its  several  investigation  as  we  went 
along.  Presently,  sniifiug  gently,  he  remarked : 
^**Pear8  to  me 's  though  I  smelt  suuthin*.  Ain't 
the  aix  bet,  think  ? "  The  driver  pulled  up,  and, 
sure  enough,  the  off  fore-wheel  was  found  to  be 
smoking.  In  three  minutes  he  had  snatched  a  rail 
from  the  fence,  made  a  lever,  raised  the  coach,  and 
taken  off  the  wheel,  bathing  the  hot  axle  and  box 
with  water  from  the  river.  It  was  a  pretty  spot, 
and  I  was  not  sorry  to  lie  under  a  beech-tree 
(Tityrus-like,  meditating  over  my  pipe)  and  watch 
the  operations  of  the  fire-annihilator.  I  ootdd  not 
help  contrasting  the  ready  heljifulness  of  our  driver, 
all  of  whose  wits  were  about  him,  current,  and 
redeemable  in  the  specie  of  action  on  emergency, 
with  an  incident  of  travel  in  Italy,  where,  under 
a  somewhat  similar  stress  of  circumstances,  our 
vetturino  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  dash  his  hat  on 
the  ground  and  call  on  Sant'  Antonio,  tlu-  Ttulian 
Ilerctdes. 

There  being  four  passengers  for  the  Lake,  a 
vehicle  called  a  mud-wagon  was  detailed  at  New- 
port for  our  accommodation.  In  this  we  jolted  and 
rattled  along  at  a  livelier  pace  than  in  the  coach. 
As  we  got  farther  north,  the  country  (especially 
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the  hilk)  gave  evidence  of  longer  cultivation. 
About  the  thriving  town  of  Dexter  we  saw  fine 
farms  and  crops.  The  houses,  too,  became  pret> 
tier ;  hop- vines  were  trained  about  the  doors,  and 
hung  their  clustering  thyrsi  over  the  open  win- 
dows, A  kind  of  wild  rose  (called  by  the  country 
folk  the  primrose)  and  asters  were  planted  about 
the  door-yards,  and  orchards,  oOTomonly  of  natural 
fruit,  added  to  the  pleasant  home-look.  But  every- 
where we  could  see  that  the  war  bet^-een  the  white 
man  and  the  forest  was  still  fierce,  and  that  it 
would  be  a  long  while  yet  before  the  axe  was 
buried.  The  haying  being  over,  fires  blazed  or 
■mouldered  against  the  stumps  in  the  fields,  and 
the  blue  smoke  widened  slowly  upward  through  the 
quiet  August  atmosphere.  It  seemed  to  me  that  I 
could  hear  a  sigh  now  and  then  from  the  imme- 
morial pines,  as  they  stood  watching  these  camp- 
fires  of  the  inexorable  invader.  Evening  set  in, 
and,  as  we  cmnehed  and  crawled  up  the  long 
gravelly  hills,  I  sometimes  began  to  fancy  that 
Nature  had  forgotten  to  make  the  corresponding 
descent  on  the  other  side.  But  erelong  we  were 
rushing  down  at  full  speed ;  and,  inspired  by  the 
dactylic  beat  of  the  horses*  hoofs,  I  essayed  to  re- 
peat the  opening  lines  of  Kvanp'Iinp.  At  the  mo- 
ment I  was  beginning,  we  plunged  into  a  hollow, 
where  the  soft  clay  had  been  overcome  by  a  road  of 
unhewn  logs.  I  got  through  one  line  to  thin  cor- 
duroy aooompaniment,  somewhat  as  a  oonntry  choir 
■tretohet  a  short  metre  on  the  Procrustean  rack  ol 
a  longi-drawn  tone.    The  result  was  like  this:  — 
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«TUhb  lUt  UmIm  fohorMt  prihOiiaMlMTal;  tlMfa* 
pihinoa  hahaad  UmIm  MModoho^s!  " 

At  a  quarter  past  eleven,  P.  m.,  we  reached 
Orconville,  (a  little  village  which  looks  as  if  it  had 
dripped  down  from  the  hills,  and  settled  in  the  hol- 
low at  the  foot  of  the  lake,)  having  acconi])Iished 
seventy-two  miles  in  eighteen  hours.  The  tavern 
was  totally  extinguished.  The  driver  rapped  upon 
the  bar-room  window,  and  after  a  while  we  saw 
heat-lightnings  of  unsuccessful  matches  followed  by 
a  low  g^romble  of  vocal  thunder,  which  I  am  afraid 
took  the  form  of  imprecation.  Presently  there  was 
a  g^reat  success,  and  the  steady  blur  of  lighted  tal- 
low succeeded  the  fugitive  brilliance  of  the  pine. 
A  hostler  fumbled  the  door  open,  and  stood  staring 
at  but  not  seeing  us,  with  the  sleep  sticking  out  all 
over  him.  We  at  last  contrived  to  launch  him, 
more  like  an  insensible  missile  than  an  intelligent 
or  intelligible  being,  at  the  slumbering  landlord, 
who  came  out  wide-awake,  and  welcomed  us  as  so 
many  half-doUars,  —  twenty-five  cents  each  for  bed, 
ditto  breakfast.  O  Shenstone,  Shenstone !  The 
only  roost  was  in  the  garret,  which  had  been  made 
into  a  single  room,  and  contained  eleven  double- 
beds,  range<l  along  the  walls.  It  was  like  sleeping 
in  a  hospital.  However,  nice  customs  turtsy  to 
eighteen-hour  rides,  and  we  slept 

Saturday/,  IZth.  —  This  morning  I  })erfurmed 
my  toilet  in  the  bar-room,  where  there  was  an 
abundant  supply  of  water,  and  a  halo  of  interested 
spectators.  After  a  sufficient  breakfast,  we  em- 
barked on  the  little  steamer  Moosehead,  and  were 
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■oon  throbbing  np  tlic  lake.  The  boat,  it  appeared, 
had  been  chartered  by  a  party,  this  not  being  one 
ci  her  rq^nlar  tripe.  Aooordingly  we  were  mulcted 
in  twice  the  nsoal  fee,  the  philosophy  of  which  I 
ooold  not  undentand.  However,  it  always  oomes 
eaner  to  us  to  comprehend  why  we  receive  than 
why  we  pay.  I  dare  say  it  was  quite  clear  to  the 
captain.  There  were  three  or  four  clearings  on  the 
wertem  shore;  but  after  passing  these,  the  lake 
became  wholly  primeval,  and  looked  to  us  as  it  did 
to  the  first  adventurous  Frenchman  who  paddled 
across  it.  Sometimes  a  cleared  point  would  be  pink 
with  the  blossoming  willow-herb,  ''  a  cheap  and 
excellent  substitute  "  for  heather,  and,  like  all  such, 
not  qmte  so  good  as  the  real  thing.  On  all  sides 
rose  deep-blue  mountains,  of  reuiarkably  graceful 
outline,  and  more  fortunate  than  common  in  their 
names.  There  were  the  Big  and  Little  Squaw, 
the  Speneer  and  Lily-bay  Mountains.  It  was  de- 
bated whether  we  saw  Katahdin  or  not,  (perhaps 
more  useful  as  an  intellectual  exercise  than  the 
assured  vision  would  have  been),  and  presently 
Mount  Kineo  rose  abruptly  before  us,  in  shape 
not  unlike  the  island  of  Capri.  Mountains  axe 
called  great  natural  featores,  and  why  thry  Hhould 
not  retain  their  names  long  enough  for  these  also  to 
beeome  naturalized,  it  is  hard  to  say.  Why  should 
every  new  sorveyor  rechrisfcen  them  with  the  gnbei^ 
natorial  patronymics  of  the  oorrent  year?  They 
are  geological  noses,  and  as  they  are  aquiline  or 
pug,  indicate  terrestrial  idiosyncrasies.  A  oos- 
niical  physkignoniist,  after  a  glaaoe  al  them,  will 
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draw  no  vagae  inference  as  to  the  character  of  the 
country.  The  word  nose  is  no  better  tlian  any 
other  word  ;  but  since  the  organ  has  got  thut  naine, 
it  is  convenient  to  keep  it  Suppose  we  had  to 
\ahe\  our  facml  prominences  every  season  with  the 
name  of  our  provincial  governor,  how  should  toe 
like  it  ?  If  the  old  names  have  no  other  meaning, 
they  have  that  of  age ;  and,  after  all,  meaning  is 
a  plant  of  slow  growth,  as  ever}'  reader  of  Shake- 
speare knows.  It  is  well  enough  to  call  mountains 
after  their  discoverers,  for  Nature  has  a  knack  of 
throwing  doublets,  and  somehow  contrives  it  that 
discoverers  have  good  names.  Pike's  Peak  is  a  cu- 
rious hit  in  this  way.  But  these  surveyors*  names 
have  no  natural  stick  in  them.  They  remind  one 
of  the  epithets  of  poetasters,  which  peel  off  like  a 
badly  gummed  postage-stamp.  The  early  settlers 
did  better,  and  there  is  something  pleasant  in  the 
soimd  of  Graylock,  Saddleback,  and  Great  Hay- 
stack. 

*'  I  love  thow  name* 
Wherewith  the  exiled  farmer  tames 
Nature  down  to  companionship 

With  his  old  world's  more  homely  mood. 
And  striTes  the  shaggy  wild  to  clip 

In  the  arms  of  familiar  habitude." 

It  is  possible  that  Mount  Marcy  and  Mount 
Hitchcock  may  sound  as  well  hereafter  as  Helles- 
pont and  Peloponnesus,  when  the  heroes,  their 
namesakes,  have  become  mythic  with  antiquity. 
But  that  is  to  look  forward  a  great  way.  I  am  no 
fanatic  for  Indian  nomenclature,  —  the  name  of 
my  native  district  having  been  Pigsgusset,  —  but 
let  us  at  least  agree  on  names  for  ten  years. 
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There  were  »  couple  of  loggers  on  board,  in  red 
flannel  ahirta,  and  with  rifles.  Thej  were  the  first 
I  had  seen,  and  I  was  interested  in  their  appear- 
ance. They  were  tall,  well-knit  men,  straight  as 
Robin  Hood,  and  with  a  quiet,  self-contained  look 
that  pleased  me.  I  fell  into  talk  with  one  of 
them. 

*'  Is  there  a  good  market  for  the  {armeis  here  in 
the  woods?**  I  asked. 

**  None  better.  They  can  sell  what  they  raise  at 
their  doors,  and  for  the  best  of  prices.  The  lum- 
berers want  it  all,  and  more.'* 

**  It  must  be  a  lonely  life.  But  then  we  all  have 
to  pay  more  or  less  life  for  a  living.'* 

^  Well,  it  is  lonesome.  Should  n't  like  it. 
After  aU,  the  best  crop  a  man  can  raise  is  a  g^ood 
crop  of  society.  We  don't  live  none  too  long,  any- 
how ;  and  without  society  a  feUow  could  n't  tell 
more  *n  half  the  time  whether  he  was  alive  or  not.'* 

This  speech  gave  me  a  glimpse  into  the  life  of 
the  lumberers*  camp.  It  was  plain  that  there  a 
man  would  soon  find  out  how  much  alive  he  was, 
—  there  he  could  learn  to  estimate  his  quality, 
weighed  in  the  nicest  self-adjusting  balance.  The 
best  arm  at  the  axe  or  the  paddle,  the  surest  eye 
for  a  road  or  for  the  weak  point  of  a  jamt  the 
steadiest  foot  upon  the  squirming  k^,  the  most 
porsnadve  voire  to  the  tagging  oxen,  —  aU  these 
things  are  rapidly  settled,  and  so  an  aristocracy  is 
evolved  from  this  demoeraoy  of  the  woods,  for  good 
old  mother  Nature  speaks  Saxon  still,  and  with 
her  either  Caimiiig  or  Kenning  means  King. 
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A  string  of  Rve  loonB  was  fiyra^  back  and  forth 
in  long,  irregular  zigiags,  uttering  at  intervals 
their  wild,  tremidous  cry,  which  always  seems  ixt 
away,  like  the  last  faint  pulse  of  echo  dying  among 
the  hilht,  and  which  is  one  of  those  few  sounds 
that,  instead  of  disturbing  solitude,  only  deepen 
and  confirm  it.  On  our  inland  ponds  they  are 
usually  seen  in  pairs,  and  I  asked  if  it  were  com- 
mon to  meet  five  together.  My  question  was  an- 
swered by  a  queer-looking  old  man,  chiefly  remark- 
able for  a  pair  of  enormous  cowhide  boots,  over 
which  large  blue  trousers  of  f rocking  strove  in  vain 
to  crowd  themselves. 

"  Wahl,  't ain't  ushil,"  said  he,  "and  it's  called 
a  sign  o'  rain  comin',  that  is." 

"  Do  you  think  it  will  rain  ?  " 

With  the  caution  of  a  veteran  auspex^  he  evaded 
a  direct  reply.  "  Wahl,  they  du  say  it 's  a  sign  o' 
rain  comin',"  said  he. 

I  discovered  afterward  that  my  interlocutor  was 
Uncle  Zeb.  Formerly,  every  New  England  town 
had  its  representative  uncle.  He  was  not  a  pawn- 
broker, but  some  elderly  man  who,  for  want  of  more 
defined  family  ties,  had  gradually  assumed  this 
avimcular  relation  to  the  community,  inliabiting  the 
border-land  between  resj^cctability  and  the  alms- 
bouse,  with  no  regidar  calling,  but  ready  for  odd 
jobs  at  haying,  wood-sawing,  whitewashing,  associ- 
ated with  the  demise  of  pigs  and  the  ailments  of 
cattle,  and  possessing  as  much  patriotism  as  might 
be  implied  in  a  devoted  attachment  to  "  New  Kng- 
land  "  —  with  a  good  deal  of  sugar  and  very  little 
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water  in  it    Uncle  Zeb  was  a  good  specimen  of  this 
palsoaoio  class,  extinct  among  us  for  the  most  part, 
or  snrviving,  like  the  Dodo,  in  the  Botany  Bays  of 
society.     He  was  ready  to  contribute  (somewhat 
mnddily)  to  all  general  conversation ;  but  his  chief 
topics  were  his  boots  and  the  'Roostick  war.    Upon 
the  lowlands  and  levels  of  ordinary  palaver   he 
wonld  make  rapid   and   unlooked-for   incursions; 
but,  provision  failing,  he  would  retreat  to  these 
two  fMtnesses,  whence  it  was  impossible  to  dislodge 
him,  and  to  which  he  knew  innumerable  passes 
and  diort  cuts  quite  beyond  the  conjecture  of  com- 
mon  woodcraft.      His   mind  opened   naturally  to 
tiiese  two  subjects,  like  a  book  to  some  favorite 
passage.     As  the  ear  accustoms  itself  to  any  sound 
recurring  regularly,  such  as  the  ticking  of  a  cl(x*k, 
and,  without  a  conscious  effort  of  attention,  takes 
no  impression  from  it  whatever,  so  does  the  mind 
find  a  natural  safeg^uard  against  this  pendulum 
fpeoies  of  discourse,  and  performs  its  duties  in  tlie 
pariiaroent  by  an  unconscious  reflex  action,  like 
the  beating  of  the  heart  or  the  movement  of  the 
longs.     If  talk  seemed  to  be  flagging,  our  Uncle 
would  put  the  heel  of  one  boot  upon  the  toe  of  the 
other,  to   bring  it  within  point-blank  range,  and 
■ay,  **  Wahl,  I  stump  the  Devil  himself  to  make 
that  *ere  boot  hurt  my  foot,'*  leaving  us  in  donbt 
whether  it  were  the  virtue  of  the  foot  or  its  case 
which  set  at  naught  the  wiles  of  the  adversary ;  or, 
looking  up  suddenly,  he  wonld  exclaim,  **Wahl, 
we  eat  iome  beaiif  to  the  *Rooetiok  war,  I  tell 
you  t  **    When  his  poor  old  clay  was  wet  with  gin. 
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his  thoughto  and  worda  acquired  a  rank  flavor  from 
it,  as  from  too  strong  a  fertilizer.  At  snch  timest 
too,  his  fancy  conunonly  reverted  to  a  prehistoric 
period  of  his  life,  when  he  singly  had  settled  all 
the  surroanding  country,  subdued  the  Injuns  and 
other  wild  animals,  and  named  all  the  towns. 

We  talked  of  the  winter-camps  and  the  life 
there.  "  The  best  thing  is,"  said  our  Uncle,  **  to 
hear  a  log  squeal  thru  the  snow.  Git  a  good,  col', 
frosty  momin*,  in  Febuary  say,  an*  take  an*  hitch 
the  critters  on  to  a  log  that  '11  scale  seven  thousan', 
an'  it  '11  squeal  as  pooty  :i.s  an'thin'  ijoti  ever  lu':ii*n, 
I  tell  your 

A  pause. 

"Lessee, — seen  Cal  Hutchins  lately?** 

"No.*' 

"  Seems  to  me 's  though  I  hed  n't  seen  Cal  senoe 
the  'Roostick  war.     Wahl,"  &c.,  &c. 

Another  pause. 

"  To  look  at  them  boots  you  *d  think  they  was 
too  large ;  but  kind  o'  git  your  foot  into  'em,  and 
they  *re  as  easy  *8  a  glove."  (I  observed  that  he 
never  seemed  really  to  get  his  foot  in,  —  there  was 
always  a  qualifying  kind  o'.)  "  Wahl,  my  foot 
can  play  in  'em  like  a  young  hedgehog." 

By  this  time  we  had  arrived  at  Kineo,  —  a  flour- 
ishing village  of  one  house,  the  tavern  kept  by 
'Squire  Barrows.  The  'Squire  is  a  large,  hearty 
man,  with  a  voice  as  clear  and  strong  as  a  north- 
west wind,  and  a  great  laugh  suitable  to  it.  His 
table  is  neat  and  well  supplied,  and  he  waits  upon 
it  himself  in  the  good  old  landlordly  fashion.    One 
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may  be  much  l)ettor  oflF  here,  to  my  thinking,  than 
in  one  of  thoee  gigantic  Columbaria  which  are 
foisted  upon  ju  patient  Americans  for  hotels,  and 
wbere  one  is  packed  away  in  a  pigeon-hole  bo  near 
the  heayens  that,  if  the  comet  Hhould  flirt  its  tail, 
(no  unlikely  thing  in  tlie  month  of  flies,)  one  would 
run  some  risk  of  being  brushed  away.  Here  one 
doee  not  pay  his  diurnal  three  dollars  for  an  undi- 
▼ided  five-hundredth  part  of  the  pleasure  of  look- 
ing at  gilt  gingerbread.  Here  one's  relations  are 
with  the  monarch  himself,  and  one  is  not  obliged  to 
wait  the  slow  leisure  of  those  ** attentive  clerks" 
whose  praises  are  sung  by  thankful  deadheads,  and 
to  whom  the  slave  who  pays  may  feel  as  much 
gratitude  as  might  thrill  the  heart  of  a  brown-pa])er 
parcel  toward  the  express-man  who  labels  it  and 
chucks  it  under  his  counter. 

Sunday^  14th.  —  The  loons  were  right.  About 
midnight  it  began  to  rain  in  earnest,  and  did  not 
hold  up  till  about  ten  o'clock  this  morning.  ''  This 
is  a  Maine  dew,"  said  a  shaggy  woo<1maii  cheerily, 
as  he  shook  the  water  out  of  his  wide-awake,  ''  if  it 
don't  look  out  sharp,  it  11  begin  to  rain  afore  it 
thinks  on't"  The  day  was  mostly  spent  within 
doors;  but  I  found  good  and  intelligent  society. 
We  should  have  to  be  shipwrecked  on  Juan  Fer- 
nandes  not  to  find  men  who  knew  more  than  we. 
In  these  travelling  encounters  one  is  thrown  upon 
his  own  resources,  and  is  worth  just  what  he  car- 
ries about  him.  The  social  oorrenoy  of  home,  the 
■mooth-wom  coin  which  pastes  freely  anumg  friends 
•ad  neighbors,  b  of  no  aoooont.    We  are  thrown 
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back  upon  the  old  system  of  barter ;  and, even  viith 
■aTSges,  we  bring  away  only  as  much  of  the  w  ild 
wealth  of  the  woods  as  we  carry  beads  of  thou^lit 
and  experience,  strung  one  by  one  in  painful  years, 
to  pay  for  them  with.  A  useful  old  jackknife  will 
buy  more  than  the  daintiest  Louis  Quiny^  pajKT- 
folder  fresh  from  Paris.  Perhaps  the  kind  of  in- 
telligence one  gets  in  these  out-of-the-way  places 
is  the  best,  —  where  one  takes  a  fresh  man  after 
breakfast  instead  of  the  damp  morning  pa])cr,  and 
where  the  magnetic  telegraph  of  human  sympathy 
flashes  swift  news  from  brain  to  brain. 

Meanwhile,  at  a  pinch,  to-morrow*s  weather  can 
be  discussed.  The  augury  from  the  flight  of  birds 
is  favorable,  —  the  loons  no  longer  prophesying 
rain.  The  wind  also  is  hauling  round  to  the  right 
quarter,  according  to  some,  —  to  the  wrong,  if  we 
are  to  believe  others.  Each  man  has  his  private 
barometer  of  hope,  the  mercury  in  which  is  more 
or  less  sensitive,  and  the  opinion  vibrant  with  its 
rise  or  fall.  Mine  has  an  index  which  can  be 
moved  mechanically.  I  fixed  it  at  set  fair,  and  re- 
signed myself.  I  read  an  old  volume  of  the  Patent- 
Office  Report  on  Agriculture,  and  stored  away  a 
beautiful  pile  of  facts  and  observations  for  future 
use,  which  the  current  of  occupation,  at  its  first 
freshet,  would  sweep  quietly  off  to  blank  oblivion. 
Practical  application  is  the  only  mordant  which 
will  set  things  in  the  memory.  Study,  without  it, 
is  gymnastics,  and  not  work,  which  alone  will  get 
intellectual  bread.  One  learns  more  metaphysics 
from  a  single  temptation  than  from  all  the  philoso- 
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phera.  It  U  curious,  though,  how  tyrannical  the 
habit  of  reading  i»,  and  what  shifts  we  make  to 
escape  thinking.  There  is  no  bore  we  dread  being 
left  alone  with  so  much  as  our  own  minds.  I  have 
seen  a  sensible  man  study  a  stale  new.spai)er  in  a 
oountfy  tavern,  and  husband  it  as  he  would  an  old 
shoe  on  a  raft  after  shipwreck.  Why  not  try  a  bit 
of  hibemati<Hi?  There  are  few  brains  that  would 
not  be  better  for  living  on  their  own  fat  a  little 
while.  With  these  reflections,  I,  notwithstanding, 
spent  the  afternoon  over  my  Report  If  our  own 
experience  is  ol  so  little  use  to  us,  what  a  dolt  is 
he  who  recommends  to  man  or  nation  the  experi- 
ence of  otliers !  Like  the  mantle  in  the  old  ballad, 
it  is  always  too  short  or  too  long,  and  exposes  or 
tri|)s  us  up.  **Keep  out  of  tliut  c;iiulle,'*  says  old 
Father  Miller,  "  or  you  '11  get  a  singeing."  "  Pooh, 
p(K)h,  father,  I  Ve  been  dip{>ed  in  the  new  asbestos 
preparation,"  and  frozzi  it  is  all  over  with  young 
HopefuL  How  many  warnings  have  been  drawn 
from  Pretorian  bands,  and  Janizaries,  and  Mame- 
lukes, to  make  Napoleon  IIL  impossible  in  1851! 
I  fonnd  myself  thinking  the  same  thoughts  over 
again,  when  we  walked  later  on  the  beach  and 
picked  up  pebbles.  The  old  time-ocean  throws 
upon  its  shores  just  such  rounded  and  polished  re- 
sults of  the  eternal  tunnoiL,  but  we  only  see  the 
lioauty  of  those  we  have  got  the  headache  in  8t<M)|>- 
ing  fur  ourselves,  and  wcmder  at  the  dull  brown 
bits  of  common  stone  with  which  our  conu-ades 
have  staffed  their  pockets.  Afterwards  this  little 
iidile  came  of  it 
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DOCTOR  LOBSTER. 

A  PsaoR,  who  had  Um  tooUuwlM,  oao* 
Thns  moMwd,  Uka  sny  human  dono* : 
*  Why  moat  graat  aoub  ezhanat  ao  aoon 
Life'a  thin  and  onanbatantial  boon  ? 
y.w\^mmt<»  on  aooh  aenlpin  terms, 
Thair  Tolgar  loraa  and  hard-won  worma, 
What  is  it  all  bat  dross  to  me, 
Whose  nature  craTes  a  lar^r  sea ; 
Whose  inohea,  six  from  head  to  tail. 
Enclose  the  spirit  of  a  whale ; 
Who,  if  great  baits  were  still  to  win, 
By  watehfnl  eye  and  fearless  fin 
Might  with  the  Zodiac's  awful  twain 
Room  for  a  third  immortal  gain  ? 
Better  the  crowd's  unthinking  plan, 
The  hook,  the  jerk,  the  frying-pan  I 
O  Death,  thou  ever  roaming  shark, 
Ingulf  me  iu  eternal  dark !  " 

The  speech  was  cut  in  two  by  flight; 
A  real  shark  had  come  in  sight ; 
No  metaphoric  monster,  one 
It  soothes  despair  to  eall  upon. 
But  stealthy,  sidelong,  grim,  i-wis, 
A  bit  of  downright  Nemesis ; 
AVhile  it  recorered  from  the  shocks 
Our  fish  took  shelter  'neath  a  rock: 
This  was  an  ancient  lobster's  hooae, 
A  lobster  of  prodigious  noiu. 
So  old  that  barnacles  had  spread 
Their  white  encampmente  o'er  his  head. 
And  of  experience  so  stupend. 
His  claws  were  blunted  at  the  end. 
Turning  life's  iron  pages  o'er. 
That  shut  and  can  be  oped  no  more. 

Stretching  a  hospiteble  claw, 
''At  onee,"  said  he,  "  the  point  I  saw; 
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My  dmt  yvmrng  friaad,  jow  aam  I  raa. 

Tour  giMt  grwl  f  ■'■■dhthr  I  knew ; 

n*  «••  •  triad  and  tmtim  tntmd 

I  kaow,  —  I  ate  him  in  di*  «ad : 

la  tliia  Til*  aea  »  fnlgriai  1(M|^, 

Sdll  my  dgbt  *•  good,  my  memory  ■Uof ; 

TIm  oaly  dgn  thmt  ago  is  near 

Is  a  sliglii  daaf  asm  in  this  ear ; 

I  aadantaad  yooreaae  aa  well 

As  Aia  my  old  familiar  shell ; 

Tlua  Weh  sBhmen  ia  a  btaad-aaw  ncmaii, 

Coaa*  is  aae*  first  I  knew  A»  oeam ; 

We  had  ao  radimla,  aor  crimaa, 

Nor  lohator^ota,  ia  good  old  timaa ; 

Toar  tiapa  aad  aeta  aad  hooks  we  owa 

To  MBariiaia  Looia  Blaae  aad  Ca  ; 

I  say  to  all  my  aoos  aad  daoghtars, 

Shaa  Bed  BepaUieaa  hot  waters; 

No  lobster  erer  cart  his  lot 

Amoagth*  reds, bat  weat  to  pot: 

Toor  trooble  's  in  the  jaw,  yoa  said  ? 

CoaM,  let  BM  jost  nip  off  yonr  bead, 

Aad,  whea  a  new  oas  eomes,  tha  paia 

Will  aerer  tnmU*  yoa  agaia : 

Nay,  nay,  fear  aaagbt :  *t  ia  aatare's  law. 

Foor  tiBMS  I  *TS  lost  this  starboard  claw ; 

Aad  still,  ssaloag,  aaother  grew. 

Good  aa  the  old,  —  aad  better  too !  " 

The  parak  aoaaaated,  aad  aext  day 
Aa  oapny,  — rfcstiag  that  way, 
Flekad  ap  a  fish  withoat  a  haad, 
Ploatiag  with  belly  up,  attaa*  dead 


Sharp  ars  tha  taadi  of  I 

Aad  saasa  lor  gooaa  ia  gaadsr'a  i 

Bat  pavah'a  haada  are  a*t  lohatar'a  alawa. 

Monday^  15th.  —  The  moruing  wm  fiiMf  and  we 
were  celled  et  four  o'clock.    At  the  moment  mj 
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door  was  knocked  at,  I  was  mounting  a  gira£Fe  wiih 
that  oharming  nil  (tdmirari  which  characterizes 
dreams,  to  visit  Prester  Jolin.  liat-tat-tat-tat  / 
u})on  my  door  and  upon  the  horn  gate  of  dreams 
also.  I  remarked  to  mj  skowhegan  (the  T&tar  for 
g^raflfe^lriver)  that  I  was  quite  sure  the  animal  had 
the  raps^  a  common  disease  among  them,  for  I  heard 
a  queer  knocking  noise  inside  him.  It  is  the  sound 
of  his  joints,  O  Tambourgi !  (an  Oriental  term 
of  reverence,)  and  proves  him  to  be  of  the  race  of 
El  Keirat  Hat-tat-tat-too  !  and  I  lost  my  dinner 
at  the  Prester's,  embarking  for  a  voyage  to  the 
Northwest  Carry  instead.  Never  use  the  word 
canoe,  my  dear  Storg,  if  you  wish  to  retain  your 
self-respect  Birch  is  the  term  among  us  back- 
woodsmen. I  never  knew  it  till  yesterday;  but, 
like  a  true  philosopher,  I  made  it  appear  as  if  I 
had  been  intimate  with  it  from  childhood.  The 
rapidity  with  which  the  human  mind  levels  itself 
to  the  standard  around  it  gives  us  the  most  perti- 
nent warning  as  to  the  company  we  keep.  It  is 
as  hard  for  most  characters  to  stay  at  their  own 
average  point  in  all  companies,  as  for  a  thermom- 
eter to  say  65**  for  twenty-four  hours  together.  I 
like  this  in  our  friend  Johannes  Taurus,  that  he 
carries  everywhere  and  maintains  his  insular  tem- 
perature, and  will  have  everything  accommodate 
itself  to  that  Shall  I  confess  that  this  morning  I 
would  rather  have  broken  the  moral  law,  than  liave 
endangered  the  equipoise  of  the  birch  by  my  awk- 
wardness? that  I  shoidd  have  been  prouder  of  a 
compliment  to  my  paddling,  tlian  to  have  had  both 
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my  guitles  guppoee  me  the  author  of  Hamlet? 
Well,  Cardinal  Richelieu  usecl  to  jump  over  chairs. 

We  were  to  paddle  about  twenty  miles ;  but  we 
made  it  rather  more  by  oroesiiig  and  reoroesing  the 
lake.  Twice  we  landed,  —  once  at  a  camp,  where 
we  found  the  oook  alone,  bakin^^  bread  and  ginger- 
bread. Monsieur  Soyer  would  have  been  startled 
a  little  by  this  shag^  prof essor,  —  this  Pre-Ka- 
phaelitc  of  cookery.  He  represented  the  salcpratus 
period  of  Uie  art,  and  his  bread  was  of  a  brilliant 
yellow,  like  those  oakes  tinged  with  saffron,  which 
hold  out  so  long  against  time  and  the  flies  in  little 
water-side  shops  of  seaport  towns,  —  dingy  extrem- 
ities of  trade  fit  to  moulder  on  Lethe  wharf.  His 
water  was  better,  squeezed  out  of  ioe-cold  granite 
in  the  neighboring  mountains,  and  sent  through 
sobterranean  ducts  to  sparkle  up  by  the  door  of 
die  camp. 

**  There 's  nothin'  so  sweet  an*  hulsome  as  your 
real  spring  water,**  said  Uncle  Zeb,  ''  git  it  pure. 
Bat  it  *s  dreffle  hard  to  git  it  that  ain*t  got  Huuthin' 
the  matter  of  it  Snow-water  *11  burn  a  man's  in- 
nde  out,  —  I  lamed  that  to  the  'BoosUck  war,  — 
and  the  snow  lays  terrible  long  on  some  o*  thee*ere 
hills.  Mo  an*  Eb  Stiles  was  up  old  Ktahdn  onct 
jeet  about  this  time  o*  year,  an*  we  come  aorost  a 
kind  o*  holler  like,  as  full  o*  snow  as  yoor  stoekin  *s 
fuU  o*  your  foot.  /  see  it  fust,  an*  took  an* 
rammed  a  iettin**pole  —  wahl,  it  was  all  o*  twenty 
foot  into  *t,  an*  oould  n't  fin'  no  bottom.  I  dnnno 
an  there  *s  snow-water  enough  in  this  to  do  no  hurt. 
I  don't  somehow  teem  to  think  that  real  sprii^ 
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water  *ii  so  plenty  as  it  used  to  be/'  And  Uncle 
Zeb,  with  ptThaps  a  little  over-rcfinen*ent  of  scni- 
pulosit}',  applied  his  lips  to  the  Ethiop  ones  of  a 
bottle  of  raw  gin,  with  a  kiss  that  drew  out  its  very 
soul,  —  a  hania  that  Secundus  might  have  sung. 
He  must  have  been  a  wonderful  judge  of  water,  for 
he  analyzed  this,  and  detected  its  latent  snow  sim- 
ply by  his  eye,  and  without  the  clumsy  process  of 
tasting.  I  could  not  help  thinking  that  he  had 
made  the  desert  his  dwelling-place  chiefly  in  order 
to  enjoy  the  ministrations  of  this  one  fair  spirit 
unmolested. 

We  pushed  on.  Little  islands  loomed  trembling 
between  sky  and  water,  like  hanging  gardens. 
Gradually  the  filmy  trees  defined  themselves,  the 
aerial  enchantment  lost  its  potency,  and  we  came 
up  with  common  prose  islands  that  had  so  late  been 
magical  and  poetic  The  old  story  of  the  attained 
and  unattained.  About  noon  we  reached  the  head 
of  the  lake,  and  took  possession  of  a  deserted  vjon- 
gen^  in  which  to  cook  and  eat  our  dinner.  No  Jew, 
I  am  sure,  can  have  a  more  thorough  dislike  of  salt 
pork  than  I  have  in  a  normal  state,  yet  I  had 
already  eaten  it  raw  with  hard  bread  for  lunch,  and 
relished  it  keenly.  "We  soon  had  our  tea-kettle 
over  the  fire,  and  before  long  the  cover  was  chatter- 
ing with  the  escaping  steam,  which  had  thus  vainly 
begged  of  all  men  to  be  saddled  and  bridled,  till 
James  Watt  one  day  happened  to  overhear  it. 
One  of  our  guides  shot  three  Canada  grouse,  and 
these  were  turned  slowly  between  the  fire  and  a  bit 
of  salt  pork,  which  dropped  fatness  upon  them  as 
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it  fried.  Although  my  fingers  were  certainly  not 
made  before  knives  and  forks,  yet  they  served  as  a 
convenient  substitnte  for  those  more  ancient  inven- 
tions.  We  sat  round,  Turk-fashion,  and  ate  tliank- 
fully,  while  a  party  of  aborigines  of  the  Mosquito 
tribe,  who  had  camped  in  the  voongen  before  we 
arrived,  dined  upon  us.  I  do  not  know  what  the 
British  Protectorate  of  the  Mosquitoes  amounts  to ; 
but,  as  I  squatted  there  at  the  mercy  of  these  blood- 
thirsty savages,  I  no  longer  wondered  that  the  clas- 
sic Everett  had  been  stong  into  a  willingness  for 
war  on  the  question. 

**  This  'ere  'd  be  about  a  complete  place  for  a 
camp,  ef  there  was  on*y  a  spring  o'  sweet  water 
handy.  Frizzled  pork  goes  wal,  don't  it?  Yes, 
an'  sets  waL,  too,"  said  Uncle  Zeb,  and  he  again 
tilted  his  bottle,  which  rose  nearer  and  nearer  to 
an  angle  of  forty-five  at  every  gurgle.  He  then 
broaehed  a  curious  dietetic  theory:  '^The  reason 
we  tdw  salt  pork  along  is  cos  it  packs  handy :  you 
git  the  greatest  amount  o'  board  in  the  smallest 
compass,  —  let  alone  that  it 's  more  nourisliin'  tlian 
an'thin'  else.  It  kind  o'  don't  disgest  so  quick,  but 
stays  by  ye,  anonrishin'  ye  all  the  while. 

^  A  feller  can  live  wal  on  frizzled  pork  an*  good 
spring-water,  git  it  good.  To  the  'Koostick  war 
we  did  n't  ask  for  nothin'  better,  —  on'y  beans.'* 
(  7T/<,  tilt^  gurgle^  gurgie.)  Tlien,  with  an  appar- 
ent feeling  of  inoonaistency,  **  But  then,  come  to 
git  oied  to  a  partieiiUur  kind  o'  spring-water,  an' 
it  makes  a  feller  hard  to  suit  Most  all  sorts  o* 
water  tMte  kind  o*  insipid  afi»y  from  home.    Now, 
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I  Ve  gat  a  spring  to  my  plaoe  that's  as  sweet— 
wahl,  it*s  as  sweet  as  maple  sap.  A  feller  acts 
about  water  jest  as  he  doos  about  a  pair  o'  boots. 
It  *s  all  on  it  in  gittin*  wonted.  Now,  them  boots," 
&c.,  &c.     (  Gurgle^  gurgle^  gurgle^  smack  /) 

All  this  while  he  was  packing  away  the  remains 
of  the  pork  and  hard  bread  in  two  large  firkins. 
This  accomplished,  we  reembarked,  our  uncle  on 
his  way  to  the  birch  essaying  a  kind  of  song  in 
four  or  five  parts,  of  which  the  words  were  hila- 
rious and  the  tune  profoundly  melancholy,  and 
which  was  finished,  and  the  rest  of  his  voice  appar- 
ently jerked  out  of  him  in  one  sharp  fabetto  note, 
by  his  tripping  over  the  root  of  a  tree.  We  pad- 
dled a  short  distance  up  a  brook  which  came  into 
the  lake  smoothly  through  a  little  meadow  not 
{bt  off.  We  soon  reached  the  Northwest  Carry, 
and  our  guide,  pointing  through  the  woods,  said: 
**  That 's  the  Cannydy  road.  You  can  travel  that 
cleam  to  Kebeck,  a  hunderd  an'  twenty  mile,"  —  a 
privilege  of  which  I  respectfully  declined  to  avail 
myself.  The  offer,  however,  remains  open  to  the 
public.  The  Carry  is  called  two  miles ;  but  this  is 
the  estimate  of  somebody  who  had  nothing  to  lug. 
I  had  a  headache  and  all  my  baggage,  which, 
with  a  traveller's  instinct,  I  had  brought  with  me. 
(P.  S.  —  I  did  not  even  take  the  keys  out  of  my 
pocket,  and  both  my  bags  were  wet  through  before 
I  came  back.)  My  estimate  of  the  distance  is 
eighteen  thousand  six  hundred  and  seventy-fotur 
miles  and  three  quarters,  —  the  fraction  being  the 
part  left  to  be   travelled  after  one  of  my  com- 
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panJons  most  kindly  insisted  on  relieving  me  of 
my  heanest  bag.  I  know  very  well  that  the  an- 
cient Roman  soldiers  used  to  carry  sixty  pounds* 
weight,  and  all  that ;  but  I  am  not,  and  never  shall 
be,  an  ancient  Roman  soldier,  —  no,  not  even  in 
the  miracoloos  Thundering  L^on.  Uncle  Zeb 
slung  the  two  provender  firkins  across  his  shoulder, 
and  trudged  along,  gambling  that  **  he  never  see 
sech  a  contrairy  pair  as  them/*  He  had  begun 
upon  a  second  bottle  of  his  **  particular  kind  o' 
spring-water,**  and,  at  every  rest,  the  gurgle  of  this 
peripatetic  fountain  might  be  heard,  followed  by  a 
smack,  a  fragment  of  mosaic  song,  or  a  confused 
clatter  with  the  cowhide  boots,  being  an  arbitrary 
symbol,  intended  to  represent  the  festive  dance. 
Christian's  pack  gave  him  not  half  so  much  trouble 
as  the  firkins  gave  Uncle  Zeb.  It  grew  harder 
and  harder  to  sling  them,  and  with  every  fresh 
gulp  of  the  Batavian  elixir,  they  got  heavier.  Or 
rather,  the  truth  was,  that  his  hat  grew  heavier, 
in  which  he  was  carrying  on  an  extensive  manu- 
facture of  bricks  without  straw.  At  last  afiEairs 
reached  a  crisis,  and  a  particularly  favorable  pitoh 
offering,  with  a  puddle  at  the  foot  of  it,  even  the 
boots  afforded  no  sufficient  ballast,  and  away  went 
our  uncle,  tiie  satellite  firkins  aooompanying  faith- 
fully kb  headlong  fiight  Did  ercr  exiled  monarch 
or  disgraced  minister  find  the  oanae  of  his  fall  in 
himself?  Is  there  not  always  a  strawberry  at  the 
bottom  of  our  cup  of  life,  on  which  we  can  lay  all 
the  blame  of  our  deriations  from  the  straight  path  ? 
Till  now  Uncle  Zeb  had  oontriTed  to  give  a  gloes 
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of  volition  to  smaUer  stumblingH  and  gyrationis  by 
exagj^rating  them  into  an  appearance  of  playful 
burlesque.  But  the  present  case  was  beyond  any 
such  subterfuges.  lie  held  a  bed  of  justice  where 
he  sat,  and  then  arose  slowly,  with  a  8t<>m  deter- 
mination of  vengeance  stiffening  every  muscle  of 
his  fooe.  But  what  would  he  select  as  the  culprit  ? 
**  It 's  that  cussed  firkin,"  he  mumbled  to  himself. 
"  I  never  knowed  a  firkin  cair  on  so,  —  no,  not  in 
the  'Roostehicick  war.  There,  go  long,  will  ye? 
and  don't  come  back  till  you  Ve  lamed  how  to  walk 
with  a  genelman  ! "  And,  seizing  the  unhappy 
scap^oat  by  the  bail,  he  hurled  it  into  the  forest. 
It  is  a  curious  circumstance,  that  it  was  not  the 
firkin  containing  the  bottle  which  was  thus  con- 
demned to  exile. 

The  end  of  the  Carry  was  reached  at  last,  and, 
as  we  drew  near  it,  we  heard  a  sound  of  shouting 
and  laughter.  It  came  from  a  party  of  men  making 
hay  of  the  wild  g^rass  in  Seboomok  meadows,  which 
lie  aroimd  Seboomok  pond,  into  which  the  Carry 
empties  itself.  Their  camp  was  near,  and  our  two 
hunters  set  out  for  it,  leaving  us  seated  in  the 
birch  on  the  plashy  border  of  the  pond.  The  re- 
pose was  perfect.  Another  heaven  hallowetl  and 
deepened  the  polished  lake,  and  through  tluit  nether 
world  the  fish-hawk's  double  floated  with  balanced 
wings,  or,  wheeling  suddenly,  flashed  his  whitened 
breast  against  the  sun.  As  the  clattering  king, 
fisher  flew  tmsteadily  across,  and  seemed  to  push 
his  heavy  head  along  with  ever-renewing  effort,  a 
visionary  mate  flitted  from  downward  tree  to  tree 


A  MOOSEHEAD  JOURNAL  81 

below.  Some  tall  aiders  shaded  us  from  the  sun, 
in  whose  yellow  afternoon  light  the  drowsy  forest 
was  steeped,  giving  out  that  wholesome  resinous 
perfume,  almost  the  only  warm  odor  which  it  is 
refreshing  to  breathe.  The  tame  hay-oocks  in  the 
midst  of  the  wildness  gave  one  a  pleasant  reminis- 
cence of  home,  lik»  hearing  one*B  native  tontrue  in 
a  stnmge  countr}-. 

Presently  our  huutent  came  back,  bringing  with 
them  a  tall,  thin,  active-looking  man,  with  black 
eyea,  Uiat  glanced  nnoonsoionsly  on  all  sides,  like 
one  of  those  spots  of  sunlight  which  a  child  dances 
up  and  down  the  street  with  a  bit  of  looking-glass. 
This  waH  M.,  the  captain  of  the  hay-makers,  a 
famous  river-driver,  and  who  was  to  have  fifty  men 
under  him  next  winter.  I  could  now  understand 
that  sleepless  vi^lance  of  eye.  Fie  tuul  consented 
to  take  two  of  our  party  in  his  birch  to  seek  for 
moose.  A  quick,  nenous,  deoi<led  man,  he  got 
them  into  the  birch,  and  was  off  instantly,  without 
a  superfluous  word.  He  evidently  looked  upon 
them  as  he  would  upon  a  couple  of  logs  which  he 
was  to  deliver  at  a  certain  place.  Indeed,  I  doubt 
if  life  and  the  world  presented  themselves  to  Napier 
himself  in  a  more  logarithmic  way.  His  only 
thought  was  to  do  the  immediate  duty  well,  and  to 
pilot  his  particnlar  raft  down  the  crooked  stream 
of  life  to  the  ocean  beyond.  The  birch  seemed  to 
feel  him  as  an  inspiring  soul,  and  slid  awmy  straight 
and  swift  for  the  ootleC  of  the  pond.  As  he  dinp- 
))eared  under  the  over-arching  alders  of  the  brook, 
our  two  hunters  eocdd  not  repress  a  gravs  and 
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mflMiured  applatue.  There  is  never  any  extntT»* 
ganoe  among  these  woodmen ;  their  eye,  accustomed 
to  reckoning  the  number  of  feet  which  a  tree  will 
acale^  is  rapid  and  close  in  its  guess  of  the  amount 
of  stuff  in  a  man.  It  was  laudari  a  laudato,  how- 
ever, for  they  themselves  were  accounted  good  men 
in  a  birch.  I  was  amused,  in  talking  with  them 
about  him,  to  meet  with  an  instance  of  that  ten- 
dency of  the  human  mind  to  assign  some  utterly 
improbable  reason  for  gifts  which  seem  unaccount- 
able. After  due  praise,  one  of  them  said,  **  I  guess 
he 's  got  some  Injun  in  him,**  although  I  knew  very 
well  that  the  speaker  had  a  thorough  contempt  for 
the  red-man,  mentally  and  physicaUy.  Here  was 
mythology  in  a  small  way,  —  the  same  that  under 
more  favorable  auspices  hatched  Helen  out  of  an 
egg  and  gave  Merlin  an  Incubus  for  his  father.  I 
was  pleased  with  all  I  saw  of  M.  He  was  in  his 
narrow  sphere  a  true  ayai  av^v,  and  the  ragged 
edges  of  his  old  hat  seemed  to  become  coronated  as 
I  look^  at  him.  He  impressed  me  as  a  man 
really  educated,  —  that  is,  with  his  aptitudes  dravm 
out  and  ready  for  use.  He  was  A.  M.  and  LL.  D. 
in  Woods  College,  —  Axe-master  and  Doctor  of 
Logs.  Are  not  our  educations  commonly  like  a 
pile  of  books  laid  over  a  plant  in  a  pot  ?  The  com- 
pressed nature  struggles  through  at  every  crevice, 
but  can  never  get  the  cramp  and  stunt  out  of  it. 
We  spend  all  our  youth  in  building  a  vessel  for 
our  voyage  of  life,  and  set  forth  with  streamers 
fl3ring;  but  the  moment  we  come  nigh  the  great 
loadstone  mountain  of  our  proper  destiny,  out  leap 
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all  our  otrefnUy-driven  bolts  and  nails,  and  we  gel 
many  a  mouthful  of  good  salt  brine,  and  many  a 
buffet  of  the  rough  water  of  experience,  before  we 
secure  the  bare  right  to  live. 

We  now  entered  the  outlet,  a  long-drawn  aisle  of 
alder,  on  each  side  of  which  spinnl  tall  firs,  spruces, 
and  white  cedars.  The  motion  of  the  birch  re* 
minded  me  of  the  gondola,  and  they  represent 
among  water-craft  the/e/uios  the  cat  tribe,  stealthy, 
■lent,  treacherous,  and  preying  by  night  I  closed 
my  qrea,  and  stroTc  to  fancy  myself  iu  the  dumb 
city,  M^iose  only  horses  are  the  bronze  ones  of  St. 
Mark  and  that  of  Colleoni.  But  Nature  would 
aUow  no  rival,  and  bent  down  an  alder-bough  to 
brash  my  cheek  and  recall  me.  Only  the  robin 
■ngt  in  the  emerald  chambers  of  these  tall  sylvan 
pftl^A^,  and  the  squirrel  leaps  from  hanging  bal- 
cony to  balcony. 

The  rain  which  the  loons  foreboded  had  raised 
the  west  branch  of  the  Penobscot  so  much,  that 
a  strong  current  was  setting  back  into  the  pond ; 
and,  when  at  last  we  bmshed  through  into  the 
river,  it  was  full  to  the  brim,  —  too  full  for  moose, 
the  huuters  said.  Rivers  with  low  banks  have  al- 
ways the  compensation  of  giving  a  sense  of  entire 
folneas.  The  sun  sank  behind  its  horison  of  pines, 
whooe  pointed  summits  notched  the  rosy  west  in  an 
endless  Uaok  iierra.  At  the  same  moment  the 
golden  moon  swung  slowly  up  in  the  east,  like  the 
other  ioale  of  that  Homeric  balance  in  which  Zeua 
weighed  the  deeds  of  men.  Sunset  and  moonrise 
atoQoel  Adam  had  no  more  in  Eden— •  except  the 
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head  of  Eve  upon  his  shoulder.  The  stream  was 
■o  smooth,  tluit  the  floating  logs  we  met  seemed  to 
hang  in  a  glowing  atmosphere,  the  shadow-half  be- 
ing as  real  as  the  solid.  And  gradually  the  mind 
was  etherized  to  a  like  dreamy  placidity,  till  fatrt 
and  fancy,  the  substance  and  the  image,  floating 
on  the  current  of  reverie,  became  but  as  the  upper 
and  under  lialves  of  one  unreal  reality. 

In  the  west  still  lingered  a  pale-green  light.  I 
do  not  know  whether  it  be  from  lifelong  familiarity, 
but  it  always  seems  to  me  that  the  pinnacles  of 
pine-trees  make  an  edge  to  the  landscape  which 
tells  better  against  the  twilight,  or  the  fainter 
dawn  before  the  rising  moon,  than  the  rounded 
and  cloud-cumulus  outline  of  liard-wood  trees. 

After  paddling  a  couple  of  miles,  we  found  the 
arbored  mouth  of  the  little  Malahoo<lus  River, 
famous  for  moose.  We  had  been  on  the  lookout 
for  it,  and  I  was  amused  to  hear  one  of  the  hunters 
say  to  the  other,  to  assure  himself  of  his  familiarity 
with  the  spot,  "  You  drove  the  West  Branch  last 
spring,  did  n't  you  ?  "  as  one  of  us  might  ask  about 
a  horse.  We  did  not  explore  the  Malahoodus  far, 
but  left  the  other  birch  to  thread  its  cedared  soli- 
tudes, while  we  turned  back  to  try  our  fortunes  in 
the  larger  stream.  We  paddled  on  about  four 
miles  farther,  lingering  now  and  then  opjiosite  the 
blac^k  mouth  of  a  moose-path.  The  incidents  of 
our  voyage  were  few,  but  quite  as  exciting  and 
profitable  as  the  items  of  the  news])a]>er8.  A  stray 
log  compensated  very  well  for  the  ordinary  run  of 
accidents,  and  the  floating  carkiss  of  a  moose  which 
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w«  met  oonld  pMs  master  instead  of  a  singidar  dis> 
ooverj  of  haman  remains  by  workmen  in  digging  a 
cellar.  Once  or  twice  we  saw  what  seemed  glioste 
of  trees ;  but  they  tamed  out  to  be  dead  cedars,  in 
windii^-aheete  of  kmg  gray  moss,  made  spectral  bj 
the  moonlight.  Jost  as  we  were  toming  to  drift 
back  down-stream,  we  heard  a  loud  gnawing  soand 
oloae  by  OS  on  the  bank.  One  of  our  guides 
thought  it  a  hedgehog,  the  other  a  bear.  I  in- 
clined to  the  bear,  as  fnf^"g  the  adventure  more 
imposing.  A  rifle  was  fired  at  the  sound,  which 
began  agun  with  the  moitt  provoking  indifference, 
ere  the  edio,  flaring  madly  at  first  from  shore  to 
shore,  died  far  away  in  a  hoarse  sigh. 

Hcdf  p€L9t  Eleven^  p.  M. — No  sign  of  a  moose 
yet.  The  birch,  it  seems,  was  strained  at  the 
Carry,  or  the  pitch  was  softened  as  she  lay  on  tbe 
shore  during  dinner,  and  she  leaks  a  little.  If 
there  be  any  rirtoe  in  the  ritzbad,  I  shall  discover 
it.  If  I  cannot  extract  green  cucumbers  from  the 
moon's  rajTs,  I  get  aomething  quite  as  oooL  Oqe 
of  the  guides  shivers  so  as  to  shake  the  birch. 

Qmarierto  I\etlve.  —  Later  from  the  Freshetl 
—  The  water  in  the  birch  is  aboat  three  inehea 
deep,  bat  the  dampness  reaches  already  neariy  to 
the  waist  I  am  obliged  to  remove  the  matrhfs 
from  the  ground-floor  of  my  trousers  into  the  upper 
story  ol  a  breast-pocket  Meanwhile,  we  are  to  sit 
immovable,  —  for  fear  of  frightening  the  moose, — 
which  induces  erampa. 

Half  patt  Titdv,  —  A  crashing  is  heard  on  the 
left  bank.    This  b  a  moose  in  good  earaeit    We 
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9xe  besought  to  hold  our  breaths,  if  {lossible.    My 
fingers  so  numb,  I  could  not,  if  I  tried.     Cr<uh ! 
ereuh  /  again,  and  then  a  plunge,  followed  by  dead 
stillness.    **Swimmin'  crik,"  whispers  guide,  sujv 
pressing  all  unnecessary  parts  of  speech,  —  '*  don't 
stir."     I,  for  one,  am  not  likely  to.     A  cold  fog 
which  has  been  gathering  for  the  last  hour  has  fin- 
ished me.     I  fancy  myself  one  of  those  naked  pigs 
that  seem  rushing  out  of  market-doors  in  winter, 
frozen  in  a  ghastly  attitude  of  gallop.     If  I  were 
to  be  shot  myself,  I  should  feel  no  interest  in  it 
As  it  b,  I  am  only  a  spectator,  having  declined  a 
gun.     Splash  I  again ;  this  time  the  moose  is  in 
sight,  and  click !  click !  one  rifle  misses  fire  after 
the  other.      The  fog  has  quietly  spiked  our  bat- 
teries.    The  moose  goes  crashing  up  the  bank,  and 
presently  we  can  hear  it  chawing  its  cud  dose  by. 
So  we  lie  in  wait,  freezing. 

At  one  o'clock,  I  propose  to  land  at  a  deserted 
wongen  I  had  noticed  on  the  way  up,  where  I  will 
make  a  fire,  and  leave  them  to  refrigerate  as  much 
longer  as  they  please.  Axe  in  hand,  I  go  plung- 
ing through  waist-deep  weeds  dripping  with  dew, 
haimted  by  an  intense  conviction  that  the  gnawing 
sound  we  had  heard  was  a  bear,  and  a  bear  at  least 
eighteen  hands  high.  There  is  something  pokerish 
about  a  desertetl  dwelling,  even  in  broad  daylight ; 
but  here  in  the  obscure  wood,  and  the  moon  filter- 
ing unwillingly  through  the  trees !  Well,  I  made 
the  door  at  last,  and  found  the  place  packed  fuller 
with  darkness  than  it  ever  had  been  with  hay. 
Gradually  I  was  able  to  make  things  out  a  little, 
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and  began  to  hack  froaenly  at  a  log  which  I  groped 
out.  I  vn%a  relieved  presently  by  one  of  the  glides. 
He  cut  at  once  into  one  of  the  uprights  of  the  build- 
ir  -  '-"  ^10  got  some  dry  splinteni,  and  we  soon  had 
;i  the  boming  of  a  whole  wood-wharf  in  our 

port  of  the  country.  My  companion  went  ba(;k  to 
the  birch,  and  left  me  to  keep  house.  First  I 
knocked  a  hole  in  the  roof  (which  the  fire  began 
to  lick  in  a  relishing  way)  for  a  chimney,  and  then 
olMued  away  a  damp  growth  of  **  pison-elder,"  to 
make  a  sleeping  place.  When  the  unsuccessful 
hunters  returned,  I  had  everything  quite  comfort- 
able, and  was  steaming  at  the  rate  of  about  ten 
hor8e>power  a  minute.  Young  Telemachus  ^  was 
sorry  to  give  up  the  moose  so  soon,  and,  with  the 
teeth  chattering  almost  out  of  his  head,  he  declared 
that  he  would  like  to  stick  it  out  all  night.  How- 
ever, he  reconciled  liimself  to  tlio  fire,  and,  nuiking 
our  beds  of  some  ^  splits  "  which  we  poked  from 
tlu'  r<H>f,  we  lay  down  at  half  past  two.  I,  who 
Iiuvf  ii^ierited  a  habit  of  looking  into  every  closet 
before  I  go  to  bed,  for  fear  of  fire,  had  become  in 
two  dnyn  sii<-h  a  stoic  of  the  woods,  that  I  went  to 
sleep  tnuiquilly,  certain  that  my  bedroom  would  be 
in  a  blaze  before  morning.  And  so,  indeed,  it  was ; 
and  th<>  wit!ies  that  bound  it  together  being  burned 
<iflf,  one  uf  the  sides  fell  in  without  waking  me. 

Tuesday^  IGth.  —  After  a  sleep  of  two  hours  and 
a  half,  HO  sound  that  it  was  as  good  as  eight,  we 
started  at  half  past  four  for  the  hay-makers'  camp 

*  TUs  WM  mj  a«plM«,  ChmAm  KumtU  Lovall,  who  ftU  •!  th» 
hMd  of  kta  brigMb  b  Um  bstti*  «f  C«br  CcMk. 
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wgtan.  We  found  them  just  getting  breakfast 
We  sat  down  upon  the  de€icon-8eat  before  the  fire 
bhuing  l)ctween  the  bedroom  and  the  salle  a  man' 
ger^  which  were  8imj>ly  two  roofs  of  spruce-bark, 
sloping  to  the  ground  on  one  side,  the  other  three 
being  left  open.  We  found  that  we  h;ul,  at  least, 
been  luckier  than  the  other  party,  for  M.  liad 
brought  back  his  convoy  without  even  seeing  a 
moose.  As  there  was  not  room  at  the  table  for  all  of 
us  to  breakfast  together,  these  hospitable  woodmen 
forced  us  to  sit  down  first,  although  we  resisted 
stoutly.  Our  breakfast  consisted  of  fresh  broad, 
fried  salt  pork,  stewed  whortleberries,  and  tea.  Our 
kind  hosts  refused  to  take  money  for  it,  nor  would 
M.  accept  anything  for  his  trouble.  This  8eeme<l 
even  more  open-handed  when  I  remembered  that 
they  had  brought  all  their  stores  over  the  Carry 
upon  their  shoulders,  paying  an  ache  extra  for 
every  pound.  If  their  hospitality  lacked  anything 
of  hard  external  polish,  it  Irnd  all  the  deeper  grace 
which  springs  only  from  sincere  manliness.  I  have 
rarely  sat  at  a  table  d'hote  which  might  not  have 
taken  a  lesson  from  them  in  essential  courtesy.  I 
have  never  seen  a  finer  race  of  men.  They  have 
all  the  virtues  of  the  sailor,  without  that  unsteady 
roll  in  the  gait  with  which  the  ocean  proclaims  it- 
self quite  as  much  in  the  moral  as  in  the  physical 
habit  of  a  man.  They  appeared  to  me  to  liave  hewn 
out  a  short  northwest  passage  through  wintry  woods 
to  those  spice-lands  of  character  which  we  dwellers 
in  cities  must  reach,  if  at  all,  by  weary  voyages  in 
the  monotonous  track  of  the  trades. 
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By  the  waj,  aa  we  were  embirehing  last  erening 
for  our  mooee-chaae,  I  asked  what  I  was  to  do  with 
my  baggage.  **  Leave  it  here,**  said  oar  guide,  and 
he  bud  the  baga  apon  a  pUtform  of  alders,  which 
be  bent  down  to  keep  them  beyond  reach  of  the 
riaii^  water. 

*^  Will  they  be  safe  here? ** 

"  As  safe  as  they  would  be  locked  np  in  your 
house  at  home.** 

And  so  I  fonnd  them  at  my  retam ;  only  the 
hay-makers  had  carried  them  to  their  camp  for 
g^nater  seeority  against  the  chances  of  the  weather. 

We  got  back  to  Kineo  in  time  for  dinner ;  and 
in  the  afternoon,  the  weather  being  fine,  went  up 
the  mountain.  As  we  landed  at  the  foot,  our  guide 
pointed  to  tiie  remains  of  a  red  shirt  and  a  pair  of 
blanket  tronaers.  *«That,**  said  he, ''  is  the  reason 
there  *s  snob  a  trade  in  ready-made  clo'es.  A  suit 
gits  pooty  well  wore  out  by  the  time  a  camp  breaka 
up  in  the  spring,  and  the  lumberers  want  to  look 
about  right  when  they  come  l>ack  into  the  settle- 
BMnts,  so  they  buy  somethin*  ready-made,  and 
hasre  ole  bust-up  into  the  bosh.**  True  enough, 
thooght  I,  this  is  the  Beady^iada  Age.  It  ia 
qnidBer  being  eorered  than  fitted.  So  we  all  go 
to  dw  ilop^hnp  and  come  out  uniformed,  everj 
mother's  son  with  liabits  of  thinking  and  doing  eat 
on  one  pattern,  with  no  special  refarance  to  hia 
peculiar  build. 

Kineo  rises  1750  feet  abore  the  sea,  and  750 
abore  the  lake.  The  climb  is  Tery  easy,  with  fine 
oatlooks  at  tmrj  torn  over  lake  and  forest    Near 
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the  top  is  s  spring  of  water,  which  even  Uncle  Zeb 
might  have  allowed  to  be  wholesome.  Tlie  little 
tin  dipper  was  scratched  all  over  with  names,  show- 
ing that  vanity,  at  least,  b  not  put  out  of  breath 
by  the  ascent.  O  Ozymandias,  King  of  kings  I 
We  are  all  scrawling  on  something  of  the  kind. 
*^  My  name  is  engraved  on  the  institutions  of  my 
country,"  thinks  tlie  statesman.  But,  alas !  insti- 
tutions are  as  changeable  as  tin-<Iipper8 ;  men  are 
content  to  drink  the  same  old  water,  if  the  shape 
of  the  cup  only  be  new,  and  our  friend  gets  two 
lines  in  the  Biographical  Dictionaries.  After  all, 
these  inscriptions,  which  make  us  smile  u])  here, 
are  about  as  valuable  as  the  Assyrian  ones  which 
Hincks  and  Rawlinson  read  at  cross-purposes. 
Have  we  not  Smiths  and  Browns  enough,  that  we 
most  ransack  the  ruins  of  Nimroud  for  more? 
Near  the  spring  we  met  a  Bloomer !  It  was  the 
first  chronic  one  I  had  ever  seen.  It  struck  me  as 
a  sensible  costume  for  the  occasion,  and  it  will  be 
the  only  wear  in  the  Grreek  Kalends,  when  women 
believe  that  sense  is  an  equivalent  for  grace. 

The  forest  primeval  is  best  seen  from  the  top  of 
a  mountain.  It  then  impresses  one  by  its  extent, 
like  an  Oriental  epic.  To  be  in  it  is  nothing,  for 
then  an  acre  is  as  good  as  a  thousand  square  miles. 
You  cannot  see  five  rods  in  any  direction,  and  the 
ferns,  mosses,  and  tree-trunks  just  around  you  are 
the  best  of  iL  As  for  solitude,  night  will  make  a 
better  one  with  ten  feet  square  of  pitch  dark ;  and 
mere  size  is  hardly  an  element  of  grandeur,  except 
in   works  of    man,  —  as  the   Colosseum.      It    is 
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throu^  one  or  the  other  pole  of  vanity  that  men 
feel  the  sublime  in  mountains.  It  ia  either.  How 
small  great  I  am  beside  it!  or,  Big  as  you  are, 
littlt)  V»  soul  will  hold  a  dozen  of  you.  The  true 
idea  of  a  forest  is  not  a  aelva  nehaggia^  but  some- 
thing humanised  a  little,  as  we  imagine  the  fOTert 
61  Arden,  with  trees  standing  at  royal  intervaK  — 
a  oommonweahh,  and  not  a  ccHnmunism.  To  some 
moods,  it  is  congenial  to  look  over  endless  leagoM 
of  unbroken  savagery  without  a  hint  of  man. 

Wednesday. — This  morning  fished.  Telemachns 
cai^it  a  laker  of  thirteen  pounds  and  a  half,  and 
I  an  overgrown  cask,  which  we  threw  away,  but 
which  I  found  afterwards  Agassiz  would  have  been 
gla4l  of,  for  all  is  fish  that  comes  to  his  net, 
from  the  fossil  down.  The  fish,  when  caught,  are 
straightway  knocked  on  the  head.  A  lad  who  went 
with  US  seeming  to  show  an  over-zeal  in  this  oper- 
ation, we  remonstrated.  But  he  gave  a  good, 
human  reason  for  it,  —  ^  He  no  need  to  ha'  gone 
and  been  a  fish  if  he  did  n*t  like  it,'*  —  an  excuse 
which  superior  strength  or  cunning  has  alwajrs 
foand  sufficient  It  was  some  comfort,  in  this  case, 
to  think  that  St  Jerome  believed  in  a  limitation 
of  God's  providence,  and  that  it  did  not  extend  to 
inanimate  things  or  creatures  devoid  of  reason. 

Thus,  my  dear  Storg,  I  have  finished  my  Oriental 
adventures,  and  somewhat,  it  must  be  owned,  in  the 
(lifTiiHc  Oriental  manner.  Tliere  is  very  little  about 
MtMtHchead  Lake  in  it  and  not  even  the  Latin 
name  for  moose,  which  I  might  have  obtained  bj 
sufficient  research.    If  I  had  killed  oim,  I  would 
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have  g^ven  you  his  name  in  that  dead  language.  I 
did  not  profess  to  give  you  an  account  of  the  lake ; 
but  a  journal,  and,  moreover,  my  journal,  with  a 
little  nature,  a  little  human  nature,  and  a  great 
deal  of  I  in  it,  which  last  ingredient  I  take  to 
be  the  true  spirit  of  this  species  of  writing ;  all  the 
rest  being  so  much  water  for  tender  throats  which 
cannot  take  it  neat. 
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In  thoM  quiet  old  winter  evenings,  around  our 
Bonuui  fireside,  it  was  not  seldoin,  my  dear  Storg, 
that  we  talked  of  the  advantages  of  travel,  and  in 
speeehes  not  so  long  that  our  cigars  would  forget 
their  fire  (the  measure  of  just  conversation)  de- 
bated the  comparative  advantages  of  the  Old  and 
New  Worltls.  You  will  remember  how  serenely 
I  bore  the  imputation  of  provincialism,  while  I 
asserted  that  those  advantages  were  reciprocal; 
that  an  orbed  and  balanced  life  wonld  revolve  be- 
tween the  Old  and  the  New  as  opposite,  but  not 
antagonistic  poles,  the  true  equator  lying  some- 
where midway  between  them.  I  asserted  also,  that 
there  were  two  epochs  at  which  a  man  might  travel, 
—  before  twenty,  for  pure  enjoyment,  and  after 
thirty,  for  instruction.  At  twenty,  the  eye  b  suffi« 
ciently  delighted  with  merely  seeing;  new  things 
are  pleasant  only  because  they  are  not  old ;  and  we 
take  everything  heartily  and  naturally  in  the  ri^t 
way,  —  for  even  mishaps  are  like  knives,  that  either 
serve  ns  or  cut  us,  as  we  grasp  them  by  the  blade 
or  the  handle.    After  thirty,  we  carry  along  our 
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scales,  with  lawful  weights  stamped  by  experience, 
and  our  chemical  tests  acquired  by  Ktiuly,  with 
which  to  ponder  and  assay  all  arts,  institutions, 
and  manners,  and  to  ascertain  either  their  absolute 
worth  or  their  merely  relative  value  to  ourselves. 
On  the  whole,  I  declared  myself  in  favor  of  the 
after  thirty  method,  —  was  it  i)artly  (so  difficult  is 
it  to  distinguish  between  opinions  and  personalities) 
because  I  had  tried  it  myself,  though  with  scales  so 
imperfect  and  tests  so  inadequate?  Perhaps  so, 
but  more  because  I  held  that  a  man  should  have 
trayelled  thoroughly  roimd  himself  and  the  great 
terra  incognita  just  outside  and  inside  his  own 
tiireshold,  before  he  undertook  voyages  of  discovery 
to  other  worlds.  *'Far  countries  he  can  safest 
visit  who  himself  is  doughty,"  says  Beowulf.  Let 
him  first  thoroughly  explore  that  strange  country 
laid  down  on  the  maps  as  Seauton  ;  let  him  look 
down  into  its  craters,  and  find  whether  they  be 
bumtout  or  only  smouldering ;  let  him  know  be- 
tween the  good  and  evil  fruits  of  its  ])as8ionate 
tropics;  let  him  experience  how  healthful  are  its 
serene  and  high-lying  table-lands ;  let  him  be  many 
times  driven  back  (till  he  wisely  consent  to  be  baf- 
fled) from  its  speculatively  inquisitive  northwest 
passages  that  lead  mostly  to  the  dreary  solitudes 
of  a  sunless  world,  before  he  think  himself  morally 
equipped  for  travels  to  more  distant  regions.  So 
thought  pithy  Thomas  Fuller.  "  Who,"  he  says, 
^hath  sailed  about  the  world  of  his  own  heart, 
sounded  each  creek,  surveyed  each  comer,  but  that 
still  there  remains  therein  much  ^  terra  incognita^ 
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to  hiinaelf?'*^  But  does  lie  commonly  even  so 
much  aa  think  of  thU,  or^  while  baying  amplest 
tninks  for  his  corporeal  apparel,  does  it  once  occur 
t4>  him  how  yerj  small  a  portmanteau  will  contain 
all  his  mental  and  spiritual  outfit?  It  is  more 
often  true  that  a  man  who  could  scarce  be  induced 
to  expose  his  unclothed  body  even  to  a  village  of 
pnurie-<Iogs,  will  complacently  display  a  mind  as 
naked  as  the  day  it  was  boru,  without  so  much  as 
u  R.r.ieiif  of  acquirement  ou  it,  in  every  gallery  of 
■jie, — 

"  Not  eaiiaf,  so  tliat  Mapfeer-bone,  the  baek, 
B«  hoaf  with  gaody  tnppiags,  fai  what  ooaiM, 
Taa,  n^  mart  tMsgariy,  thay  elotha  tke  toaL" 

If  not  with  a  robe  dyed  in  the  Tyrian  purple  of 
imaginative  culture,  if  not  with  the  close-fitting, 
work-day  dress  of  social  or  business  training,  —  at 
least,  my  dear  Storg,  one  might  provide  himself 
with  the  merest  waist-clout  of  modesty ! 

But  if  it  be  too  much  to  expect  men  to  traverse 
and  survey  themselves  before  they  go  abroad,  we 
iiii;;ht  certainly  ask  that  they  should  be  familiar 
with  thrir  own  villages.  If  not  even  that,  then  it 
Ih  iif  littli*  import  whither  they  go;  and  let  us  hope 
tliat,  by  seeing  how  calmly  their  own  narrow  neigh- 
iHirh.HHl  liears  their  departure,  they  may  be  led  to 
tliiiik  tliit  tiie  circlet  of  disturbance  set  in  motion 
l>y  tie-  fall  of  their  tiny  *drop  into  the  ooean  of 
(•t<  iiiity  will  not  have  a  radius  of  more  than  a 
wnk  in  any  direction;  and  that  the  world  cm 
endure  the  unbtraotion  of  even  a  justioe  of  the 

>  Ualf  aukf  7%a  ComtUM  Vtrfim. 
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peace  with  provoking  equanimity.  In  this  way,  at 
least,  foreign  travel  may  do  them  good, — may 
make  them,  if  not  wiser,  at  any  rate  less  fussy.  Is 
it  a  great  way  to  go  to  school,  and  a  g^reat  fee  to 
pay  for  the  lesson  ?  We  cannot  give  too  much  for 
the  genial  stoicism  which,  when  life  flouts  us,  and 
•ays,  Put  thcU  in  your  pipe  and  smoke  it  I  can 
puff  away  with  as  sincere  a  relish  as  if  it  were 
tobacco  of  Mount  Lebanon  in  a  narghUeh  of  Da- 
mascus. 

It  has  passed  into  a  scornful  proverb,  that  it 
needs  good  optics  to  see  what  is  not  to  be  seen ; 
and  yet  I  should  be  inclined  to  say  that  the  first 
essential  of  a  good  traveller  was  to  be  gifted  with 
eyesight  of  precisely  that  kind.  All  his  senses 
should  be  as  delicate  as  eyes ;  and,  above  all,  he 
should  be  able  to  see  with  the  fine  eye  of  imagina- 
tion, compared  with  which  all  the  other  org^s 
with  which  the  mind  grasps  and  the  memory  holds 
are  as  clumsy  as  thumbs.  The  demand  for  this 
kind  of  traveUer  and  the  opportunity  for  him  in- 
crease as  we  learn  more  and  more  minutely  the  dry 
facts  and  figures  of  the  most  inaccessible  comers 
of  the  earth's  surface.  There  is  no  hope  of  another 
Ferdinand  Mendez  Pinto,  with  his  statistics  of 
Dreamland,  who  makes  no  difficulty  of  impressing 
"fourscore  thousand  rhinocerots"  to  draw  the 
wagons  of  the  King  of  Tartarj-'s  army,  or  of  kill- 
ing eight  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  men  with  a 
flourish  of  his  quill,  —  for  what  were  a  few  ciphers 
to  him,  when  his  inkhom  was  full  and  all  Christen- 
dom to  be  astonished  ?  —  but  there  is  all  the  more 
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need  of  Toygers  who  give  ns  something  better 
than  a  census  of  population,  and  who  know  of 
other  exports  from  strange  countries  than  can  be 

expressed  by  $ .    Give  me  the  trayeller  who 

makes  me  feel  the  mystery  of  the  Figure  at  SaVs, 
whose  veil  hides  a  new  meaning  for  every  beholder, 
rather  than  him  who  brings  back  a  photograph  u£ 
tiie  nnoovered  countenance,  with  its  one  unvar3ring 
granite  story  for  all.  There  is  one  glory  of  the 
Gaaetteer  with  his  fixed  facts,  and  another  of  the 
Poet  with  his  variable  quantities  of  fancy. 

After  all,  my  dear  Storg,  it  is  to  know  things 
that  one  has  need  to  travel,  and  not  men.  Those 
force  OS  to  come  to  tliem,  but  these  come  to  us,  — 
sometimes  whether  we  will  or  no.  These  exist  for 
OS  in  every  variety  in  our  own  town.  You  may 
And  your  antipodes  without  a  voyage  to  China ;  he 
lives  there,  just  round  the  next  comer,  precise,  for- 
mal, the  slave  of  precedent,  making  all  his  teacups 
with  a  break  in  the  edge,  because  his  model  had 
one,  and  your  fancy  decorates  him  with  an  endless- 
ness of  airy  pigtaiL  There,  too,  are  John  Bull, 
Jean  Crapuid,  Hans  Sauerkraut,  Pat  Murphy,  and 
the  rest 

It  has  been  written  : 

Wkot  b  lb*  UvM  unmrnA  Ua,  mm 

FhT  ViMWW.p(MpMti  OpMnf  WIM 

<ymhktarf  Adds  oa  •wwj  dim, 
RoMi,  tfjpt,  EafUad,  lad,  —J  OwtM. 

**  WlwHiww  wtemlAt  ci  vrio—  bffai 
I'm  tkapti  Um  worid  to  vwl  or  woo, 
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To  Um  who  bath  aot  vjm  in  vaio, 
Hb  Tillagv-mierooomi  omi  ahow." 

But  every  thing  is  not  a  Thing,  and  all  things  we 
good  for  nothing  out  of  their  natural  habitat.  If 
the  heroic  Bamum  had  suooeeded  in  transplanting 
Shakespeare's  house  to  America,  what  interest 
would  it  have  had  for  us,  torn  out  of  its  appro> 
priate  setting  in  softly-hilled  Waniickshire,  which 
showed  us  that  the  most  English  of  poets  must  be 
bom  in  the  most  English  of  counties  ?  I  mean  by 
a  Thing  that  which  is  not  a  mere  spectacle,  that 
which  some  virtue  of  the  mind  leaps  forth  to,  as  it 
also  sends  forth  its  sympathetic  flash  to  the  mind, 
as  soon  as  they  come  within  each  other's  sphere  of 
attraction,  and,  with  instantaneous  coalition,  form 
a  new  pro<luct,  —  knowledge. 

Such,  in  the  understanding  it  gives  us  of  early 
Roman  history,  is  the  little  territory  around  Kome, 
the  gentis  cunabula,  without  a  sight  of  which  Livy 
and  Niebuhr  and  the  maps  are  vain.  So,  too,  one 
must  go  to  Pompeii  and  the  Museo  Borhonico,  to 
get  a  true  conception  of  that  wondrous  artistic 
nature  of  the  Greeks,  strong  enough,  even  in  that 
petty  colony,  to  survive  foreign  conquest  and  to 
assimilate  barbarian  blood,  showing  a  grace  and 
fertility  of  invention  whose  Roman  copies  Rafaello 
himself  could  only  copy,  and  enchanting  even  the 
base  utensils  of  the  kitchen  with  an  inevitable  sense 
of  beauty  to  which  we  subterranean  Northmen 
have  not  yet  so  much  as  dreamed  of  climbing. 
Mere  sights  one  can  see  quite  as  well  at  home. 
Mont  Blanc  does  not  tower  more  grandly  in  the 
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memory  than  did  the  dream-peak  which  loomed 
afar  on  the  morning  horizon  of  hope,  nor  did  the 
nmoke-palm  of  Vesavius  stand  more  erect  and  fair, 
with  taiK'rin}^  stem  and  spreading  top,  in  that  Par- 
thenopean  air,  than  under  the  dinner  sky  of  imag- 
ination.     I  know  what  Shakespeare  aajs  about 

It ' -tths,  and  I  can  foney  what  yoti 

^^  .  iierica  being  interesting  only  as  a 

]>h<-M<iiiiiuon,  and  uncomfortable  to  live  in,  because 
N  -  yet  done  with  getting  ready  to  live. 

I '  iir  Europe,  on  the  other  hand,  a  place 

where  men  have  done  living  for  the  present,  and 
of  value  chiefly  because  of  the  men  who  had  done 
living  in  it  long  ago?  And  if,  in  our  rapidly 
moving  country,  one  feel  sometimes  as  if  he  had 
his  home  on  a  railroad-train,  is  there  not  also  a 
satiitfaction  in  knowing  Uiat  one  is  going  some- 
where ?  To  what  end  visit  Europe,  if  people  carry 
with  them,  as  most  do,  their  old  parochial  horizon, 
going  hardly  as  Americans  even,  much  less  as 
men  ?  Have  we  not  both  seen  persons  abroad  who 
put  ns  in  mind  of  parlor  gold-flth  in  their  vase, 
isolated  in  that  little  globe  of  their  own  element, 
ineapable  of  communication  with  the  stoange  world 
aroond  them,  a  show  themselves,  while  it  was  al- 
ways doabtfol  if  they  oonld  see  at  all  beyond  the 
limits  of  their  portable  prison?  The  wise  man 
travels  to  discover  himself;  it  is  to  find  himself  ont 
that  he  goes  ont  of  himself  and  his  habitual  asso* 
eiations,  trying  everything  in  turn  till  he  find  that 
one  aotirity,  that  royal  standard,  sovran  over  him 
by  divine  right,  toward  which  all  the  disb«aded 
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powers  of  his  nature  and  the  irregular  tendenciet 
of  his  life  gather  joyfully,  as  to  the  common  rally- 
ing-point  of  their  loyalty. 

All  these  things  we  debated  while  the  ilez  logs 
upon  the  hearth  burned  down  to  tinkling  coals, 
over  which  a  gray,  soft  mosit  of  ashes  grew  betimes, 
mocking  the  poor  wood  with  a  pale  travesty  of  that 
green  and  gradual  decay  on  forest-floors,  its  natural 
end.     Already  the  clock  at  the  Ca;  '  t<>M 

the  morning  quarters,  and  on  the  ]):i  i    our 

talk  no  sound  intervened  but  the  muffled  hoot  of 
an  owl  in  the  near  convent-garden,  or  the  rattling 
tramp  of  a  patrol  of  that  French  army  which  keeps 
him  a  prisoner  in  his  own  city  who  claims  to  lock 
and  unlock  the  doors  of  heaven.  But  still  the  dis- 
course would  eddy  round  one  obstinate  rocky  tenet 
of  mine,  for  I  maintained,  you  remember,  that  the 
wisest  man  was  he  who  stayed  at  home ;  that  to  see 
the  antiquities  of  the  Old  World  was  nothing, 
since  the  youth  of  the  world  was  reaUy  no  farther 
away  from  us  than  our  own  youth ;  and  that,  more- 
over, we  had  also  in  America  things  amazingly  old, 
as  our  boys,  for  example.  Add,  that  in  the  end 
this  antiquity  is  a  matter  of  comparison,  which 
skips  from  place  to  place  as  nimbly  as  Emerson's 
Sphinx,  and  that  one  old  thing  is  good  only  till  we 
have  seen  an  older.  England  is  ancient  till  we  go 
to  Rome;  Etruria  dethrones  Rome,  but  only  to 
pass  this  sceptre  of  antiquity  which  so  lords  it  over 
our  fancies  to  the  Pelasgi,  from  whom  Egypt 
straightway  wrenches  it,  to  give  it  up  in  turn  to 
older  India.      And  whither  then?     As  well  rest 
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npon  the  first  step,  since  the  effect  of  what  is  old 
npon  Uie  mind  is  single  and  positive,  not  cumulative. 
As  sooo  as  a  thing  is  past,  it  is  as  infinitely  far 
away  ^m  us  as  if  it  had  happened  millions  of 
years  ago.  And  if  the  learned  Huet  be  correct, 
who  reckoned  that  all  human  thoughts  and  records 
oonld  be  included  in  ten  folios,  what  so  frightfully 
old  as  we  ourselves,  who  can,  if  we  choose,  hold  in 
cor  memories  every  syllable  of  recorded  time,  from 
the  first  crunch  of  Eve*s  teeth  in  the  apple  down- 

v.iH,  being  thus  ideally  contemporary  with  hoariest 

> 

*'  Thy  pyramids  Imflt  ap  vhli  iwwer  might 
To  OS  ai«  aothiiig  aorel,  noUiiag  stnuige." 

Now,  my  dear  Storg,  you  know  my  (what  the 
phrenologists  call)  inhabitiveness  and  adhesiveness, 
—  how  I  stand  by  the  old  thought,  the  old  thing, 
the  old  place,  and  the  old  friend,  till  I  am  very 
sore  I  have  got  a  better,  and  even  then  mig^te 
painfully.  Remember  the  old  Arabian  story,  and 
think  how  hard  it  u  to  pick  up  all  the  pomegranate- 
seeds  of  an  opponent's  argument,  and  how,  so  long 
as  one  remains,  you  are  as  far  from  the  end  as 
ever.  Since  I  have  you  entirely  at  my  mercy,  (for 
yon  cannot  answer  me  under  five  weeks,)  you  will 
not  be  surprised  at  the  advent  of  this  letter.  I 
had  always  one  impr^gnaUe  position,  which  was, 
that,  however  good  odier  plaoes  might  be,  there  was 
only  one  in  which  we  could  be  bom,  and  which 
therefore  poeeeeeed  a  quite  peculiar  and  inalienable 
virtue.  We  had  the  fortune,  which  neither  of  ns 
have  had  reason  to  call  other  than  good,  to  jonrnej 
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toother  through  the  green,  sechidcd  valley  of  boy- 
hood ;  together  we  climbed  the  mountain  wall  which 
shut  in,  and  looked  down  u{M)n,  those  Italian  plains 
of  early  manhood ;  and,  since  then,  we  have  met 
sometimes  by  a  well,  or  broken  bread  together  at 
an  oasis  in  the  arid  desert  of  life,  as  it  truly  is. 
With  this  letter  I  propose  to  make  you  my  fellow- 
traveller  in  one  of  those  fireside  voyages  which, 
as  we  grow  older,  we  make  oftener  and  oftener 
through  our  own  past.  Without  leaving  your  elbow- 
chair,  you  shall  go  back  with  me  thirty  years,  which 
will  bring  you  among  things  and  persons  as  thor- 
oughly preterite  as  Romulus  or  Numa.  For  so 
rapid  are  our  changes  in  America  that  the  transi- 
tion from  old  to  new,  the  shifting  from  liabits  and 
associations  to  others  entirely  different,  is  as  rapid 
almost  as  the  passing  in  of  one  scene  and  the  draw- 
ing out  of  another  on  the  stage.  And  it  is  this 
which  makes  America  so  interesting  to  the  philo- 
sophic student  of  history  and  man.  Here,  as  in 
a  theatre,  the  great  problems  of  anthropology  — 
which  in  the  Old  World  were  ages  in  solving,  but 
which  are  solved,  leaving  only  a  dry  net  result  — 
are  compressed,  as  it  were,  into  the  entertainment 
of  a  few  hours.  Here  we  have  I  know  not  how 
many  epochs  of  history  and  phases  of  civilization 
contemporary  with  each  other,  nay,  witliin  five 
minutes  of  each  other,  by  the  electric  telegraph. 
In  two  centuries  we  have  seen  rehearsed  the  dis- 
persion of  man  from  a  small  point  over  a  whole 
continent ;  we  witness  with  our  own  eyes  the  action 
of  those  forces  which  govern  the  great  migration  of 
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the  peofdes  now  historical  in  Europe ;  we  can  watch 
the  action  and  reaction  of  different  races,  forms 
of  goTerament,  and  higher  or  lower  civilizations. 
Over  tiiere,  jou  have  only  the  dead  precipitate,  de- 
manding tedious  analysis ;  but  here  the  elemeoti 
are  all  in  solution,  and  we  have  only  to  look  to  see 
how  they  will  combine,  llistur}',  which  every  day 
makes  leas  account  of  governors  and  more  of  man, 
must  find  here  the  compendious  key  to  all  that  pio- 
ture-writing  of  the  Past.  Therefore  it  is,  my  dear 
Storg,  that  we  Yankees  may  still  esteem  our  Amer- 
ica a  place  worth  living  in.  But  cahn  your  appre- 
hensions ;  I  do  not  propose  to  drag  you  with  me  on 
such  an  historical  circumnavigation  of  the  globe, 
but  only  to  show  you  that  (however  needful  it  may 
be  to  go  abroad  for  the  study  of  aesUietics)  a  man 
who  usee  the  eyes  of  his  heart  may  find  here  also 
pretty  bits  of  what  may  be  called  the  social  pic- 
turesque, and  little  landscapes  over  which  that 
Indian-sommer  atmosphere  of  the  Past  broods  as 
sweetly  and  tenderly  as  over  a  Roman  ruin.  Let 
OS  look  at  the  Cambridge  of  thirty  years  since. 

The  seat  of  the  oldest  college  in  America,  it 
Imd,  of  course,  some  of  that  cloistered  quiet  which 
ohaneterises  all  university  towns.  Even  now  deli- 
catd]r-4]ioaghtful  A.  II.  C.  tells  me  that  he  finds  in 
iu  intelleetaal  atmosphere  a  repose  which  recaUs 
that  of  grand  old  Oxford.  But,  underlying  this,  it 
had  an  idioqmcrasy  of  its  own.  Boston  was  not 
>  «'t  a  city,  and  Cambridge  was  still  a  country  vil- 
lage, with  its  own  habits  and  traditions,  not  yet  feel* 
ing  too  strongly  the  force  of  suburban  gravitatioii. 
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Approaching  it  from  the  west  by  what  was  then 
called  the  New  Road  (so  called  no  longer,  for  we 
change  our  names  as  readily  as  thieves,  to  the 
great  detriment  of  all  historical  association),  you 
would  pause  on  the  brow  of  S^-nionds*  Hill  to  enjoy 
a  view  singularly  soothing  and  ])lacid.  In  front  of 
you  lay  the  town,  tufted  with  ebnH,  lindens,  and 
horse-chestnuts,  which  had  seen  Massachusetts  a 
colony,  and  were  fortunately  unable  to  emigrate 
with  the  Tories  by  whom,  or  by  whose  fathers,  they 
were  planted.  Over  it  rose  the  noisy  belfiT  of  the 
CoUege,  the  square,  brown  tower  of  the  church,  and 
the  slim,  yellow  spire  of  the  parish  meeting-house, 
by  no  means  ungraceful,  and  then  an  invariable 
characteristic  of  New  England  religious  architec- 
ture. On  your  right,  the  Charles  slijii^ed  smoothly 
through  green  and  purple  salt-meadows,  darkened, 
here  and  there,  with  the  blossoming  black-grass  as 
with  a  stranded  cloud-shadow.  Over  these  marshes, 
level  as  water,  but  without  its  glare,  and  with  softer 
and  more  soothing  gradations  of  jxjrspcctive,  the 
eye  was  carried  to  a  horizon  of  softly-roundetl  hills. 
To  your  left  hand,  upon  the  Old  Road,  you  saw 
some  half-dozen  dignified  old  houses  of  the  colonial 
time,  all  comfortiibly  fronting  southward.  If  it 
were  early  June,  the  rows  of  horse-chestnuts  along 
the  fronts  of  these  houses  showed,  through  every 
crevice  of  their  dark  heap  of  foliage,  and  on  the 
end  of  every  drooping  limb,  a  cone  of  pearly  flow- 
ers, while  the  hill  behind  was  white  or  rosy  with 
the  crowding  blooms  of  various  fruit-trees.  There 
is  no  sound,  unless  a  horseman  clatters  over  the 
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loose  planks  of  the  bridge,  while  his  antipodal 
shadow  glides  silently  over  the  mirrored  bridge  be- 
low, or  unless. 


"O  wii^fd  nptar*.  iMfdMNd  «m1  of  ( 
Blhka  voio*  of  woods,  thidi,  vatan,  all  ia  om, 
Flpo  UowB  duw^li  by  tho  wans,  adld  tioath  ol  Jaaa 
TWiHiliiillat  bar  wUla  flocks  of  wooUy  oloadi, 
Ho  boboUak  kM  ooaM,  aad  eliabo  tlM  wiad 
With  rippUiV  wiBRB  that  qaivor  act  for  ffight, 
Ba*  oalj  joj,  or,  yioldiar  to  iti  will, 
Raaa  clowa,  a  brook  of  laasbtor,  tkroo(h  tho  air." 

Such  was  the  charmin^y  mral  pictore  which  he 
who,  thirty  years  ago,  went  eastward  over  Symonds' 
Hill  had  given  him  for  nothing,  to  hang  in  the 
Gaillery  of  Memory.  But  we  are  a  city  now,  and 
Common  Councils  have  as  yet  no  notion  of  the  truth 
(learned  long  ago  by  many  a  European  hamlet) 
that  picturesqncoess  adds  to  the  actual  money  value 
of  a  town.  To  save  a  few  dollars  in  gravel,  they 
have  cut  a  kind  of  dry  ditch  through  the  hill,  where 
you  sa£fo<mte  with  dust  in  summer,  or  flounder 
throogfa  waist<leep  snow-drifts  in  winter,  with  no 
prospect  but  the  crumbling  earth-wulls  on  either 
side.  The  lantlstrape  was  carried  away  cart-load  by 
cari-load,  and,  dumped  down  on  the  roads,  forms  a 
part  of  that  unfathomable  pudding,  which  has,  I 
fear,  driven  many  a  teamster  and  pedestrian  to  the 
use  of  phrases  not  oonunonly  found  in  English  dic- 
tionaries. 

We  called  it  *«the  Village*'  then  (I  spedc  of 
Okl  Cambridge),  and  it  was  essentisHy  an  En|^ish 
village,  quiet,  unspeoulative,  without  enterprise,  sal- 
flctng  to  itself,  and  only  showing  such  diffwMeas 
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from  the  original  type  as  the  public  school  and  Uie 
vyvtem  of  town  government  might  8U])erinduce.  A 
few  houses,  chiefly  old,  stood  around  the  bare 
Common,  with  ample  elbow-room,  and  old  women, 
capped  and  spectacled,  still  peered  through  the 
same  windows  fi'om  which  they  had  watched  Lord 
Percy's  artillery  rumble  by  to  Lexington,  or  caught 
a  glimpse  of  the  liandsome  Virginia  General  who 
had  come  to  wield  our  homespim  Saxon  chivalry. 
People  were  still  living  who  regretted  the  late  un- 
happy separation  from  the  mother  island,  who  had 
seen  no  gentry  since  the  Vassalls  went,  and  who 
thought  that  Boston  had  ill  kept  the  day  of  her 
patron  saint,  Botolph,  on  the  17th  of  June,  1775. 
The  hooks  were  to  be  seen  in  Massachusetts  Hall 
from  which  had  swung  the  hammocks  of  Burgoyne's 
captive  redcoats.  If  memory  does  not  deceive  me, 
women  still  washed  clothes  in  the  town  spring,  clear 
as  that  of  Bandusia.  One  coach  sufficed  for  all  the 
travel  to  the  metropolis.  Commencement  had  not 
ceased  to  be  the  great  holiday  of  the  Puritan  Com- 
monwealth, and  a  fitting  one  it  was, — the  festival 
of  Santa  Scholastica,  whose  trimuphal  path  one 
may  conceive  strewn  with  leaves  of  spelling-book 
instead  of  bay.  The  students  (8c*holar8  they  were 
called  then)  wore  their  sober  uniform,  not  osten- 
tatiously distinctive  or  capable  of  rousing  demo- 
cratic envy,  and  the  old  lines  of  caste  were  blurred 
rather  than  rubbed  out,  as  servitor  was  softened 
into  beneficiary.  The  Spanish  king  felt  sure  that 
the  gesticulating  student  was  either  mad  or  reading 
Don  Quixote,  and  if,  in  those  days,  you  met  a  youth 
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swinging  his  anns  and  talking  to  himself,  yoii  might 
conclude  that  he  was  either  a  lunatic  or  one  who 
was  to  appear  in  a  **part'*  at  the  next  Exhibition 
or  Gommencement  A  favorite  place  for  the  rc- 
hnarsil  of  these  orations  was  the  retired  amphi- 
theatre of  the  Oravel-pit,  perched  unregarded  on 
iHioee  diaj  edge,  I  have  heard  many  a  burst  of 
pluBquam  Ciceronian  eloquence,  and  (often  re- 
peated) die  regular  aaluto  vos,  pfXBStantisnmm 
Sbe^  which  every  year  (with  a  ghmce  at  the  gal* 
lery)  causes  a  flutter  among  the  fans  innocent 
of  Latin,  and  delights  to  applauses  of  conscious 
superiority  the  youth  almost  as  innocent  as  they. 
It  is  curious,  by  the  way,  to  note  how  plainly  one 
can  feel  the  pulse  of  self  in  the  plaudits  of  an  au< 
dience.  At  a  political  meeting,  if  the  enthusiasm 
of  the  lilies  hang  fire,  it  may  be  exploded  at  once 
by  an  allusion  to  their  intelligence  or  patriotism ; 
and  at  a  literary  festival,  the  first  Latin  quotation 
draws  the  first  applause,  the  clapping  of  hands 
being  intended  as  a  tribute  to  our  own  familiarity 
with  that  sonorous  tongue,  and  not  at  all  as  an 
approval  of  the  particular  sentiment  conveywl  in  it. 
For  if  the  orator  should  say,  ''Well  has  Tacitus 
nniarkiMl,  AmeHcam  omnes  quddam  vi  naturm 
furch  diyninaimi^**  it  would  be  all  the  same.  Bat 
the  Gravel-pit  was  patient,  if  irresponsive ;  nor  did 
the  dechumer  always  fail  to  bring  down  the  house, 
bits  of  loosened  earth  falling  now  and  then  from 
the  preotpitons  walla,  their  cohesion  perhaps  over- 
eome  bj  the  vibntioiis  of  the  voice,  and  happily 
satirizing  the  effect  of  most  poptUar  discooTMi, 
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which  prevail  rather  with  the  earthy  than  the  spir- 
itual part  of  the  hearer.  Wa«  it  posHJble  for  us  in 
those  days  to  conceive  of  a  gn>ater  {Mtentate  than 
the  President  of  the  University,  in  his  square  doc- 
tor's cap,  tliat  still  filially  recalled  Oxford  and 
Cambridge?  If  there  was  a  doubt,  it  was  sug- 
gested only  by  the  Governor,  and  even  by  him  on 
artillery-election  days  alone,  superbly  martial  with 
epaulets  and  buckskin  breeches,  and  1x>striding  the 
war-horse,  promoted  to  that  solemn  duty  for  his 
tameness  and  steady  habits. 

Thirty  years  ago,  the  town  had  indeed  a  char- 
acter. R^ways  and  omnibuses  had  not  rolled 
flat  all  little  social  prominences  and  peculiarities, 
making  every  man  as  much  a  citizen  everywhere  as 
at  home.  No  CharlestoMm  boy  could  oome  to  our 
annual  festival  without  fighting  to  avenge  a  certain 
traditional  porcine  imputation  against  the  inhab- 
itants of  that  historic  spot,  to  which  our  youth  gave 
vent  in  fanciful  imitations  of  the  dialect  of  the  sty, 
or  derisive  shouts  of  "Charlestown  hogs!"  The 
penny  newspaper  had  not  yet  silenced  the  tripod 
of  the  barber,  oracle  of  news.  Everybody  knew 
everybody,  and  all  about  everybody,  and  village 
wit,  whose  high  'change  was  around  the  little  mar- 
ket-house in  the  town  square,  ha<l  labelled  every 
more  marked  individuality  with  nicknames  that 
clung  like  burs.  Things  were  established  then,  and 
men  did  not  run  through  all  the  figures  on  the  dial 
of  society  so  swiftly  as  now,  when  hurry  and  com- 
petition seem  to  have  quite  imhung  the  modulating 
pendulum  of  steady  thrift  and  competent  train- 
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ing.  Some  alow-miiided  persons  even  followed  their 
taJUhm**  trade,  —  a  humiliating  spectacle,  rarer 
eTery  day.  We  had  our  establiahed  loafers,  to* 
pera,  proverb-mongers,  barber,  parson,  nay,  post* 
master,  whose  tenure  was  for  life.  The  great  polit* 
ical  engine  did  not  then  come  down  at  regular 
quadrennial  intervids,  like  a  nail-catting  machine, 
to  make  all  official  lives  of  a  standard  length,  and 
to  generate  loxy  and  intriguing  expectancy.  Life 
flowed  in  recognized  channels,  narrower  perhaps, 
but  with  all  the  more  indi\iduality  and  force. 

There  was  but  one  white -and -yellow- washer, 
whose  own  cottage,  fresh -gleaming  every  June 
through  grape-vine  and  creeper,  was  his  only  sign 
and  advertisement.  Me  was  said  to  possess  a  secret, 
which  died  with  him  like  Uiat  of  Loca  della  Rob- 
bia,  and  certainly  conceived  all  colors  but  white 
and  yeUow  to  savor  of  savagery,  civilizing  the  stems 
of  his  trees  annually  with  liquid  lime,  and  meditat- 
ing how  to  extend  that  candent  baptism  even  to 
the  leaves.  His  pi^ftlanU  (the  best  in  town),  com- 
pulsory monasfeios,  Uanched  onder  barrels,  each 
in  his  little  hermitage,  a  vegetable  Certosa.  His 
fowls,  his  docks,  his  geese,  could  not  show  so 
much  as  a  g^y  feather  among  them,  and  he  would 
have  given  a  year*s  earnings  for  a  white  peaoock. 
The  flowers  which  decked  his  little  door-yard 
were  whitest  China-asters  and  goldenest  sunflowers, 
which  hwt,  backsliding  from  their  traditional  Par- 
see  faith,  nsed  to  ponle  us  urchins  not  a  little  by 
staring  braaenty  every  way  except  towards  the  sun. 
Celery,  too,  be  raised,  whose  virtue  is  its  pdemw, 
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and  the  silvery  onion^  and  turnip,  which,  though 
outwardly  conforming  to  the  green  heresies  of  sum- 
mer, nourish  a  purer  faith  subtcrraneously,  like 
early  Christians  in  the  catacombs.  In  an  obsonre 
oomer  grew  the  sanguine  beet,  tolerated  oidy  for 
its  usefidness  in  allaying  the  asperities  of  Satur- 
day's salt-fish.  He  loved  winter  better  than  sum- 
mer, because  Nature  then  played  the  whitowasher, 
and  challenged  with  her  snows  the  scarce  inferior 
purity  of  his  overalls  and  neck-cloth.  I  fancy  that 
he  never  rightly  liked  Commencement,  for  bring- 
ing 80  many  black  coats  together.  He  founded 
no  schooL  Others  might  essay  his  art,  and  were 
allowed  to  try  their  prentice  hands  on  fences  and 
the  like  coarse  subjects,  but  the  ceiling  of  every 
housewife  waited  on  the  leisure  of  Newman  (ich- 
nettmon  the  students  called  him  for  his  diminntive- 
ness),  nor  woidd  consent  to  other  brush  than  his. 
There  was  also  but  one  brewer,  —  Lewis,  who  made 
the  village  beer,  both  spruce  and  ginger,  a  grave 
and  amiable  Ethiopian,  making  a  discount  always 
to  the  boys,  and  wisely,  for  they  were  his  chiefest 
patrons.  He  wheeled  his  whole  stock  in  a  white- 
roofed  handcart,  on  whose  front  a  signboard  pre- 
sented at  either  end  an  insurrectionary  bottle  ;  yet 
insurgent  after  no  mad  Gallic  fashion,  but  soberly 
and  Saxonly  discharging  itself  into  the  restraining 
formulary  of  a  tumbler,  symbolic  of  orderly  pre- 
scription. The  artist  had  struggled  manfully  with 
the  difficulties  of  his  subject,  but  had  not  succeeded 
so  well  that  we  did  not  often  debate  in  which  of 
the  twin  bottles  Spruce  was  typified,  and  in  which 
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Ginger.  We  always  believed  that  Lewis  mentally 
tlistingirished  between  them.,  but  by  some  peculiar- 
ity ooenh  to  exoteric  eyes.  This  ambulatory  chapel 
of  the  Baeehna  that  gives  the  colic,  but  not  inebri- 
ates, only  appeared  at  the  Commencement  holidays, 
and  the  lad  who  bought  of  Lewis  laid  out  his 
money  well,  getting  respect  as  well  aa  beer,  three 
sirg  to  every  f^aas,  —  **Beer,  sir?  yes,  sir:  spmoe 
or  ginger,  sir?"  I  can  jret  recall  the  innocent 
pride  with  which  I  walked  away  after  that  some- 
what risky  oeremoay,  (for  a  bottle  lOfiietimee  blew 
up,)  dilated  not  alone  with  carbonic  acid  gas,  but 
with  the  more  ethereal  fixed  air  of  that  titular  flat- 
tery. Nor  was  Lewis  proud.  When  he  tried  his 
fortunes  in  the  capital  on  Election-days,  and  stood 
amid  a  row  of  rival  venders  in  the  very  flood  of 
ooatom,  he  never  forgot  his  small  fellow<*itizens, 
but  welcomed  them  with  an  assuring  smile,  and 
served  them  with  the  first 

The  barber's  shop  was  a  museum,  scarce  second 
to  the  ktfger  one  of  (Greenwood  in  the  metropolis. 
The  boy  who  wat  to  be  clipped  there  was  always 
accompanied  to  the  sacrifice  by  troops  of  friends, 
who  thus  inspected  the  curiosities  gratis.  While 
the  watchful  eye  of  R.  wandered  to  keep  in  check 
theae  rather  nnscropiiloiis  ezpknma,  the  unpaus- 
11^  shear*  would  sometimea  overstep  the  bound- 
aries of  strict  tonsorial  preeeription,  and  make  a 
aotob  through  which  the  phrenological  develop- 
meato  could  be  diafeiiictly  seen.  As  Michael  An- 
gelo's  design  was  modified  by  the  shape  of  his 
Uock,  so  R.,  rigid  in  artistio  ptoprietiea,  would  oonr 
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trive  to  give  an  appearance  of  design  to  this  aber- 
ration, by  making  it  the  key-note  to  his  work, 
and  reducing  the  whole  bead  to  an  appearance  of 
premature  baldness.  What  a  charming  place  it 
was,  —  how  full  of  wonder  and  delight  I  The  sun- 
ny little  room,  fronting  southwest  upon  the  Com- 
mon, rang  with  canaries  and  Java  sparrows,  nor 
were  the  familiar  notes  of  robin,  thrush,  and  bobo- 
link wanting.  A  large  white  cockatoo  harangued 
vaguely,  at  intervals,  in  what  we  believed  (on  R.*s 
authority)  to  be  the  Hottentot  language.  He  had 
an  onveracious  air,  but  in  wliat  inventions  of  for- 
mer grandeur  he  was  indulging,  wliat  sweet  South- 
African  Argos  he  was  remembering,  what  tropi- 
cal heats  and  giant  trees  by  unconjectnred  rivers, 
known  only  to  the  wallowing  hippopotamus,  we 
could  only  guess  at.  The  walls  were  covered  with 
curious  old  Dutch  prints,  beaks  of  albatross  and 
penguin,  and  whales'  teeth  fantastically  engraved. 
There  was  Frederick  the  Great,  with  head  drooped 
plottingly,  and  keen  sidelong  glance  from  under 
tlie  three-cornered  hat.  There  hung  Bonaparte, 
too,  the  long-haired,  haggard  general  of  Italy,  his 
eyes  sombre  with  prefigured  destiny ;  and  there 
was  his  island  grave ;  —  the  dream  and  the  fulfil- 
ment. Good  store  of  sea-fights  there  was  also ; 
above  all,  Paul  Jones  in  the  Bonhomme  Richard : 
the  smoke  rolling  courteously  to  leeward,  that  we 
might  see  him  dealing  thunderous  wreck  to  the  two 
hostile  vessels,  each  twice  as  large  as  his  own,  and 
the  reality  of  the  scene  corroborated  b}'  streaks  of 
red  paint  leaping  from  the  mouth  of  every  gun. 
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Su91)oiiiUh1  over  the  fireplace,  with  the  curling-tonga, 
wen>  an  Indian  bow  and  arrows,  and  in  the  cor- 
ners of  the  room  stood  New  Zealand  paddles  and 
war-clnhs,  qnaintly  carved.  The  model  of  a  ship 
in  glass  we  variously  estimated  to  be  worth  from  a 
1  '  to  a  thousand  dollars,  R.  rather  favoring 

li..  ...^.ior  Niiluation,  though  never  distinctly  com- 
mitting himself.  Among  these  wonders,  the  only 
suspicious  one  was  an  Indian  tomahawk,  which  liad 
too  much  the  peaceful  look  of  a  shingling-hatchet. 
Did  any  rarity  enter  the  town,  it  gravitated  natu- 
rally to  these  walls,  to  the  very  nail  that  waited  to 
receive  it,  and  where,  the  day  after  its  accession,  it 
seemed  to  have  hung  a  lifetime.  We  always  had 
a  theory  that  R.  was  immensely  rich,  (how  could 
he  possess  so  much  and  be  otherwise  ?)  and  that  be 
parsoed  his  calling  from  an  amiable  eccentricity. 
I  le  was  a  conscientious  artist,  and  never  submitted 
it  to  the  choice  of  his  %nctim  whether  he  would  be 
perfumed  or  not.  Faithfully  was  the  bottle  shaken 
and  the  odoriferous  mixture  rubbed  in,  a  fact  red- 
olent to  the  whole  school-room  in  the  afternoon. 
Sometimes  the  persuasive  tonsor  would  impress 
one  of  the  attendant  volunteers,  and  reduce  his 
poll  to  shoe-brush  crispncas,  at  cost  of  the  reluctant 
ninepence  boarded  for  Fresh  Pond  and  the  next 
half-holiday.  So  purely  indigenous  was  oar  popu- 
lation then,  that  R.  had  a  certain  ezotio  charm,  a 
kind  of  game  flavor,  bj  being  a  Dntchman. 

ShaU  the  two  groceries  want  their  vaUs  faesr, 
where  E.  &  W.  L  goods  and  country  prodooee 
were  sold  with  an  eDOgy  mitigated  by  the  quiet 
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genius  of  the  plaoe^  and  where  strings  of  urchins 
waited,  each  with  cent  in  hand,  for  the  unweighed 
dates  (thus  giving  an  ordinary  business  transaction 
all  the  excitement  of  a  lottery),  and  buying,  not 
only  that  cloying  sweetness,  but  a  dream  also  of 
£^ypt,  and  palm-trees,  and  Arabs,  in  which  vision 
a  print  of  the  Pyramids  in  our  geography  tyran- 
nized like  that  taller  thought  of  Cow j)er's  ? 

At  one  of  these  the  unwearied  students  used  to 
ply  a  joke  handed  Aoym  from  class  to  class.  Enter 
A^  and  asks  gravely,  "  Have  you  any  sour  apples, 
Deacon?" 

**  Well,  no,  I  have  n't  any  just  now  that  are  ex- 
actly sour ;  but  there  's  the  bell-flower  apple,  and 
folks  that  like  a  sour  apple  generally  like  that." 
{Exit  A.) 

Enter  B.  **  flbtve  you  any  sweet  apples.  Dea- 
con?" 

**  Well,  no,  I  have  n't  any  just  now  that  are  ex- 
actly sweet ;  but  there  's  the  bell-flower  apple,  and 
folks  that  like  a  sweet  apple  generally  like  that" 
{Exit  B.) 

There  is  not  even  a  tradition  of  any  one*s  ever 
having  turned  the  wary  Deacon's  flank,  and  his 
Laodicean  apples  persisted  to  the  end,  neither  one 
thing  nor  another.  Or  shall  the  two  town-consta- 
bles be  forgotten,  in  whom  the  law  stood  worthily 
and  amply  emlxxliecl,  fit  either  of  them  to  fill  the 
uniform  of  an  English  beadle?  Grim  and  silent 
as  Ninevite  statues  they  stood  on  each  side  of  the 
meeting-house  door  at  Commencement,  propped  by 
long  staves  of  blue  and  red,  on  which  the   Indian 
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with  bow  and  arrow,  and  the  mailed  arm  with  the 
gword,  hinted  at  the  invisible  sovereign^  of  the 
state  ready  to  reinforce  them,  as 

"  For  AdulW  portmit  atood  m  tpmt 
Gnw|Md  in  w  amid  kuML" 

Stalwart  and  rubicund  men  they  were,  second  only, 
if  second,  to  Sm  champion  of  the  county,  and  not 
incapable  of  genial  unbendings  when  the  fasees 
were  laid  aside.  One  of  them  btill  survives  in 
ootogenarian  vigor,  the  Herodotos  of  village  and 
ooD^;e  l^end,  and  may  it  be  long  ere  he  depart, 
to  carry  with  him  the  pattern  of  a  courtesy,  now, 
alas!  old-fashioned,  but  which  might  profitably 
make  part  of  the  instruction  of  our  youth  among 
the  other  humanities!  Long  may  R.  M.  be  spared 
to  us,  so  genial,  so  courtly,  the  last  man  among  us 
who  will  ever  know  how  to  lift  a  hat  with  the  nice 
graduation  of  social  distinctions.  Something  of  a 
Jeremiah  now,  he  bewails  the  decline  of  our  man- 
ners. **  My  children,**  he  says,  **  say,  *  Yes  sir,' 
and  *  No  sir ' ;  my  grandchildren,  *  Yes  *  and  ^  No ' ; 
and  I  am  eveiy  day  expecting  to  bear  *  D — n  your 
ejea !  *  for  an  answer  when  I  ask  a  terrioe  of  my 
great-grandchildren.  Why,  sir,  I  can  remember 
when  more  respect  was  paid  to  Governor  Haaoook*s 
bickey  at  CoauDenoement,  than  the  Governor  and 
all  his  suite  get  now.**  M.  is  one  of  thoee  invalo- 
aUe  men  who  ronember  yoor  grandfather,  and 
value  yon  accordingly. 

In  those  days  the  population  waa  almoet  wholly 
without  foreign  admixture.  Two  Sootoh  gardeners 
there  were,  —  Rule,  whose  daughter  (glimpsed  per> 
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hape  at  church,  or  possibly  the  mere  Mrs.  Harris  of 
faDcy)  the  students  nicknametl  Anarchy  or  Miss 
Rule,  —  and  later  Fraser,  whom  whiskey  sublimed 
into  a  poet,  full  of  bloody  histories  of  the  Forty- 
twa,  and  showing  an  imaginary  French  bullet, 
sometimes  in  one  leg,  sometimes  in  the  other,  and 
sometimes,  toward  nightfall,  in  both.  He  asserted 
that  he  had  been  at  Corufla,  calling  it  by  its 
archaic  name  of  the  Groyne,  and  thus  raising 
doubts  in  the  mind  of  the  young  listener  who  could 
find  no  such  place  on  his  map.  With  this  claim 
to  a  military  distinction  he  adroitly  contrived  to 
mingle  another  to  a  natural  one,  asserting  double 
teeth  all  round  his  jaws,  and,  having  thus  created 
two  sets  of  doubts,  silenced  both  at  once  by  a  single 
demonstration,  displaying  the  grinders  to  the  con- 
fusion of  the  infideL 

The  old  court-house  stood  then  upon  the  square. 
It  has  shrunk  l)ack  out  of  sight  now,  and  students 
box  and  fence  where  Parsons  once  laid  down  the 
law,  and  Ames  and  Dexter  showed  their  skill  in 
tlie  fence  of  argimient.  Times  have  changed,  and 
manners,  since  Chief  Justice  Dana  (father  of  Rich- 
ard the  First,  and  grandfather  of  liichard  the 
Second)  causecl  to  l»e  arrested  for  contempt  of 
court  a  butcher  who  had  come  in  without  a  coat  to 
witness  the  administration  of  his  country's  laws, 
and  who  thus  had  his  curiosity  exemplarily  grati- 
fied. Times  liave  changed  also  since  the  cellar 
beneath  it  was  tenanted  by  the  twin-brothers  Snow. 
Oyster  men  were  they  indeed,  silent  in  their  sub- 
terranean burrow,  and  taking  the  ebbs  and  flows 
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of  custom  with  bivalvian  serenity.  Careless  of  the 
months  with  an  K  in  thera^  the  maxim  of  Snow 
(for  we  knew  them  but  as  a  unit)  was,  **  When 
'ysters  are  good,  they  air  gooil ;  and  when  they 
ain't,  they  is  tit.**  Grecian  F.  (may  his  shadow 
never  be  less !)  tells  thin,  his  great  laugh  ex{)ectc<l 
all  the  while  from  deep  vaults  of  chest,  and  then 
coming  in  at  the  close,  hearty,  contagious,  mounts 
ing  with  the  measured  tread  of  a  jovial  but  stately 
butler  who  brings  andentest  goodfellowship  from 
frhanstlfus  bins,  and  enough,  without  other  sauce, 
to  give  a  flavor  of  stalled  ox  to  a  dinner  of  herbs. 
Let  me  preserve  here  an  anticipatory  elegy  upon 
the  Snows,  written  years  ago  by  some  uumeless 
ooU^e  rhymer. 

DlFFl'GERE  mVES. 

Urn  Vm,  or  lie,  — deeU*  tlw  qwadoa,  joo, 

If  Umj  war*  two  in  mm  «r  oa*  fai  twa  — 

P.  A  &  Saow,  whoM  — ory  ahall  not  fade, 

Ctmm  aad  PoUn  of  th«  oyitoMrwl* : 

Hatched  from  tm»  •gg,  at  ooo*  tha  ahall  tbay  bant, 

(TIm  lairt,  patli^M,  a  P.  S.  to  tb*  fint,) 

80  IminBMiaa  bwtlt  i«  look  aad  aoal, 

8e  mmiSmot)tmh\y  a  nagU  wbolo, 

TlMt  wbethor  P.  was  S.,  or  &  was  P., 

SafpaMd  aU  ikOl  ia  otjaolorr ; 

(^  kopt  tlM  alMp  at  oaaa.  aad  all  w*  kaov 

la  tlMt  ^ofwAmt  thtj  war*  tit  Oimt  Saow, 

A  wow  aot  dwp,  7«i  with  a  eraat  ao  AUk 

It  aarar  aMltad  to  tha  aoa  of  Tiek : 

Pnpataal  ?  aay,  oar  lafioa  waa  too  low, 

Too  warm,  toe  aoatkara,  for  parpalaal  Saow; 

sun,  IOm  lair  Lada*a  aoaa,  to  wkon 't  wm  gHaa 

To  Uko  tkoir  tanaa  in  lUdra  aad  in  Iloavaa, 

Oar  Dloaearl  aaw  would  bfavaljr  abara 

Tha  aallar'a  ilirhai  aad  tka  mfiptt  air', 
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TvtM  •TM7  yut  woold  M«h  tha  diaflw  awsp*. 

And,  lika  •  Mft-bfad,  Mck  th*  «mT*.inuhed  Csp^ 

Where  (Rtunor  Toieed)  om  spooM  miAoed  for  both ; 

No  bigamist,  for  aha  apoa  h«r  oadi, 

Uwkillad  in  lattata,  ooald  aot  maka  •  ffoaaa 

At  any  diffaraaea  twist  P.  asd  &  — 

A  thing  not  mairaDoos,  ainca  Fama  agiaaa 

They  were  aa  little  diflFereat  as  two  peaa, 

And  ahe,  like  Paris,  when  his  Helen  laid 

Her  hand  'mid  snows  from  Ida's  tap  oooTeyad 

To  cool  their  wine  of  Chios,  ooold  not  know. 

Between  those  riral  candors,  which  was  Snow. 

Whiohe'er  behind  the  ooontar  chanced  to  be 

Oped  oysters  oft,  his  clam-shells  seldom  he ; 

If  e'er  he  laughed,  't  was  with  no  load  guffaw. 

The  fnn  warmed  through  him  with  a  gradual  thaw: 

The  nicer  shades  of  wit  were  not  his  gift, 

Nor  waa  it  hard  to  aoond  Snow's  nmple  drift ; 

His  were  pliun  jokes,  that  many  a  time  before 

Had  aat  his  tarry  measmatea  in  a  roar, 

When  floondering  eod  besUmed  the  deck's  wet  planks,  — 

The  humorooa  specie  of  Newfoundland  Banks. 

But  Snow  is  gone,  and,  let  us  hope,  sleeps  wall. 
Buried  (his  last  breath  asked  it)  in  a  shell ; 
Fate  with  an  oyster-knife  sawed  off  his  thread. 
And  planted  him  upon  his  latest  bed. 

Him  oa  tha  Stygian  shore  my  fancy  aaaa 
Noting  choiee  ahoals  tor  oyster  eoloniea. 
Or,  at  a  board  stnek  full  of  ghostly  forks. 
Opening  for  practice  ririonary  Yorks. 
And  whither  he  has  gone,  may  we  too  go,  — 
Since  no  hot  place  were  fit  for  keeping  Snow  I 

Jam  satis  nivis. 

Cambridge  has  long  had  its  port,  but  the  greater 
part  of  its  maritime  trade  was,  thirty  years  ago, 
intrusted  to  a  single  Argo,  the  sloop  Harvartl, 
which  belonged  to  the  College,  and  made  annual 
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rcyngm  to  that  Tagoe  Orient  known  m  Down  East, 
liriiiirin;;  back  the  wood  that.,  in  those  days,  gave  to 
winttT  life  at  Harvard  a  crackle  and  a  cheerfnlnen, 
for  the  Io«8  of  which  the  greater  warmth  of  an- 
thracite hardly  oompenntea.  New  England  life,  to 
be  genuine,  nmst  have  in  it  smne  sentiment  of  the 
sea,  —  it  was  this  instinct  that  printed  the  device 
of  the  pine4ree  on  the  old  money  and  the  old  flag, 
—  and  these  )H>rio<lic  ventures  of  the  sloop  Harvard 
made  the  old  Viking  fibre  vibrate  in  the  hearts  of 
all  the  village  boys.  What  a  perspective  of  mystery 
and  adventure  did  her  sailing  open  to  us !  With 
what  pride  did  we  hail  her  return !  She  was  our 
S4  hdlixist  upon  Robinson  Crusoe  and  the  mutiny  of 
the  Bounty.  Her  captain  still  lords  it  over  our 
memories,  the  greatest  sailor  that  ever  sailed  the 
seaa,  and  we  should  not  look  at  Sir  John  Franklin 
himself  with  such  admiring  interest  as  that  with 
wfaieh  we  enhaloed  some  larger  boy  who  had  made 
a  voyage  in  her,  and  had  come  Ymek  without  braces 
(galiowte*  we  called  them)  to  his  trousers,  and 
H<|uirting  ostentatiously  the  juice  of  that  weed  which 
Htill  gave  him  little  private  returns  of  something 
very  like  §m  ■iokness.  All  our  shing^  vessels  were 
shaped  and  rigged  by  her,  who  was  our  glass  dI 
naval  fMhion  and  our  mould  of  aquatic  form.  We 
had  a  seGret  and  wild  delight  in  believing  that  she 
carried  a  gun,  and  imagined  her  sending  grape  and 
canister  among  the  treaoheroos  savages  ol  Oldtown. 
Inspired  by  her  were  thoM  first  eMays  at  navigation 
on  the  Winthrop  dtMskpood,  of  the  plucky  boy  who 
was  afterwaitb  to  Mrva  two  faunoos  yean  bofoi* 
thamiat 


70        CAMBRIDGE   THIRTY  YEARS  AGO 

The  greater  part  of  what  is  now  Cambridgeport 
was  then  (in  the  native  tlialoct)  a  huckleberry 
pastur.  Woods  were  not  wanting  on  its  outskirts, 
of  pine,  and  oak,  and  maple,  and  the  rarer  tupelo 
with  downward  limbs.  Its  veins  did  not  draw 
their  blood  from  the  quiet  old  heart  of  the  village, 
but  it  had  a  distinct  being  of  its  own,  and  was 
rather  a  great  caravansary  than  a  suburb.  The 
chief  feature  of  the  place  was  its  inns,  of  which 
there  were  five,  with  vast  barns  and  court-yards, 
which  the  railroad  was  to  make  as  silent  and  de- 
serted as  the  palaces  of  Niniroud.  Great  white- 
topped  wagons,  each  drawn  by  double  files  of  six 
or  eight  horses,  with  its  dusty  bucket  swinging  from 
the  hinder  axle,  and  its  grim  bulWog  trotting 
silent  underneath,  or  in  midsummer  panting  on  the 
lofty  perch  beside  the  driver,  (how  elevated  thither 
baffled  conjecture,)  brought  all  the  wares  and  pro- 
ducts of  the  country  to  their  mart  and  seajwrt  in 
Boston.  These  filled  the  inn-yards,  or  were  ranged 
side  by  side  under  broad-roofed  sheds,  and  far  into 
the  night  the  mirth  of  their  lustj'  drivers  clamored 
from  the  red-curtained  bar-room,  while  the  single 
lantern,  swaying  to  and  fro  in  the  black  cavern  of 
the  stables,  made  a  Rembrandt  of  the  group  of 
ostlers  and  horses  below.  There  were,  beside  the 
taverns,  some  huge  square  stores  where  groceries 
were  sold,  some  houses,  by  whom  or  why  inhabited 
was  to  us  boys  a  problem,  and,  on  the  edge  of  the 
marsh,  a  currier^s  shop,  where,  at  high  tide,  on  a 
floating  platform,  men  were  always  beating  skins 
in  a  way  to  remind  one  of  Don  Quixote's  fulling- 
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milLi.  Nor  did  thetie  make  all  the  Port.  As  there 
is  always  a  Coming  Man  who  never  comes,  so  there 
is  a  man  who  always  oomes  (it  may  be  only  a 
quarter  of  an  hour)  too  early.  This  maa,  so  far 
as  the  Port  is  ooDoexned,  was  Rufus  Davenport. 
Looking  at  the  marshy  flats  of  Cambridge,  and 
conndering  their  nearness  to  Boston,  he  resolved 
that  there  should  grow  up  a  suburban  Venice. 
Aeoordingly,  the  marshea  were  bought,  canals  were 
dug,  ample  for  the  oommeroe  of  both  Indies,  and 
four  or  five  rows  of  brick  houses  were  built  to  meet 
the  first  wants  of  the  wading  settlers  who  were  ex- 
pected to  rush  in  —  whence?  This  singular  ques- 
tion had  never  occurred  to  the  enthusiastic  projeo> 
tor.  There  are  laws  which  govern  bmnan  migrations 
quite  beyond  tho  control  of  the  spi^culator,  as  many 
a  man  with  desirable  building-lots  has  discovere<l 
to  his  ooet.  Why  mortal  men  will  pay  more  for  a 
chess-board  square  in  that  swamp,  than  for  an  acre 
on  the  breeiy  upland  close  by,  who  shall  say  ?  And 
again,  why,  having  shown  such  a  passion  for  your 
swamp,  they  are  so  coy  of  min«,  who  shall  say? 
Not  certainly  any  one  who,  like  Davenport,  had  got 
up  too  early  for  his  generation.  If  we  coultl  only 
carry  tliat  slow,  imperturbable  old  clock  of  Oppor- 
tunity, that  never  strikea  a  second  too  soon  or  too 
late,  in  our  fobs,  and  posh  the  hands  forward  as 
we  can  thoae  of  our  watches !  With  a  foreseeing 
economy  of  fqiace  which  now  seems  ludicrous,  the 
roofs  of  this  forlorn-hope  of  houses  were  made  flat, 
that  the  swarming  population  might  have  where 
to  dry  their  olothea.    Bat  a.  r.  ( .  80  showed  the 
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same  view  as  a.  U.  C.  1,  —  only  that  the  brick 
blocks  looked  as  if  they  ha<l  been  stniok  by  a 
malaria.  The  dull  weed  uph()lst<»red  the  decaying 
wharves,  and  the  only  freight  that  heaped  them 
waa  the  kelp  and  eel-grass  left  by  higher  floods. 
Instead  of  a  Venice,  behold  a  Torzelo !  The  un- 
fortunate projector  took  to  the  last  refuge  of  the 
unhappy  —  book-making,  and  l)ored  the  reluctant 
public  with  what  he  called  a  right-aim  Testament, 
prefaced  by  a  recommendation  from  General  Jack- 
son, who  perhaps,  from  its  title,  took  it  for  some 
treatise  on  ball-practice. 

But  even  Cambridgeport,  my  dear  Storg,  did 
not  want  associations  poetic  and  venerable.  The 
stranger  who  took  the  "Hourly"  at  Old  Cam- 
bridge, if  he  were  a  physiognomist  and  student  of 
character,  might  perhaps  have  had  his  curiosity  ex- 
cited by  a  person  who  moimted  the  coach  at  the 
Port  So  refined  was  his  whole  appearahce,  so 
fastidiously  neat  his  apparel,  —  but  with  a  neatnees 
that  seemed  less  the  result  of  care  and  plan  than  a 
something  as  proper  to  the  man  as  whiteness  t<>  the 
lily,  —  that  you  would  have  at  once  classed  him 
with  those  individuals,  rarer  than  great  captains 
and  almost  as  rare  as  great  poets,  whom  Nature 
sends  into  the  world  to  fill  the  arduous  office  of 
Gentleman.  Were  you  ever  emperor  of  that  Bar^ 
taria  which  under  your  peaceful  sceptre  would 
present,  of  course,  a  model  of  government,  this 
remarkable  person  should  be  Duke  of  Biens^ance 
and  Master  of  Ceremonies.  There  are  some  men 
whom  destiny  has  endowed   with  the  faculty  of 
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ezterual  neatneM,  whose  clothes  are  repellent  of 
dust  and  mud,  whose  unwithering  white  neck-cloths 
persevere  to  the  day^s  end,  unappeasably  seeing  the 
son  go  down  upon  their  starch,  and  whose  linen 
makes  yon  £ancy  them  heirs  in  the  maternal  line  to 
the  instincts  of  all  the  washerwomen  from  Eve 
downward.  There  are  others  whose  inward  natures 
possesi  this  iatal  cleanness,  incapable  of  moral  dirt- 
spot  You  are  not  long  in  discovering  that  the 
strai^r  combines  in  himself  both  these  properties. 
A  nbmbua  of  hair,  fine  as  an  infantas,  and  early 
white,  showing  refinement  of  organisation  and  the 
prednminaace  of  the  spiritoal  over  the  physical, 
nminlatsd  and  floated  around  a  fsce  that  seemed 
like  pale  flame,  and  over  which  the  flitting  shades 
of  expression  chased  each  other,  fugitive  and  gleam- 
ing as  waves  upon  a  field  of  rye.  It  was  a  ooon- 
tenanoe  that,  without  any  beauty  of  feature,  was 
very  beantifuL  I  have  said  that  it  looked  like  pale 
flame,  and  can  find  no  other  words  for  the  impres- 
sion it  gave.  Here  was  a  man  all  soul,  his  body 
seeming  a  lamp  of  finest  clay,  whose  service  was  to 
feed  with  magic  oils,  rare  and  fragrant,  that  waver* 
ing  Are  which  hovered  over  it.  You,  who  are  an 
adept  in  such  matters,  would  have  detected  in  the 
eyes  that  artistJook  which  seems  to  see  piotores 
ever  in  Uie  air,  and  which,  if  it  fidl  on  yon,  makes 
you  feel  as  if  all  the  world  were  a  gallery,  and 
yourself  the  rather  indifferent  Portrait  of  a  Gentle- 
man hung  therein.  As  the  stranger  brushes  by 
yoa  fai  alighting,  yon  detect  a  single  ineongruity, 
—  a  smell  of  dead  tobacco-smoke.  Yoa  ask  hia 
name,  and  the  answer  is,  **  Mr.  AUston.** 
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**  Mr.  AlLston !  **  and  you  rcHolve  to  note  down 
at  once  in  your  diary  every  look,  every  gesture, 
every  word  of  the  great  painter  ?  Not  in  the  leaat. 
You  have  the  true  An<^Io-Nonuan  indifference,  and 
moHt  likely  never  think  of  him  again  till  you  hear 
that  one  of  his  pictures  has  sold  for  a  great  ]irice, 
and  then  contrive  to  let  your  grandchildtvn  know 
twice  a  week  that  you  met  him  once  in  a  coach,  and 
that  he  said,  "  Excuse  me,  sir,"  in  a  very  Titian- 
esque  manner,  when  he  stumbled  over  your  toes  in 
getting  out.  Hitherto  Boswell  is  quite  as  unique 
as  Shakespeare.  The  country-gentleman,  journey- 
ing up  to  London,  inquires  of  Mistress  Davenant 
at  the  Oxford  inn  the  name  of  his  pleasant  com- 
panion of  the  night  before.  "  Master  Shakespeare, 
an 't  please  your  w^orship."  And  the  Justice,  not 
without  a  sense  of  the  unbending,  says,  **  Truly, 
a  merry  and  conceited  gentleman  I "  It  is  lucky 
for  the  peace  of  great  men  tliat  the  world  seldom 
finds  out  contemporaneously  who  its  great  men  are, 
or,  perhaps,  that  each  man  esteems  himself  the 
fortunate  he  who  shall  draw  the  lot  of  memory 
from  the  helmet  of  the  future.  Ha<l  the  eyes  of 
some  Stratford  burgess  been  achromatic  telescopes, 
capable  of  a  jierspective  of  two  hundred  years  I 
But,  even  then,  woiUd  not  his  record  have  been 
fuller  of  says  I*s  than  of  says  he^sf  Neverthe- 
less, it  is  curious  to  consider  from  what  infinitely 
varied  jjoints  of  view  we  might  form  our  estimate 
of  a  great  man's  character,  when  we  remember  that 
he  had  his  ])oints  of  contact  with  the  butcher,  the 
baker,  and  the  candlestick-maker,  as  well  as  with 
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the  ingenkms  A,  tho  sublime  B,  and  the  Right 
HoDoimble  C.  If  it  be  true  that  no  nuui  ever  cIbad 
forgets  everything,  and  that  the  act  of  drowning 
(as  is  asserted)  forthwith  brightens  up  all  those 
o*er-ru8ted  impressions,  would  it  not  be  a  curious 
experiment,  if,  after  a  remax^ble  person^s  death, 
the  public,  eager  for  minutest  particulars,  should 
gather  together  all  who  had  ever  been  brought  into 
relations  with  him,  and,  submerging  them  to  the 
liair*»4ireadth  hitherward  of  the  drowning-point, 
subject  them  to  strict  cross-examination  by  the 
Humane  Society,  as  soon  as  they  become  conscious 
between  the  resoseitating  blankets?  All  of  us 
probably  have  brushed  against  destiny  in  the  street, 
have  shaken  hands  with  it,  fallen  asleep  with  it  in 
railway  carriages,  and  knocked  heads  with  it  in 
some  one  or  other  of  its  yet  onreoognized  in<»ma- 
tions. 

Will  it  seenj  like  presenting  a  tract  to  a  colpor- 
teur^ my  dear  Storg,  if  I  say  a  word  or  two  about 
an  artist  to  you  over  there  in  Italy  ?  Be  patient, 
and  leave  your  button  in  my  grasp  yet  a  little 
longer.  T.  G.  A.,  a  person  whose  opinion  is  worth 
having,  once  said  to  me,  that,  however  one's  notions 
might  be  modified  by  going  to  Europe,  one  always 
came  back  with  a  higher  esteem  for  AUston.  Cer- 
tainly he  is  thus  bur  the  greatest  English  painter  of 
histcHical  snbjects.  And  only  consider  how  strong 
must  have  been  the  artistic  bias  in  him,  to  have 
uu-ule  him  a  painter  at  aU  under  the  oiroamstaiioes. 
Tlirn}  were  no  traditions  of  art,  so  necessary  for 
guidance    and    inspiration.     Blackburn,   Smibert, 
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Copley,  TnunbiilU  Stuart,  —  it  wa»,  after  all,  but 
a  Brentford  sceptre  which  their  heirs  could  aspire 
to,  and  theirs  were  not  names  to  conjure  with,  like 
those  from  which  Fame,  as  through  a  silver  trum- 
pet, had  blown  for  three  centuries.  Copley  and 
Stuart  were  both  remarkable  men  ;  but  the  one 
painted  like  an  inspired  silk-mercer,  and  the  other, 
though  at  his  best  one  of  the  greatest  of  ])or- 
trait-painters,  seems  sometimes  to  have  mixed  his 
colors  with  the  claret  of  which  he  and  his  genera- 
tion were  so  fond.  And  what  could  a  successful 
artist  hope  for,  at  that  time,  beyond  the  mere 
wages  of  his  work?  His  picture  would  hang  in 
cramped  back-parlors,  between  deadly  cross-fires 
of  lights,  sure  of  the  garret  or  the  auction-room  ere- 
long, in  a  country  where  the  nomad  jMpulation 
carry  no  household  gods  with  them  but  their  five 
wits  and  their  ten  fingers.  As  a  race,  we  care  noth- 
ing about  Art ;  but  the  Puritan  and  the  Quaker  are 
the  only  Englishmen  who  have  had  pluck  enough 
to  confess  it.  If  it  were  surprising  that  Allston 
should  have  become  a  painter  at  all,  how  almost 
miraculous  that  he  should  have  been  a  great  and 
original  one  I  I  call  him  original  delilieratt'ly, 
because,  though  his  school  be  essentially  Italian,  it 
is  of  less  consequence  where  a  man  buys  his  tools, 
than  what  use  he  makes  of  them.  Enough  Eng- 
lish artists  went  to  Italy  and  came  back  ]>aiuting 
history  in  a  very  Anglo-Saxon  manner,  and  creat- 
ing a  school  as  melodramatic  as  the  French,  with- 
out its  perfection  in  technicalities.  But  Allston 
carried  thither  a  nature  open  on  the  southern  side. 
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and  brought  it  baek  so  steeped  in  rich  Italian  sun- 
hhine  that  the  east  winds  (whether  physical  or  in- 
teUeotaal)  ol  Beaton  and  the  dusts  of  Gambrid^ 
port  assailed  it  in  Tain.  To  that  bare  wooden 
stodio  one  might  go  to  breathe  Venetian  air,  and, 
better  yet,  the  very  spirit  wherein  the  elder  bro- 
then  of  Art  labored,  etherealixed  by  metaphysical 
speculation,  and  sublimed  by  religions  fervor.  The 
beautiful  old  man !  Here  was  genius  with  no  vol- 
canic explosions  (the  mechanic  result  of  vulgar 
gunpowder  often),  but  lovely  as  a  Lapland  uight ; 
here  was  fame,  not  sought  after  nor  worn  in  any 
cheap  French  fashicni  as  a  ribbon  at  the  button- 
hole, but  so  gentle,  so  retiring,  that  it  seemed  no 
more  than  an  assured  and  emboldened  modesty; 
here  was  ambition,  undebased  by  rivalry  and  inoi^ 
paUe  of  the  sidelong  look ;  and  all  tbeae  massed 
and  harmoDiaed  together  into  a  purity  and  depth 
of  character,  into  a  toHA,  which  made  the  daily  life 
of  the  man  the  greatest  masterpiece  ol  the  artist. 

But  let  us  go  back  to  the  Old  Town.  Thirtjr 
years  since,  the  Muster  and  the  Comwallis  allowed 
some  rent  to  those  natural  instincts  which  Puritan- 
ism aeotched,  bat  not  killed.  The  Comwallis  had 
entered  upon  the  estates  of  the  old  Guy-Fawkes 
prooemion,  confiscated  by  the  Berolution.  It  was 
a  masqoerade,  in  which  that  grave  and  suppresaed 
humor,  of  which  the  Yankees  are  fuller  than  other 
people,  burst  throngh  all  restraints,  and  disported 
itself  in  all  the  wildest  Tagaries  of  fnn.  Commonly 
the  Yankee  in.  his  pleasnret  sospeeta  the  preaeaee 
ol  Public  Opinion  as  a  datootive,  and  aoootdingly 
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18  apt  to  pinion  himself  in  his  Sunday  suit.  It  is  a 
curious  commentary  on  the  artificiality  of  our  lives, 
that  men  must  be  disguised  and  nmsked  before  they 
will  venture  into  the  obscnrer  comers  of  their  in- 
diWduality,  and  display  the  true  features  of  their 
nature.  One  remarked  it  in  the  Carnival,  and  one 
especially  noted  it  here  among  a  race  iiutumlly 
self-restrained  ;  for  Silas  and  Ezra  and  Jonas  were 
not  only  disguised  as  Redcoats,  Continentals,  and 
Indians,  but  not  unfrequently  disguised  in  drink 
also.  It  is  a  question  whether  the  Lyceum,  where 
the  public  is  obliged  to  comprehend  all  vagrom 
men,  sup)>lies  the  place  of  the  old  i)opular  amuse- 
ments. A  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago.  Cotton 
Mather  bewaib  the  carnal  attractions  of  the  tavern 
and  the  training-field,  and  tells  of  an  old  Indian 
who  imperfectly  understood  the  English  tongue, 
but  desperately  mastered  enough  of  it  (when  under 
sentence  of  death)  to  express  a  desire  for  instant 
hemp  rather  than  listen  to  any  more  ghostly  conso- 
lations. Puritanism  —  I  am  perfectly  aware  how 
great  a  debt  we  owe  it  —  tried  over  again  the  old 
experiment  of  driving  out  nature  with  a  ])itchfork, 
and  had  the  usual  success.  It  was  like  a  ship  in- 
wardly on  fire,  whose  hatches  must  be  kept  hermet- 
ically battened  down ;  for  the  admittance  of  an 
ounce  of  Heaven's  own  natural  air  would  explode 
it  utterly.  Morals  can  never  be  safely  einlwdied 
in  the  constable.  Polished,  cultivated,  fascinating 
Mephistopheles  !  it  is  for  the  ungovernable  break- 
ings-away  of  the  soul  from  unnatural  compressions 
that  thou  waitest  with  a  deprecatory  smile.     Then 
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it  u  that  thou  offerest  thy  gentlemanly  anu  to  un' 
guarded  youth  for  a  pleasant  stroll  through  the 
•  of  Destruction,  and,  as  a  special  favor,  intro- 
«lu^^»t  him  to  the  bewitching  Bliss  Circe,  and  to 
that  model  of  the  hospitable  old  English  gentle- 
man, Mr.  Comus. 

But  the  Muster  and  the  ComwallLs  were  not 
peculiar  to  Cambridge.  Commenoement-<lay  was. 
Saint  Pedagogns  was  a  worthy  whose  feast  could 
be  oelebiatod  by  men  who  quarrelled  with  minced- 
piea,  and  WaqJiffmed  custard  through  the  nose. 
The  holiday  preserved  all  the  features  of  an  Eng- 
lish fair.  Stations  were  marked  out  beforehand 
by  the  town  constables,  and  distinguished  by  num- 
bered stakes.  These  were  assigned  to  the  different 
Tenders  of  small  wares  and  exhibitors  of  rarities, 
whose  canvas  booths,  beginning  at  the  market- 
place, ■omelimet  half  encircled  the  Common  with 
their  jovial  embrace.  Now  all  the  Jehoiada-bozes 
in  town  were  forced  to  give  up  their  rattling  depos- 
its of  8])ecie,  if  not  through  the  legitimate  orifice, 
then  to  the  brute  force  of  the  hammer.  For  hither 
were  come  all  the  wonders  of  the  world,  making 
thf  Arabian  Nights  seran  possible,  and  these  we 
Wheld  for  half  price;  not  without  mingled  emo- 
tions, —  pleasore  at  the  economy,  and  shame  at  not 
paying  the  more  manly  fee.  Here  the  mummy 
unveiled  her  withered  charms, — a  more  marvellous 
Ninon,  still  attractive  in  her  three-thousandth  year. 
Here  were  the  Siamese  twins;  ah!  if  all  such 
forced  and  mmatoral  unions  were  made  a  show  of ! 
Here  were  the  flying  horses  (their  supematoral 
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effect  injured  — like  that  of  some  poems —  by  the 
visibility  of  the  man  who  turaed  tlie  crank),  un 
whicb,  as  we  tilted  at  the  ring,  we  felt  our  hIiouI- 
ders  tingle  with  the  accolade^  and  heard  the  clink  of 
golden  spurs  at  our  heels.  Are  the  realities  of 
life  ever  worth  half  so  much  as  its  cheats  ?  And 
are  there  any  feasts  half  so  filling  at  the  price  as 
those  Barmecide  ones  spread  for  us  by  Imagina- 
tion? Hither  came  the  Canadian  giant,  surrep- 
titiously seen,  without  price,  as  he  alighted,  in 
broad  day,  (giants  were  always  foolish,)  at  the 
tavern.  Hither  came  the  great  horse  Columbus, 
with  shoes  two  inches  thick,  and  more  wisely  intro- 
duced by  night  In  the  trough  of  the  town-pump 
might  be  seen  the  mermaid,  its  poor  monkey's 
bead  carefully  sustained  above  water,  to  keep  it 
from  drowning.  There  were  dwarfs,  also,  who 
danced  and  sang,  and  many  a  proprietor  regretted 
the  transaudient  properties  of  canvas,  which  al- 
lowed the  frugal  public  to  share  in  the  melody 
without  entering  the  booth.  Is  it  a  slander  of 
J.  H.,  who  reports  that  he  once  saw  a  deacon,  emi- 
nent for  psalmody,  lingering  near  one  of  those 
vocal  tents,  and,  with  an  assumed  air  of  abstraction, 
furtively  drinking  in,  with  unhabitual  ears,  a  song, 
not  secular  merely,  but  with  a  dash  of  libertinism? 
The  New  England  proverb  says,  "  All  deacons  are 
good,  but  —  there 's  odds  in  deacons."  On  these 
days  Snow  became  superterranean,  and  had  a  stand 
in  the  square,  and  Lewis  temperately  contended 
with  the  stronger  fascinations  of  egg-pop.  But 
gpswii  would  full  nu'  U^  make  a  catalogue  of  every- 
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thing.  No  doubt,  Wisdom  also,  as  osoal,  had  her 
quiet  booth  at  the  corner  of  some  street,  without 
entrantxvfee,  and,  even  at  that  rate,  got  never  a 
cnstonier  the  whole  day  long.  For  the  bankrupt 
afternoon  there  were  peep-shows,  at  a  cent  each. 

Bat  all  these  shows  and  their  showmen  are  as 
elean  gone  now  as  those  of  Cesar  and  Timour  and 
Napoleon,  for  whieh  tiie  world  paid  dearer.  They 
are  utterly  gone  ont,  not  leaving  so  much  as  a 
snuff  behind,  —  as  little  tbooght  of  now  as  that 
John  Robins,  who  was  ooee  so  consideraUe  a  phe- 
nomenon as  to  be  esteemed  the  last  great  Anti- 
christ and  son  of  perdition  by  the  entire  sect  of 
Mugg^tonians.  Were  Commencement  what  it 
used  to  be,  I  should  be  tempted  to  take  a  booth 
myself,  and  try  an  experiment  recommended  by  a 
satirist  of  some  merit,  whose  works  were  long  ago 
dead  and  (I  fear)  deedeed  to  boot. 


tkoa  who  tain  wookk*  kMW  Wv  oalmly  bmb  mb 

TImw  liitiiv  pottniti  d  Omamiim,  Otfpimdm  huotam, 
Oo  borrow  whi  — owgli  iohmjm  friH— gtli  pajika  il—, 
l^^o  •  ndMr  aMkUi  fOM  ia  «MM  wdUoHkt  poriliM, 
Aad  lot  tiM  towB  bfMk  oak  wilk  bOk,  ao  WMk  POT  iMsd 


Obbat  vattbai.  ouawsiTf ! !    Taa  nooasr  uvno  roobt  I 
AriMf*  yov  ainvr  oloroily,  bofon  it  Mt  •  aleol, 
Aaailt  tbo  pobUo  <M  by  OM,  plMo  OMb  «po«  tko  OMt, 
Dmw  op  tiM  ovlaia.  lot  bfaa  look  bb  fill,  sad  tboa  lolMiit. 
Sorfth  aoaals  and  takM  a  tbot«i«b  vkw,  thm  •amm  mnmiy 


OoM  b«ao  aad  toOo  bb  wilo  Ibo  ty^  la  •arioariy  Kka  Btawa; 
Bfowa  goM  aad  alaraa,  aad  tolls  bb  wif •  tbo  woador's  oota  aad 

pith 
b  tbat  *tb  Jart  tba  ooaalirpart  of  that  ( 
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Life  calls  na  all  to  audi  •  Aaw :  MMMtdna,  trnat  in  ma, 
While  tboo  to  aae  thy  nriffabor  Mna'at,  ha  doaa  tha  anM  lor 


My  dear  Storg,  would  yon  come  to  my  show, 
and,  instead  of  looking  in  my  glass,  insist  on  t:ik- 
ing  your  money's  worth  in  staring  at  the  exliib- 
iter? 

Not  least  among  the  curiosities  which  the  day 
brought  together  were  some  of  the  gra<luates,  post- 
humous men,  as  it  were,  disentombed  from  country 
parishes  and  district-schools,  but  perennial  also,  in 
whom  freshly  survived  all  the  college  jokes,  and 
who  had  no  inttJligence  later  than  their  Senior 
year.  These  had  gathered  to  eat  the  College 
dinner,  and  to  get  the  Triennial  Catalogue  (their 
libro  d*oro)t  referred  to  oftener  than  any  volume 
but  the  Concordance.  Aspiring  men  they  were 
certainly,  but  in  a  right  unworldly  way;  this 
scholastic  festival  opening  a  peaceful  path  to  the 
ambition  which  might  else  have  devastated  man- 
kind with  Prolusions  on  the  Pentateuch,  or  Geneal- 
ogies of  the  Dormouse  Family.  For  since  in  the 
academic  processions  the  classes  are  ranked  in  the 
order  of  their  graduation,  and  he  has  the  best 
chance  at  the  dinner  who  has  the  fewest  teeth  to 
eat  it  with,  so,  by  degrees,  there  springs  up  a  com- 
petition in  longevity, — the  prize  contended  for  be- 
ing the  oldest  surviving  graduateship.  Tliis  is  an 
office,  it  is  true,  without  emolument,  but  having 
certain  advantages,  nevertheless.  The  incimibent, 
if  he  come  to  Commencement,  is  a  prodigious  lion, 
and  commonly  gets  a  paragraph  in  the  newspapers 
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oooe  %  jear  with  the  (fiftieth)  last  sorviror  of 
Washington's  Lif»>6iiard.  If  a  dergyman,  he  is 
expected  to  ask  a  Mesning  and  return  thanks  at  the 
dinner,  a  faiiotion  which  he  performs  with  cente* 
narian  longanimity,  as  if  he  reckoned  the  ordinary 
life  of  man  to  be  firesoore  years,  and  that  a  grace 
must  be  long  to  reach  so  far  away  as  heaven. 
Accordingly,  this  silent  race  is  watched,  on  the 
coarse  of  the  Catalogue,  with  an  interest  worthy  of 
Newmarket;  and  as  star  after  star  rises  in  the 
galaxy  of  death,  till  one  name  is  left  alone,  an 
oasis  of  life  in  the  stellar  desert,  it  grows  solemn. 
The  natural  feeling  is  rerersed,  and  it  is  the  soli* 
tary  life  that  becomes  sad  and  monitory,  the  Sty- 
lites  there  on  the  lonely  top  of  his  century-pillar, 
who  has  heard  the  passing-bell  of  youth,  love, 
friendship,  hope,  —  of  everything  but  immitigable 

eia. 

Dr.  K.  was  President  of  the  University  then,  a 
man  of  genius,  but  of  genius  that  evaded  utiliza- 
tion,—  a  great  water-power,  but  without  rapids, 
and  flowing  with  too  smooth  and  gentle  a  current 
to  be  set  taming  wheels  and  whirling  fpindlfis.  Hia 
was  not  that  resHcw  genins  of  which  the  ouui  seems 
to  be  merely  the  repreeentative,  and  which  wreaks 
itself  in  literature  or  politics,  but  of  that  milder 
sort,  quite  as  genuine,  and  periiaps  of  more  contem- 
poraaeoas  value,  which  t«  the  man,  permeating  the 
whole  life  with  placid  force,  and  giving  to  word, 
look,  and  gesture  a  meaning  only  justifiabk  by  oar 
In  liif  in  a  leeefved  power  of  latent  reinforoeoient. 
The  man  of  talents  poMSiiBi  them  like  so  many 
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toolB,  does  his  job  with  them,  and  there  an  end ; 
bat  the  man  of  genius  is  possessed  by  it,  and  it 
makes  him  into  a  book  or  a  life  according  to  its 
whim.  Talent  takes  the  existing  mouldfl,  and 
makes  its  castings,  better  or  worse,  of  richer  or 
baser  metal,  according  to  knack  and  opportunity ; 
but  genius  is  always  shaping  new  ones,  and  runs 
the  nuui  in  them,  so  that  there  is  always  that  hu- 
man feel  in  its  results  which  g^ves  us  a  kindred 
thrill.  What  it  will  make,  we  can  only  conjecture, 
contented  always  with  knowing  the  infinite  balance 
of  possibility  against  which  it  can  draw  at  pleasure. 
Have  you  ever  seen  a  man  whose  cheque  would  be 
honored  for  a  million  pay  his  toll  of  one  cent  ?  and 
has  not  that  bit  of  copper,  no  bigger  than  your 
own,  and  piled  with  it  by  the  careless  toll-nian, 
gfiven  you  a  tingling  vision  of  what  golden  bri<lges 
he  could  pass,  —  into  what  Elysian  regions  of  taste 
and  enjoyment  and  culture,  barred  to  the  rest  of  us  ? 
Sometliing  like  it  is  the  impression  made  by  such 
characters  as  K.'s  on  those  who  come  in  contact 
with  them. 

There  was  that  in  the  soft  and  rounded  (I  had 
almost  said  melting)  outlines  of  his  face  which 
reminded  one  of  Chaucer.  The  head  had  a  placid 
yet  dignified  droop  like  his.  He  was  an  anachro- 
nism, fitter  to  have  been  Abbot  of  Fountains  or 
Bishop  Golias,  courtier  and  priest,  humorist  and 
lord  spiritual,  all  in  one,  than  for  the  mastership 
of  a  provincial  college,  which  combined,  with  its 
purely  scholastic  functions,  those  of  accountant  and 
chief  of  police.     For  keeping  books  he  was  incom- 
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petcnt  (unless  it  were  those  he  borrowed),  and  the 
only  discipline  he  exercised  was  by  the  unobtrusive 
pressure  of  a  gentlemanliness  which  rendered  in- 
subordination to  him  impossible.  But  the  world 
always  judges  a  man  (and  rightly  enough,  too) 
by  his  little  faults,  which  he  shows  a  hundred 
times  a  day,  rather  than  by  his  great  virtues,  which 
he  diadoees  perhaps  but  onoe  in  a  lifetime,  and  to 
a  single  person,  —  nay,  in  proportion  as  they  are 
rarer,  and  he  is  nobler,  is  shyer  of  letting  their  ex- 
istence be  known  at  all.  He  was  one  of  those  mis- 
placed persons  whose  misfortune  it  is  that  their 
lives  overlap  two  distinct  eras,  and  are  already  so 
impregnated  with  one  that  they  can  never  be  in 
healthy  sympathy  with  the  other.  Bom  when  the 
New  England  clergy  were  still  an  establishment 
and  an  aristocracy,  and  when  office  was  almost  al- 
wajTB  for  life,  and  often  hereditary,  he  lived  to  be 
thrown  upon  a  time  when  avocations  of  all  colors 
might  be  shufBed  together  in  the  life  of  one  man, 
like  a  pack  of  cards,  so  that  yon  could  not  pro- 
phesy that  he  who  was  ordained  to-day  might  not 
aooept  a  colonelcy  of  filibusters  to-morrow.  Such 
temperamenta  as  his  attach  themselves,  like  bar- 
nacles, to  what  seems  permanent;  but  presently 
the  good  ship  Progreai  weighs  anchor,  and  whirls 
them  away  from  drow^  tropic  inlets  to  arctic 
waters  of  unnatural  ice.  To  such  cmstMeons  oft- 
tores,  created  to  cling  upon  the  immemorial  rode 
amid  softest  mossea,  oomes  the  bustling  Nineteenth 
Century  and  says,  **Conie,  come,  bestir  yourself 
and  be  praotieal  J  get  out  of  that  old  shell  of  yoora 
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forthwith !  '*     Alas !  to  get  out  of  the  shell  is  to 
die! 

One  of  the  old  travellers  in  South  America  tells 
of  fishes  that  built  their  nests  in  trees,  (piscium  et 
aumma  JuesU  genus  uimoy)  and  gives  a  print  of 
the  mother  fish  upon  her  nest,  while  her  mate 
mounts  perpendicularly  to  her  without  aid  of  legs 
or  wings.  Life  shows  plenty  of  such  incongruities 
between  a  man's  place  and  his  nature,  (not  so 
easily  got  over  as  by  the  traveller's  undoubting  en- 
graver,) and  one  cannot  help  fancying  that  K.  was 
an  instance  in  point.  He  never  encountered,  one 
would  say,  the  attraction  proper  to  draw  out  his 
native  force.  Certainly,  few  men  who  impressed 
others  so  strongly,  and  of  whom  so  many  good 
things  are  remembered,  left  less  behind  them  to 
justify  contemporary  estimates.  He  printed  noth- 
ing, and  was,  perhaps,  one  of  those  the  electric 
sparkles  of  whose  brains,  discharged  naturally  and 
healthily  in  conversation,  refuse  to  pass  through 
the  non-conducting  medium  of  the  inkstand.  His 
ana  would  make  a  delightful  collection.  One  or 
two  of  his  official  ones  will  be  in  place  here. 
Hearing  that  Porter's  flip  (which  was  exemplary) 
had  too  great  an  attraction  for  the  collegians,  he 
resolved  to  investigate  the  matter  himself.  Ac- 
cordingly, entering  the  old  inn  one  day,  he  called 
for  a  mug  of  it,  and,  having  drunk  it,  said,  *'  And 
so,  Mr.  Porter,  the  young  gentlemen  come  to  drink 
your  flip,  do  they  ?  "  "  Yes,  sir,  —  sometimes." 
**  Ah,  well,  I  should  think  they  would.  Good  day, 
Mr.  Porter,"  and  departed,  saying  nothing  more ; 
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for  he  alwsys  wisely  allowc<l  fur  the  ezistenoe  of  a 
oertain  amount  of  human  nature  in  ingennoiti  youth. 
At  another  time  the  ^  Harvard  Washington  "  asked 
leave  to  go  into  Boston  to  a  collation  which  had 
been  offered  them.  **•  Certainly,  young  gentlemen," 
said  the  President,  **  but  have  yon  engaged  any  one 
to  bring  home  your  muskets  ? '"  —  the  College  be- 
ing responnUe  for  these  weapons,  which  belonged 
to  the  State.  Again,  when  a  student  came  with  a 
physician's  certificate,  and  asked  leave  of  absence, 
K.  granted  it  atonce,  and  then  added,  **  By  the  way, 

Mr. ^  persons  interested  in  the  relation  which 

exists  between  states  of  the  atmosphere  and  health 
have  noticed  a  eurious  fact  in  regard  to  the  climate 
of  Cambridge,  especially  within  the  CoU^e  limits, 
—  the  very  small  number  of  deaths  in  proportion 
to  the  eases  of  dangerous  illness.'*  This  is  told  of 
Judge  W.,  himself  a  wit,  and  capable  of  enjo\nng 
the  humorous  delicacy  of  the  reproof. 

Slmll  I  take  Brahmin  Alcott's  favoriU*  word, 
aiid  call  him  a  daemonic  man  ?  No,  the  Lutin  ^r- 
niu8  is  quite  old'fashioned  enough  for  me,  meauH  the 
same  thing,  and  its  derivative  ^emo/t/y  ex  pn^ntios, 
moreover,  the  base  of  K.'s  being.  How  he  suj:^- 
gested  doislered  repose,  and  quadrangles  mossy  with 
centurial  aMoeiatMms !  How  easy  he  was,  and  how 
without  creak  was  every  movonent  of  his  mind ! 
This  life  was  good  enough  for  him,  and  the  next 
not  too  good.  The  gentleman-like  pervaded  even 
his  pnqrers.  His  were  not  the  manners  <rf  a  man 
of  the  world,  nor  of  a  man  of  the  oUwr  world 
cHlier ;  but  both  met  in  him  to  balance  each  other 


88        CAMBRIDGE  THIRTY  YEARS  AGO 

in  a  beautiful  equilibrium.  Praying,  he  leaned 
forward  uimii  the  pulpit-cu-shion  as  for  oonyersa- 
tion,  and  seemed  to  feel  himself  (without  irrever- 
ence) on  terms  of  friendly,  but  courteous,  familiar- 
ity with  Heaven.  The  expression  of  his  face  was 
that  of  tranquil  contentment,  and  he  appeared  less 
to  be  8up))licatiug  expected  mercies  than  thankful 
for  those  already  found,  —  as  if  he  were  saying  the 
gratias  in  the  refectory  of  the  Abbey  of  Theleme. 
Under  him  flourished  the  Harvard  Washington 
Corps,  whose  gyrating  banner,  inscribed  Tarn 
Marti  quam  Mercurio  (atqui  magis  Lymo  should 
have  been  added,)  on  the  evening  of  training-days, 
was  an  accurate  dynamometer  of  Willard's  punch 
or  Porter's  flip.  It  was  they  who,  after  being  roy- 
ally entertained  by  a  maiden  lady  of  the  town,  en- 
tered in  their  orderly  book  a  vote  that  Miss  Blank 
was  a  gentleman.  I  see  them  now,  returning  from 
the  imminent  deadly  breach  of  the  law  of  Rechab, 
unable  to  form  other  than  the  serpentine  line  of 
beauty,  while  their  officers,  brotherly  rather  than 
imperious,  instead  of  reprimanding,  tearfully  em- 
bracetl  the  more  eccentric  wanderers  from  military 
precision.  Under  him  the  Med.  Facs.  took  their 
equal  place  among  the  learned  societies  of  Europe, 
numbering  among  their  grateful  honorary  mem- 
bers Alexander,  Emperor  of  all  the  Kussias,  who 
(if  College  legends  may  be  trusted)  sent  them  in 
return  for  their  diploma  a  gift  of  medals  confis- 
cated by  the  authorities.  Under  him  the  College 
fire-engine  was  vigilant  and  active  in  suppressing 
any  tendency  to  spontaneous  combustion  among  the 
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FVeshmen,  or  rushed  wildly  to  imaginary  oonflagra- 
tioos,  generaDy  in  a  direction  where  punch  was  to 
be  had.  All  these  useful  conductors  for  the  natu- 
ral electridty  of  youth,  dispernng  it  or  turning  it 
harmleasly  into  the  earth,  are  taken  away  now,  — 
wisely  or  not,  is  questionable. 

An  academic  town,  in  whose  atmosphere  there 
is  always  something  antiseptic,  seems  naturally  to 
draw  to  itself  certain  varieties  and  to  preserve  cer- 
tain humors  (in  the  Ben  Jonsonian  sense)  of  char* 
acter,  —  men  who  come  not  to  study  so  much  as 
to  be  itadied.  At  the  headquarters  of  Washington 
once,  and  now  of  the  Muses,  lived  C ,  but  be- 
fore the  date  of  these  recollections.  Here  for  seven 
years  (as  the  law  was  then)  he  made  his  house  his 
castle,  sunning  himself  in  his  elbow-chair  at  the 
front-door,  on  that  seventh  day,  secure  from  every 
arrest  but  Death's.  Here  long  survived  him  his 
turbaned  widow,  studious  only  of  Spinoia,  and  re- 
fusing to  molest  the  canker-worms  that  annually 
disleaved  her  efans,  because  we  were  all  vermicular 
alike.  She  had  been  a  &mous  beauty  once,  but 
the  canker  years  had  left  her  leafless,  too ;  and  I 
oaed  to  wonder,  as  I  saw  her  sitting  always  tms 
baned  and  always  alone  at  her  aoeostomed  window, 
whether  she  were  ever  visited  by  the  reproachful 
shade  of  him  who  (in  spite  of  Rosalind)  died  bio> 
ken4iearted  for  her  in  her  radiant  youth. 

And  this  reminds  me  of  J.  F.,  who,  also  Cfrossed 
in  love,  allowed  no  mortal  eye  to  beh<dd  his  Cms 
for  many  years.  The  eremitic  instinct  is  not  pe> 
enliar  to  the  Thebais,  as  many  a  New  England 
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Tillage  can  testify;  and  it  is  worthy  of  consitl- ' 
tion  that  the  Romiah  Church  lias  not  forgotten  tii: 
among  her  other  points  of  intimate  contact  with 
human  nature.  F.  became  purely  vespertinal, 
never  stirring  abroad  till  after  dark.  He  occupied 
two  roomSf  migrating  from  one  to  the  other,  as  the 
necessities  of  housewifery  demanded,  thus  shunning 
all  sight  of  womankind,  and  being  practically  more 
solitary  in  his  dual  apartment  than  Montaigne's 
Dean  of  St  Ililaire  in  his  single  one.  When  it 
was  requisite  that  he  should  put  his  signature  to 
any  legal  instrument,  (for  he  was  an  anchorite  of 
ample  means,)  he  wrapped  himself  in  a  blanket, 
allowing  nothing  to  be  seen  but  the  liand  which 
acted  as  scribe.  What  impressed  us  boys  more 
than  anything  else  was  the  rumor  that  he  had  suf> 
fered  his  beard  to  grow, — such  an  anti-Sheffieldism 
being  almost  imheard  of  in  those  days,  and  the 
peculiar  ornament  of  man  being  associated  in  our 
minds  with  nothing  more  recent  than  the  patri- 
archs and  apostles,  whose  effigies  we  were  obliged 
to  solace  ourselves  with  weekly  in  the  Family 
KUe.  He  came  out  of  his  oysterhood  at  last,  and 
I  knew  him  well,  a  kind-hearted  man,  who  gave 
annual  sleigh-rides  to  the  town-paupers,  and  sup- 
plied the  poorer  children  with  school-books.  His 
favorite  topic  of  conversation  was  Eternity,  and, 
like  many  other  worthy  persons,  he  used  to  fancy 
that  meaning  was  an  affair  of  aggregation,  and 
that  he  doubled  the  intensity  of  what  he  said  by 
the  sole  aid  of  the  multiplication-table.  **  Eter- 
nity I "  he  used  to  say,  "  it  is  not  a  day ;  it  is  not  a 
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je«r  i  it  is  not  a  hundred  yevn ;  it  is  not  a  thou* 
•and  yean ;  it  is  not  a  million  yean ;  no,  sir/*  (the 
tir  being  thrown  in  to  recall  wandering  attention,) 
*^ it  is  not  ten  million  years! "  and  so  on,  his  entha> 
siaon  becoming  a  mere  freniy  when  he  got  among 
his  sextillionA,  till  I  sometimes  wi.thcd  he  had  con- 
tinued in  retirement.  He  used  to  sit  at  the  open 
window  during  thunder-storms,  and  had  a  Grecian 
feeling  about  death  by  lightning.  In  a  certain 
•ense  he  had  his  desire,  for  he  died  suddenly,  — 
not  by  fire  from  heaven,  but  by  the  red  flash  of 
apoplexy,  leaving  his  whole  estate  to  charitable 
uses. 

If  K.  were  out  of  place  as  President,  that  was 
not  P.  as  Greek  Professor.  Who  that  ever  saw 
him  can  forget  him,  in  his  old  age,  like  a  lusty 
winter,  frosty  but  kindly,  with  great  silver  spec- 
tacles of  the  heroic  period,  such  as  scarce  twelve 
noses  of  these  degenerate  days  could  bear?  He 
was  a  natural  celibate,  not  dwelling  **  like  the  fly 
in  the  heart  of  the  apple,*'  but  like  a  lonely  bee 
rather,  absconding  himself  in  Hymettian  flowers, 
ineiyble  of  matrimony  as  a  solitary  palm-tree. 
There  was,  to  be  sore,  a  tradition  of  youthful  di»> 
api>ointment,  and  a  touching  story  which  L.  told 

me  periu^  confirms  it     When  Mrs. died,  a 

carriage  with  blinds  drawn  followed  the  funeral 
train  at  some  distance,  and,  when  the  eoffin  had 
been  lowered  into  the  grave,  drove  hastfly  away  to 
escape  that  saddest  of  earthly  sounds,  the  first  rattle 
of  earth  upon  the  lid.  It  was  afterward  known 
that  the  carriage  held  a  single  mourner, — our 
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grim  and  undemonstrative  Professor.  Yet  I  oan- 
not  bring  myself  to  suppose  him  susceptible  to  any 
tender  passion  after  that  single  lapse  in  the  imma- 
turity of  reason.  He  might  have  joined  the  Ab- 
derites  in  singing  their  mad  chorus  from  the 
Andromeda ;  but  it  would  liave  been  in  deference 
to  the  language  merely,  and  with  a  silent  protest 
against  the  sentiment.  I  fancy  him  arranging  his 
scrupulous  toilet,  not  for  Amar^'llis  or  Neaara,  but, 
like  Machiavelli,  for  the  society  of  his  beloved 
classics.  His  ears  had  needed  no  prophylactic 
wax  to  pass  the  Sirens*  isle ;  nay,  he  would  have 
kept  them  the  wider  open,  studious  of  the  dialect 
in  which  they  sang,  and  perhaps  triumphantly  de- 
tecting the  .£olic  digamma  in  their  lay.  A  thor- 
oughly single  man,  single-minded,  single-hearted, 
buttoning  over  his  single  heart  a  single  -  breasted 
surtout,  and  wearing  always  a  hat  of  a  single  fash- 
ion, —  did  he  in  secret  regard  the  dual  number  of 
his  favorite  language  as  a  weakness?  The  son  of 
an  officer  of  distinction  in  the  Revolutionaiy  War, 
he  moitnted  the  pulpit  with  the  erect  port  of  a 
soldier,  and  carried  his  cane  more  in  the  fashion  of 
a  weapon  than  a  staff,  but  with  the  point  lowered, 
in  token  of  surrender  to  the  peaceful  proprieties 
of  his  calling.  Yet  sometimes  the  martial  instincts 
would  burst  the  cerements  of  black  coat  and  cler- 
ical neckcloth,  as  once,  when  the  students  had  got 
into  a  fight  upon  the  training-field,  and  the  licen- 
tious soldiery,  furious  with  rum,  had  driven  them 
at  point  of  bayonet  to  the  College  gates,  and  even 
threatened  to  lift  their  arms  against  the  Muses' 
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bower.  Then,  like  Major  Go£Fe  at  Deerfield,  sud- 
denly appeared  the  gray-haired  P..,  all  his  father 
retorgent  in  him,  and  shouted :  ^  Now,  my  lads, 
stand  yoor  ground,  yon  *re  in  the  right  now  I 
Don't  let  one  of  them  set  foot  within  the  Col- 
lege grounds!**  Thus  he  allowed  arms  to  get  the 
better  of  the  toga ;  but  raised  it,  like  the  Pro- 
phet's breechea,  into  a  banner,  and  carefully  U8h> 
eted  reiistanoe  with  a  pinambln  of  infringed  right. 
Fidelity  was  his  strong  oharaoteristio,  and  burned 
equably  in  him  through  a  life  of  eighty-three  years. 
He  drUled  himself  till  inflexible  habit  stood  sen- 
tinel before  all  those  postern  •  weaknesses  which 
temperament  leaves  unbolted  to  temptation.  A 
lover  of  the  scholar*s  herb,  yet  loving  freedom 
more,  and  knowing  that  the  animal  appetites  ever 
hold  one  hand  behind  them  for  Satan  to  drop  a 
bribe  in,  he  would  never  have  two  dgara  in  his 
house  at  onoe,  but  walked  every  day  to  the  shop  to 
fetch  his  single  diurnal  solace.  Nor  would  he  trust 
himself  with  two  on  Saturdays,  preferring  (since 
he  eonld  not  violate  the  Sabbath  even  by  that  in- 
fciitwpmal  traffic)  to  depend  on  Providential  m- 
vens,  which  were  seldom  wanting  in  the  shape  of 
some  blaok-ooated  friend  who  knew  his  need,  and 
honored  the  scruple  that  oocaaioned  it.  He  was 
faithful,  also,  to  his  old  hats,  m  which  appeared 
the  constant  Mrvioe  of  the  antique  world,  and 
which  be  preeervcd  forever,  piled  like  a  black 
pagoda  under  hk  dwwring  tiKle  No  ioareorow 
was  ever  the  residuary  legatee  of  his  heaven, 
thoof^  one  ol  them  in  any  ol  the 
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peach-orchards  would  have  been  sovereign  agunst 
an  attack  of  Freshmen.  He  wore  them  all  in  turn, 
getting  through  all  in  the  course  of  the  year,  like 
the  sun  through  the  signs  of  the  zodiac,  modulating 
them  according  to  seasons  and  celestial  phenomena, 
so  that  never  was  spider-web  or  chickweed  so  sensi- 
tive a  weather-gauge  as  they.  Nor  did  his  political 
party  find  him  less  loyaL  Taking  all  the  tickets, 
he  would  seat  himself  apart,  and  carefully  compare 
them  with  the  list  of  regular  nominations  as  printed 
in  his  Daily  Advertiser,  before  he  dropped  his 
ballot  in  the  box.  In  less  ambitious  moments,  it 
almost  seems  to  me  that  I  would  rather  have  had 
that  slow,  conscientious  vote  of  P.'s  alone,  than  to 
have  been  chosen  Alderman  of  the  Ward ! 

If  you  had  walked  to  what  was  then  Sweet  Au- 
burn by  the  pleasant  Old  Road,  on  some  June 
morning  thirty  years  ago,  you  would  very  likely 
have  met  two  other  characteristic  persons,  both 
phantasmagoric  now,  and  belonging  to  the  past. 
Fifty  years  earlier,  the  scarlet-coated,  rapiered  fig- 
ures of  Vassall,  Lechmere,  Oliver,  and  Brattle 
creaked  up  and  down  there  on  red-heeled  shoes, 
lifting  the  ceremonious  three-cornered  hat,  and  of- 
fering the  fugacious  hospitalities  of  the  snuff-box. 
They  are  all  shadowy  alike  now,  not  one  of  your 
Etruscan  Lucimios  or  Roman  Consuls  more  so, 
my  dear  Storg.  First  is  W.,  his  queue  slender 
and  tapering,  like  the  tail  of  a  violet  crab,  held  out 
horizontally  by  the  high  collar  of  his  shepherd's- 
gray  overcoat,  whose  style  was  of  the  latest  when 
he  studied  at  Leyden  in  his  hot  youth.     The  age 
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of  cheap  elothet  tees  no  more  of  those  faithful  old 
gBiments,  as  proper  to  their  wearers  and  as  distino- 
tiTe  as  Uie  barlu  of  tiven^  and  by  long  use  inter- 
penetrated with  their  very  nature.     Nor  do  we  see 
so  nuuy  Humors  (still  in  the  old  sense)  now  that 
erery  man's  soul  belongs  to  the  Public,  as  when 
social  distinctions  were  more  marked,  and  men  felt 
that  their  personalities  were  their  castles,  in  which 
they  could  intrench  themselves  against  the  world. 
Nowadays  men  are  shy  of  letting  their  true  selves 
be  seen,  as  if  in  some  former  life  they  had  com- 
mitted a  crime,  and  were  all  the  time  afraid  of  dis- 
covery and  arrest  in  this.     Formerly  they  used  to 
insist  CD  your  giving  the  wall  to  their  peculiarities, 
and  you  may  still  find  examples  of  it  in  the  parson 
or  the  doctor  of  retired  villages.     One  of  W.'s 
oddities  was  touching.     A  little  brook  used  to  run 
across  the  street,  and  the  sidewalk  was  carried  over 
it  by  a  broad  stone.     Of  course  there  is  no  brook 
now.     What  use  did  that  little  glimpse  of  a  ripple 
serve,  where  the  children  used  to  launch  their  chip 
fleets  ?   W.,  in  going  over  this  stone,  which  gave  a 
hollow  resonance  to  the  tread,  had  a  trick  of  strik- 
ing upon  it  three  times  with  his  cane,  and  mutter- 
ing, "  Tom,  Tom,  Tom  1 "     I  used  to  think  he  was 
only  mimicking  with  his  voice  the  sound  of  the 
blows,  and  {xxtsibly  it  was  that  sound  which  sng- 
gcst4Hl  his  thought,  for  he  was  remembering  a  fa- 
vorite nephew,  prematorely  dead.    Perhaps  Tom 
ha4l  sailed  his  boats  there;  perhaps  the  reverber- 
ation under  the  old  man's  foot  hinted  at  the  hol- 
lownees  of  life;   perhaps  the  fleeting  eddies  of 
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the  water  brought  to  mind  the  fugacea  annoB. 
W.,  like  Pm  wore  amazing  spectSfdes,  fit  to  trans- 
mit  no  smaller  image  than  the  page  of  mightiest 
folios  of  Dioscorides  or  Hercides  de  Saxonia,  aiui 
rising  full-disked  upon  the  beholder  like  those 
prodigies  of  two  moons  at  once,  portending  change 
to  monarchs.  The  great  collar  disallowing  any  in- 
dependent rotation  of  the  head,  I  remember  he 
used  to  turn  his  whole  person  in  order  to  bring 
their ybct  to  bear  upon  an  object.  One  can  fancy 
that  terrified  Nature  would  have  yielded  up  her 
secrets  at  once,  without  cross-examination,  at  their 
first  glare.  Through  them  he  had  gazed  fondly 
into  the  great  mare*s-nest  of  Junius,  publishing 
his  observations  upon  the  eggs  found  therein  in  a 
tall  octavo.  It  was  he  who  introduced  vaccination 
to  this  Western  World.  Malicious  persons  disput- 
ing his  claim  to  this  distinction,  he  published  this 
advertisement :  **  Lost,  a  gold  snuff-box,  with  the 
inscription,  *  The  Jenner  of  the  Old  World  to  the 
Jenner  of  the  New.*      Whoever  shall  return  the 

same  to  Dr. shall  be  suitably  rewarded."     It 

was  never  returned.  Would  the  search  after  it 
have  been  as  fruitless  as  that  of  the  alchemist  after 
his  equally  imaginary  gold?  Malicious  persons 
persisted  in  believing  the  box  as  visionary  as  the 
claim  it  was  meant  to  buttress  with  a  semblance  of 
reality.  He  used  to  stop  and  say  good-morning 
kindly,  and  pat  the  shoulder  of  the  blushing 
school-boy  who  now,  with  the  fierce  snow-storm 
wildering  without,  sits  and  remembers  sadly  those 
old  meetings  and  partings  in  the  June  sunshine. 
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Then  there  was  S^  whose  resoanding  ^Haw, 
haw,  haw!  bj  Shorgel**  positively  enUurged  the 
inoome  of  ereiy  dweller  in  Cambridge.  In  down- 
rig^  honest  good  eheer  and  good  neighborhood,  it 
was  worth  five  hundred  a  year  to  every  one  of  ns. 
Iti  jovial  thnnden  eleaied  the  mental  air  of  every 
soDcy  cload.  Perpetnal  diildhood  dwelt  in  him, 
the  childhood  of  his  native  Southern  France,  and 
its  fixeil  air  was  all  the  time  bubbling  up  and 
sparkling  and  winking  in  his  eyes.  It  seemed  as 
if  his  placid  old  face  were  only  a  mask  behind 
idiich  a  merry  Cupid  had  ambushed  himself,  peep- 
ing out  aU  the  while,  and  ready  to  drop  it  what  the 
play  grew  tiresome.  Every  word  he  uttered  seemed 
to  be  hilarious,  no  matter  what  the  occasion.  If 
he  were  sick,  and  you  visited  him,  if  he  had  met 
with  a  misfortune,  (and  there  are  few  men  so  wise 
that  they  can  look  even  at  the  back  of  a  retiring 
sorrow  with  composure,)  it  was  all  one ;  his  great 
laugh  went  off  as  if  it  were  set  like  an  alarm-dook, 
to  run  down,  whether  he  would  or  no,  at  a  certain 
nick.  Even  after  an  ordinary  Good  morning/ 
(especially  if  to  an  old  pupil,  and  in  French,)  the 
wonderful  //ow,  Amo,  hawf  &y  Shorgef  woold 
burst  upon  you  unexpectedly,  like  a  salute  of  artal> 
lery  on  some  holiday  which  yon  had  forgotten. 
Everything  was  a  joke  to  him,  —  that  the  oath  of 
aIl^;ianoe  had  been  administered  to  him  by  your 
grandfather,—  that  he  had  taught  Presoott  his  fint 
Spanish  (of  which  be  was  proud), — no  matter  what. 
Everything  eame  to  him  marked  by  Natore  Hiffht 
tide  up^  with  carey  and  he  kept  it  so.    The  wwld 
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to  him,  as  to  all  of  us,  was  like  a  medal,  on  the 
obverse  of  which  is  stamped  the  image  of  Joy,  and 
on  the  reverse  that  of  Care.     S.  never  took  the 
foolish  pains  to  look  at  that  other  side,  even  if 
he  kucw  its  existence ;  much  less  would  it  have  oo* 
curred  to  him  to  turn  it  into  view,  and  insist  that 
his  friends  should  look  at  it  with  him.     Nor  was 
this  a  mere  outside  good-humor;  its  source  was 
deeper,  in  a  true  Christian  kindliness  and  amenity. 
Once,  when  he  had  been  knocked  down  by  a  tip- 
sily-driven  sleigh,  and  was  urged  to  prosecute  the 
offenders,  ^  No,  no,"  he  said,  his  wounds  still  fresh, 
**  young  blood !  young  blood !  it  must  have  its  way ; 
I  was  young  myself."      Was  !  few  men  come  into 
life  so  young  as  S.  went  out    He  landed  in  Boston 
(then  the  front  door  of  America)  in  '93,  and,  in 
honor  of  the  ceremony,  had  his  head  powdered 
afresh,  and  put  on  a  suit  of  court-mourning  for 
Louis  XVI.  before  he  set  foot  on  the  wharf.     My 
fancy  always  dressed  him  in  that  violet  silk,  and 
his  soul  certainly  wore  a  full  court-suit     What 
was  there  ever  like  his  bow?     It  was  as  if  you 
had  received  a  decoration,  and  could  write  yourself 
gentleman  from  that  day  forth.     His  hat  rose,  re- 
greeting  your  own,  and,  having  sailed  through  the 
stately  curve  of  the  old  regime^  sank  gently  back 
over  that  placid  brain,  which  harbored  no  thought 
less  white  than  the  powder  which  covered  it     I 
have  sometimes  imagined  that  there  was  a  gradu- 
ated arc  over  his  head,  invisible  to  other  eyes  than 
his,  by  which  he  meted  out  to  each  his  rightful 
share  of  castorial  consideration.      I  carry  in  my 
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memor}'  three  ezempUiy  bows.  The  first  is  that 
of  an  old  beggar,  who,  ahready  carrying  in  his 
hand  a  white  hat,  the  gift  of  benevolence,  took  off 
the  Uaek  one  from  his  head  also,  and  profoundly 
saluted  me  with  both  at  once,  giving  me,  in  return 
for  my  alms,  a  dual  benediction,  pnizling  as  a  nod 
from  Janus  Bif rons.  The  Moond  I  received  from 
an  old  Cardinal,  who  was  taking  his  walk  just  out- 
ade  the  Porta  San  Giovanni  at  Rome.  I  paid  him 
die  coortesy  due  to  his  age  and  rank.  Forthwith 
roee,  first,  the  Hat ;  second,  the  hat  of  his  confes- 
sor; third,  that  of  another  priest  who  attended 
him ;  fourth,  the  fringed  cocked-hat  of  his  coach- 
man; fifth  and  sixth,  the  ditto,  ditto,  of  his  two 
footmen.  Here  was  an  investment,  indeed;  six 
hondred  per  cent,  interest  on  a  single  bow!  The 
third  bow,  worthy  to  be  noted  in  one*s  almanac 
among  the  other  mirabilia,  was  that  of  S.,  in  which 
coortesy  had  moonted  to  the  last  round  of  her 
ladder, — and  tried  to  draw  it  np  after  her. 

But  the  genial  veteran  is  gone  even  while  I  am 
wrjting  this,  and  I  will  play  Old  Mortality  no 
longer.     Wandering  among  these  recent  graves, 

my  dear  friend,  we  may  chance  upon ;  but 

no,  I  will  not  end  my  sentenoe.  I  bid  you  heartily 
fttfeweU! 


LEAVES  FROM  MY  JOURNAL  IN  ITALY 
AND  ELSEWHERE 

1854 

I 

AT  SEA 

The  Ma  was  meant  to  be  looked  at  from  shore, 
as  mountains  are  from  the  phiin.  Lucretius  made 
this  discovery  long  ago,  and  was  blunt  enough  to 
blurt  it  forth,  romance  and  sentiment  —  in  other 
words,  the  pretence  of  feeling  what  we  do  not  feel 
—  being  inventions  of  a  later  day.  To  be  snre, 
Cicero  used  to  twaddle  about  Greek  literature  and 
philosophy,  much  as  people  do  about  ancient  art 
nowadays;  but  I  rather  sympathize  with  those 
stout  old  Romans  who  despised  both,  and  believed 
that  to  found  an  empire  was  as  grand  an  achieve- 
ment as  to  build  an  epic  or  to  carve  a  statue.  But 
though  there  might  have  been  twaddle,  (as  why 
not,  since  there  was  a  Senate?)  I  rather  think 
Petrarch  was  the  first  choragus  of  that  sentimental 
dance  which  so  long  led  young  folks  away  from 
the  realities  of  life  like  the  piper  of  Hamclin,  and 
whose  succession  ended,  let  us  hope,  with  Chateau- 
briand. But  for  them,  Byron,  whose  real  strength 
lay  in  his  sincerity,  would  never  have  talked  about 
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tLc  '  teft  bounding  beneath  him  like  a  steed  that 
knows  his  rider,**  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  Even 
if  it  had  been  tnie,  steam  has  been  as  fatal  to  that 
part  of  the  romance  of  the  sea  as  to  hand-loom 
wearing.  But  what  say  yon  to  a  twelve  days*  calm 
such  as  we  doaed  through  in  mid-Atlantic  and  in 
midoAngnst?  I  know  nothing  so  tedious  at  once 
and  eiaaperating  as  that  regular  slap  of  the  wilted 
sails  when  the  ship  rises  and  falls  with  the  slow 
bceathing  of  the  sleeping  sea,  one  greasy,  brassy 
•weO  following  another,  slow,  smooth,  immitigable 
as  the  series  of  Wordsworth's  Eoclewastkul  Son- 
nets. Even  at  his  best,  Neptune,  in  a  teU^hHUe, 
has  a  way  of  repeating  himself,  an  obtusenees  to 
the  ne  quid  nimis,  that  is  stupefying.  It  reminds 
me  of  organ-musio  and  my  good  friend  Sebastian 
Bach.  A  fugue  or  two  will  do  very  well ;  but  a 
ooooert  made  up  of  nothing  else  is  altogether  too 
epic  for  me.  There  is  nothing  so  desperately  mo- 
BOtaooas  aa  the  sea,  and  I  no  longer  wonder  at  the 
enthf  of  pirates.  Fancy  an  exiitenoe  in  which 
the  coming  up  of  a  clumsy  finback  whale,  who  says 
Pooh  f  to  you  solemnly  as  yon  lean  oTer  the  taff- 
rail,  is  an  erent  aa  exciting  as  an  deotion  on 
shore!  The  dampnem  seems  to  strike  into  the 
wits  as  into  the  lucifer>matehea,  so  that  one  may 
saateh  a  thought  half  a  doaen  timet  and  get  noth- 
ing at  last  but  a  faint  spatter,  the  forlorn  hope  d 
fire,  which  only  goes  far  enough  to  leave  a  senae  of 
■offooatton  behind  it.  Even  smoking  beocmea  an 
employment  instead  of  a  soUce.  Who  lem  likely 
to  eome  to  their  wit's  end  than  W.  M.  T.  and 
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A.  H.  C.  ?  Yet  I  have  teen  them  driven  to  five 
meals  a  <lay  for  mental  occupation.  I  sometimes  sit 
and  pity  Noah ;  but  even  he  had  this  advantage 
over  all  succeeding  navigators,  that,  wherever  be 
landed,  he  was  sure  to  get  no  ill  news  from  home. 
He  should  be  canonized  as  the  patron-saint  of 
newspaper  correspondents,  being  the  only  man  who 
ever  had  the  very  last  authentic  intelligence  from 
everywhere. 

The  finback  whale  recorded  just  above  has  much 
the  look  of  a  brown-paper  parcel,  —  the  whitish 
striix's  that  run  across  him  answering  for  the  pack- 
thread. He  has  a  kind  of  accidental  hole  in  the 
top  of  his  head,  through  which  he  pooh-poohs  the 
rest  of  creation,  and  which  looks  as  if  it  had  been 
made  by  the  chance  thrust  of  a  chestnut  rail.  He 
was  our  first  event.  Our  second  was  harpooning  a 
sunfish,  which  basked  dozing  on  the  lap  of  the  sea, 
looking  so  much  like  the  giant  turtle  of  an  alder- 
man's dream,  that  I  am  persuaded  he  would  have 
let  himself  be  made  into  mock-turtle  soup  rather 
than  acknowledge  his  impostiu*.  But  he  broke 
away  just  as  they  were  hauling  him  over  the  side, 
and  sank  placidly  through  the  clear  water,  leaving 
behind  liim  a  crimson  trail  that  wavered  a  moment 
and  was  gone. 

The  sea,  though,  has  better  sights  than  these. 
When  we  were  up  with  the  Azores,  we  began  to 
meet  flying-fish  and  Portuguese  men-of-war  beau- 
tiful as  the  galley  of  Cleopatra,  tiny  craft  that 
dared  these  seas  before  Columbus.  I  have  seen 
one  of  the  former  rise  from  the  crest  of  a  wave. 
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and,  j^anctng  from  another  some  two  hundred  feet 
beyond,  take  a  fresh  fli<;ht  of  perhaps  as  far.  How 
Calderon  would  have  Himilized  this  pretty  creature 
had  he  ever  Men  it !  How  would  he  have  run  him 
op  and  down  the  gamut  of  simile  t  If  a  fish,  then 
a  fish  with  wings ;  if  a  bird,  then  a  bird,  with  fins  ; 
and  so  on,  keeping  up  the  light  shuttle-cock  of  a 
omioeit  as  is  his  wont.  Indeed,  the  poor  thing  is 
the  moet  killing  bait  for  a  comparison,  and  I  assure 
you  I  have  three  or  four  in  my  inkstand  ;  —  but  be 
calm,  they  shall  stay  there.  Moore,  who  looked 
on  all  natore  as  a  kind  of  Gradus  ad  Pamas»um, 
a  theMturus  of  similitude,  and  spent  his  life  in  a 
game  of  What  is  my  thought  like  ?  with  himself, 
did  the  flying-fish  on  his  way  to  Bermuda.  So 
I  leave  him  in  peace. 

The  most  beaatiful  thing  I  have  seen  at  sea,  all 
the  more  so  that  I  had  never  heard  of  it,  is  the 
trail  of  a  shoal  of  fish  through  the  phosphorescent 
water.  It  is  like  a  flight  of  Hilver  rockets,  or  the 
streaming  of  northern  lights  through  that  silent 
nether  heaven.  1  thought  nothing  could  go  beyond 
that  rustling  star-foam  which  was  churned  up  by 
our  ship's  bows,  or  those  eddies  and  disks  of  dreamy 
flame  that  rose  and  wandered  out  of  sight  behind 
as. 

'T  wM  fli«  oar  ahip  «m  plmifiar  UuvMgk, 
CoM  if*  that  e'ar  «Im  qaaHar  flaw ; 
Aad  wMriail^  MOW  of  idla  flaM 
Grow  fall  aad  vaaad,  aad  w«al  aad  aana, 
DmppUaff  wMi  Hgkl  tba  hag*  aaa  ifca 
That  lUd  bahM  M  la  tiM  vaka. 

But  than  was  something  evoi  more  deUeata^  nva 
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in  the  apparition  of  the  fUh,  as  they  turned  up  in 
gleaming  furrows  the  latent  moonshine  which  the 
ocean  seemed  to  have  hoarded  against  these  vacant 
interlunar  nights.  In  the  Mediterranean  one  day, 
as  we  were  lying  becalmed,  I  observed  the  water 
freckled  with  dingy  specks,  which  at  last  gathered 
to  a  pinkish  scum  on  the  surface.  The  sea  had 
been  so  phosphorescent  for  some  nights,  that  when 
the  Captain  gave  me  my  bath,  by  dousing  me  with 
buckets  from  the  house  on  deck,  the  spray  flew 
off  my  head  and  shoulders  in  sparks.  It  occurred 
to  me  that  tliis  dirty-looking  scum  might  be  the 
luminous  matter,  and  I  ha<l  a  pailful  dipped  up  to 
keep  till  after  dark.  When  I  went  to  look  at  it 
after  nightfall,  it  seemed  at  first  perfectly  dead ; 
but  when  I  shook  it,  the  whole  broke  out  into  what 
I  can  only  liken  to  milky  flames,  whose  lambent 
silence  was  strangely  beautiful,  and  startled  me  al- 
most as  actual  projection  might  an  alchemist.  I 
could  not  bear  to  be  the  death  of  so  much  beauty  ; 
80  I  poured  it  all  overboard  again. 

Another  sight  worth  taking  a  voyage  for  is  tliat 
of  the  sails  by  moonlight.  Our  course  was  "  south 
and  by  east,  half  south,"  so  that  we  seemed  bound 
for  the  full  moon  as  she  roUed  up  over  our  waver- 
ing horizon.  Then  I  used  to  go  forward  to  the 
bowsprit  and  look  back.  Our  ship  was  a  clipper, 
with  every  rag  set,  stunsails,  sky-scrapers,  and  all ; 
nor  was  it  ea^  to  believe  that  such  a  wonder  could 
be  built  of  canvas  as  that  white  many-storied  pile 
of  cloud  that  stooped  over  me  or  drew  back  aa  we 
rose  and  fell  with  the  waves. 
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These  are  all  the  wonders  I  can  reeafl  of  my  five 
weeks  at  sea,  except  the  son.  Were  you  ever  alone 
with  the  sun  ?  Yon  think  it  a  rexy  simple  quea* 
tion ;  bnt  I  never  was,  in  the  foil  sense  of  the 
word,  tin  I  was  held  op  to  him  one  cloadkss  day 
on  the  broad  buckler  of  the  ocean.  I  sappose  one 
might  have  the  Mune  feeling  in  the  desert  I  re- 
member getting  soipethhig  like  it  years  ago,  when 
I  climbed  alone  to  the  top  of  a  monntain,  and  lay 
imoe  np  on  the  hot  gray  moeis  striving  to  get  a  no* 
tion  of  how  an  Arab  might  f  eeL  It  was  my  Amer> 
ican  commentary  of  the  Koran,  and  not  a  bad  one. 
In  a  New  EngUind  winter,  too,  when  everything  is 
gagged  with  snow,  as  if  some  gigantic  physical  geo- 
grapher were  taking  a  cast  of  the  earth's  face  in 
plaster,  the  bare  knob  of  a  hill  will  introduce  yoa 
to  the  sun  as  a  comparative  stranger.  But  at  sea 
yon  may  be  alone  with  him  day  after  day,  and 
almost  all  day  long.  I  never  understood  before 
that  nothing  short  of  full  daylight  can  give  the 
sopremest  sense  of  solitude.  Darkness  will  not  do 
so,  for  the  imagination  peoples  it  with  more  shapes 
than  ever  were  poured  from  the  froaen  loins  of  the 
popakms  North.  The  sun,  I  sometimes  think,  is  a 
little  gro%Uy  at  sea,  especially  at  high  noon,  feeling 
that  he  wastes  his  beams  on  those  frnitless  furrows. 
It  is  otherwise  with  the  moon.  She  **  comforts  the 
night,**  as  Chapman  finely  says,  and  I  always  found 
her  a  companionable  creature. 

In  the  ocea»>horiaon  I  took  untiring  delight  It 
is  the  tme  magio^nrele  of  expectation  and  conjeo* 
ton*,  —  almost  as  j^iod  as  a  wishing-ring.     What 
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will  rise  over  that  edge  we  sail  towards  dafly  and 
never  overtake  ?  A  sail  ?  an  island  ?  the  new 
shore  of  the  Old  World  ?  Something  rose  every 
day,  wliich  I  need  not  have  gone  so  far  to  see,  but 
at  whose  levee  I  was  a  much  more  faithful  courtier 
than  on  shore.  A  cloudless  simrise  in  mid-ocean 
is  beyond  comparison  for  simple  grandeur.  It  is 
like  Dante's  style,  bare  and  perfect.  Naked  sun 
meets  naked  sea,  the  true  classic  of  nature.  There 
may  be  more  sentiment  in  morning  on  shore,  —  the 
shivering  fairy-jewelry  of  dew,  the  silver  point-lace 
of  siKirkling  hoar-frost,  —  but  there  is  also  more 
complexity,  more  of  the  romantic.  Tlie  one  savors 
of  the  elder  Edda,  the  other  of  the  Minnesingeva. 

And  I  thna  Boating,  lonely  elf, 

A  Idod  of  pUaet  by  myielf , 

The  mista  draw  ap  atid  fori  awaj, 

And  in  the  east  a  warming  gray, 

Faint  as  the  tint  of  oaken  woods 

When  o'er  their  bnds  May  breathes  and  broods, 

Tells  that  the  golden  sunrise  tide 

Is  lowing  iq»  earth's  thirsty  side, 

Eneb  moment  pnrpling  on  the  crest 

Of  some  static  billow  farther  west : 

And  as  die  sea-moss  droops  and  bean 

The  gnigling  flood  thatneais  and  nenss, 

And  then  with  tremnloos  content 

Floata  oat  each  thankful  filament. 

So  waited  I  until  it  came, 

Ood's  daily  miracle,  —  O  shame 

That  I  had  seen  ao  many  days 

Unthankful,  without  wondering  praise. 

Not  recking  more  this  bliss  of  earth 

Than  the  cheap  fire  that  lights  my  bearthl 

But  now  glad  thongbts  and  holy  poor 

Into  my  heart,  as  onee  a  year 

To  San  Miniato's  open  door. 
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Thiowgfc  dopM  of  na,  throagli  dhailnwi  hoar, 

^Hm  0Mnbd  iMMka  dow  fiBmhlBf  dvt 

Aad  Uk*  •  foUM  «MMr  •wfair 

FVaaa  rear  to  froat,  fnm  froat  to  nar 

Th«ir  ftltcraatiBf  banto  of  prmiae. 

Till  Um  rooTs  Udkmg  Mt^ths  gaw 

Dowa  throatfc  aa  odotoai  adst,  that  enwb 

Liagariaicly  "P  t^  ilarfcaatil  walla, 

Aad  th*  din  aiahi,  riiaat  loaf, 

Aia  atartled  with  triamplMat  aoair* 

I  wrote  yesterday  that  the  sea  still  rimmetl  our 
pn>sy  lives  with  mystery  and  conjecture.  But  one 
in  hhut  up  on  shipboard  like  Montaigne  in  his 
tower,  with  notliing  to  do  but  to  review  his  own 
thoughts  and  cuutradict  himself.  />irc,  rtdire^  et 
me  contredire,  will  be  the  staple  of  my  journal  till 
I  sec  land.  I  say  nothing  of  such  matters  as  the 
montagna  hrutia  on  which  Ulysses  wrecked ;  but 
since  the  sixteenth  century  could  any  man  reason- 
ably hope  to  stumble  on  one  of  those  wonders  which 
were  cheap  as  dirt  in  the  days  of  St.  Saga  ?  Faus- 
tus,  Don  Juan,  and  Tannhauser  are  the  last  ghosts 
of  legend,  that  lingered  almost  till  the  Gallic  cock- 
crow of  universal  enlightenment  and  disillusion. 
'V\iv  Public  School  has  done  for  Imagination.  Wliat 
shall  I  see  in  Outre-Mer,  or  on  the  way  thither,  but 
what  can  be  seen  with  eyes  ?  To  be  sore,  I  stick 
by  the  sea-aerpent,  and  would  fain  beliere  that  sci- 
ence has  scotched,  not  killetl  him.  Nor  is  he  tc 
be  lightly  given  op,  for,  like  Uic  old  Scandinarian 
snake,  he  binds  together  for  us  the  two  hemispheres 
of  PsMt  and  Pn>M>nt,  of  lielief  and  Science.  He  is 
the  link  which  knits  as  seaboard  Yankees  with  our 
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Norse  progenitors,  interpreting  between  the  Age  of 
the  dragon  and  that  of  the  railroad-train.  We 
have  made  ducks  and  drakes  of  that  large  estate  of 
wonder  and  delight  bequeathed  to  us  by  ancestral 
vikings,  and  this  alone  remains  to  us  unthrift  Heirs 
of  Linn. 

I  feel  an  undefined  respect  for  a  man  who  has 
seen  the  sea-serpent.  He  is  to  his  brother-fishers 
what  the  poet  is  to  his  fellow-men.  AVhere  they 
have  seen  nothing  better  than  a  school  of  horse- 
macrkcrel,  or  the  idle  coils  of  ocean  round  Half-way 
K<M'k,  he  has  caught  authentic  glimpses  of  the  with- 
dniwing  mantle-hem  of  the  £dda  age.  I  care  not 
for  the  monster  himself.  It  is  not  the  tiling,  but 
the  belief  in  the  thing,  that  is  dear  to  me.  May 
it  be  long  before  Professor  Owen  is  comforted  with 
the  sight  of  his  unfleshed  vertebrae,  long  before 
they  stretch  many  a  rood  l)ehind  Kimball's  or  Bar- 
num's  glass,  reflected  in  the  shallow  orbs  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Public,  which  stare,  but  see  not!  I 
speak  of  him  in  the  singular  number,  for  I  insist 
on  believing  that  there  is  but  one  left,  >vithout 
chance  of  duplicate.  When  we  reatl  tliat  Captain 
Spalding,  of  the  pink-stem  TTiree  Follies^  has  be- 
held him  rushing  through  the  brine  like  an  infinite 
series  of  bewitched  mackerel-casks,  we  feel  that  the 
mystery  of  old  Ocean,  at  least,  has  not  yet  been 
sounded,  —  tliat  Faith  and  Awe  survive  there  un- 
evaporate.  I  once  ventured  the  horse-mackerel 
theory  to  an  old  fisherman,  browner  than  a  tomcod. 
**  Hos-mackril  1 "  he  exclaimed  indignantly,  "  hos- 
mackril  be  — "  (here  he  used  a  phrase  commonly 


AT  SBA  109 

indicated  in  laical  literature  by  the  same  sign  which 
•enres  for  Doctorate  in  Divinity,)  **  don't  yer  spoee 
/know  a  hoe-mackril?**  The  intonatioii  of  that 
''/**  would  have  silenced  Profeaaor  Monkbama 
Owen  with  his  provoking  phoca  forever.  Wliat  if 
one  ahould  ask  Aim  if  he  knew  a  trilobitc  ? 

The  fanlt  of  modem  traveUert  is,  that  they  see 
nothing  out  of  sight.  They  talk  of  eocene  periods 
and  tertiary  formations,  and  tell  us  how  the  world 
looked  to  the  plesiosanr.  They  take  science  (or 
neaeieDoe)  with  them,  uistead  of  that  soul  of  gener* 
oos  trust  their  elders  had.  All  their  senses  are 
soepdcs  and  doubters,  materialists  reporting  things 
for  other  sceptics  to  doubt  still  furtlier  upon.  Na- 
ture becomes  a  reluctant  witoees  upon  the  stand, 
badgered  with  geologist  hammers  an<l  phials  of  acid. 
There  have  been  no  travellers  Hiiuo  th«hie  included 
in  Hakluyt  antl  Purchas,  except  Martin,  perhaps, 
who  saw  an  inch  or  two  into  the  invisible  at  the 
Western  Islands.  We  have  peripatetic  lecturers, 
but  no  more  travellers.  Travellers*  stories  are  no 
longer  proverbiaL  We  have  picked  nearly  every 
apple  (wormy  or  otherwise)  from  the  world's  tree 
of  knowledge,  and  that  without  an  Eve  to  tempt  ua. 
Two  or  three  have  hitherto  hung  luckily  beycmd 
reach  on  a  lofty  bough  shadowing  the  interior  of 
Africa,  but  there  is  a  German  Doctor  at  this  very 
rooment  pelting  at  them  with  sticks  and  sttmea.  Ik 
may  be  only  next  week,  and  these  too,  bitten  by 
geograpbem  and  geologists,  will  be  thrown  away. 

Analysis  is  carried  into  ever}'thing.  Even  Deity 
is  sabjeoked  to  eheouo  tetta.    We  mntk  have  esaet 
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kn«wlo<1<;c,  a  cabinet  stuck  full  of  facts  prened, 
(Irieil,  or  prcsorvcil  in  spirits,  instfaJ  of  the  laige, 
vague  world  our  fathers  had.  With  them  acienoe 
waa  poetry ;  with  us,  poetry  is  science.  Our  modern 
Eilen  is  a  hortus  siccus.  Tourists  defraud  rather 
than  enrich  us.  They  have  not  tliat  sense  of  aes- 
tlietic  proportion  which  characterized  the  elder  trav> 
eller.  Earth  is  no  longer  the  fine  work  of  art  it  was, 
for  nothing  is  left  to  the  imagination.  Job  llortop, 
arriveil  at  the  height  of  the  Bermudas,  thinks  it 
full  time  to  indulge  us  in  a  merman.  Nay,  there 
is  a  story  told  by  Webster,  in  his  Witchcraft,  of 
a  merman  with  a  mitre,  who,  on  being  sent  back 
to  his  watery  diocese  of  finland,  made  what  ad- 
vances he  could  toward  an  episcopal  benediction  by 
bowing  his  head  thrice.  Doubtless  he  liad  been 
consecrated  by  St.  Antony  of  Padua.  A  dumb 
bishop  would  be  sometimes  no  unpleasant  phenom- 
enon, by  the  way.  Sir  John  Hawkins  is  not  satis- 
fietl  with  telling  us  about  the  merely  sensual  Cana- 
ries, but  is  generous  enough  to  throw  us  in  a  hand- 
ful of  "  certain  flitting  islands  "  to  boot.  Henry 
llawkes  describes  the  visible  Mexican  cities,  and 
then  is  not  so  frugal  but  that  he  can  give  us  a  few 
invisible  ones.  Thus  do  these  generous  ancient 
mariners  make  children  of  us  again.  Their  succes- 
sors show  us  an  earth  effete  and  in  a  double  sense 
past  bearing,  tracing  out  with  the  eyes  of  indus- 
trious fleas  every  wrinkle  and  crowfoot. 

The  journals  of  the  elder  navigators  are  prose 
Odysseys.  The  geographies  of  our  ancestors  were 
works  of  fancy  and  imagination.    They  read  poems 
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where  we  yawu  over  items.  Their  world  was  a 
huge  wonder-horn,  oxhaustless  as  that  which  Tlior 
strove  to  drain.  Ours  would  scarce  quench  the 
small  thirst  of  a  bee.  No  modem  voyager  brings 
back  the  magical  foundation-stones  of  a  Tempest. 
No  Man**)  Polo,  traversing  the  desert  beyond  the 
city  of  Lok,  would  tell  of  things  able  to  inspire  the 
mind  of  Milton  with 

"  CaUiiV  ahapw  and  baekiMiiv  duklowa  diM, 
Aad  aity  tof  w  tkat  qrllsbU  an't  bmiim 
Obi 


It  was  easy  enough  to  believe  the  story  of  Dante, 
when  two  thirds  of  even  the  upper-world  were  yet 
ontraversed  and  unmapped.  With  every  step  of 
the  recent  traveller  our  inheritance  of  the  wonder- 
ful is  diminished.  Those  iK'autifidly  pictured 
notes  of  the  Possible  are  redeemed  at  a  ruinous  dis- 
count in  tlie  hard  and  ciunbrous  coin  of  the  Actual. 
How  are  we  not  defrautUnl  and  ini]K>verished  ?  Does 
California  vie  with  El  Dorado?  or  are  Bruce's 
Abyssinian  kings  a  set-off  for  Prester  John  ?  A 
binl  in  the  bush  is  worth  two  in  the  hand.  And 
if  the  philosophers  have  not  even  yet  been  able  to 
agree  whether  the  worUl  has  any  eziitenoe  inde* 
pendent  of  ouraelvea,  how  do  we  not  gain  a  loss  in 
every  addition  to  the  catalogue  of  Vulgar  Errors  ? 
Where  are  the  fishes  which  nidificated  in  trees? 
Where  the  monopodes  sheltering  themselTes  from 
the  son  beneath  their  singh>  umbrella-like  foot,  — 
umbrel]a4ike  in  everything  but  the  fatal  necessity 
of  1x>ing  Ixtrrowed?  Where  the  Aoephali,  with 
whom  IIenMlotu<s  in  a  kind  of  eettaty,  wound  up 
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biH  climax  of  men  with  abnormal  top-pieoes? 
WluTc  the  Roc  whose  eggs  are  poHsibly  boulders, 
nci'diuj;  no  far-fetched  theory  of  glacier  or  iceberg 
to  ucrount  for  them  ?  Where  the  tails  of  the  men 
of  Kent  ?  Where  the  no  legs  of  the  bird  of  panu 
dise  ?  Where  the  Unicom,  vrith  that  single  horn 
of  his,  sovereign  against  all  manner  of  poisons? 
Where  that  Thessalian  spring,  which,  without  cost 
to  the  country,  convicted  and  punished  j)erjurers? 
Where  tlie  Amazons  of  Orellana?  Where,  in  short, 
the  Fountain  of  Youth  ?  All  these,  and  a  thousand 
otluT  varieties,  we  have  lost,  and  liave  got  nothing 
instead  of  them.  And  those  who  have  robbed  us 
of  them  have  stolen  tliat  which  not  enriches  them- 
selves. It  is  so  much  wealth  cast  into  the  sea  be- 
yond all  approach  of  diving-bells.  We  owe  no 
thanks  to  Mr.  J.  E.  Worcester,  whose  Geography 
we  studie<l  enforcedly  at  school.  Yet  even  he  had  his 
relentings,  and  in  some  softer  moment  vouchsafed 
us  a  fine,  inspiring  print  of  the  Maelstrom,  answer- 
able to  the  twenty-four  mile  diameter  of  its  sao- 
tion.  Year  by  year,  more  and  more  of  the  world 
gets  disenchanted.  Even  the  icy  privacy  of  the 
arctic  and  antarctic  circles  is  invaded.  Our  youth 
are  no  longer  ingenuous,  a.s  indeed  no  ingenuity  is 
demanded  of  them.  Everything  is  accounted  for, 
everything  cut  and  dried,  and  the  world  may  be 
put  together  as  easily  as  the  fragments  of  a  dis- 
sected map.  The  Mysterious  bounds  nothing  now 
on  the  North,  South,  East,  or  West.  We  have 
played  Jack  Homer  with  our  earth,  till  there  is 
never  a  plum  left  in  it. 
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II 
Df  THE  MEDITEKKAXEAN 

The  first  tight  of  a  shore  so  historical  as  that  of 
Earc^  gtvw  an  Amerioan  a  strange  thrill.  ^Vhat 
we  always  feel  the  artistio  want  of  at  home  is  back- 
ground. It  u  aU  idle  to  say  we  are  Englishmen, 
and  that  English  histoiy  is  ours  too.  It  is  pre- 
oiaely  in  this  that  we  are  not  Englishmen,  inasmudi 
at  we  <mly  pottett  their  history  throogh  oar  minds, 
and  not  by  lifeJong  aitooiation  with  a  spot  and  an 
idea  we  call  England.  History  without  the  soil  it 
grew  in  is  more  instructive  than  inspiring, —  an  ac- 
quisition, and  not  an  inheritance.  It  is  laid  away 
in  our  monories,  and  does  not  run  in  our  reins. 
Surely,  in  all  that  oonoemt  aetbetict,  Europeant 
hare  us  at  an  immenaa  adrantage.  They  start  at 
a  point  which  we  arrire  at  after  weary  years,  for 
literature  is  not  shut  up  in  boda^  nor  art  in  gal> 
leries :  both  are  taken  in  by  uneopteiom  abtorpdoik 
through  the  finer  pores  of  mind  and  character  in 
the  atnuMphere  of  society.  We  are  not  yet  ovft  of 
our  OrMoe-hood,  and  must  make  our  own  took  aa 
best  we  may.  Yet  I  think  we  shaU  find  the  good 
of  it  one  of  these  days,  in  being  thrown  baok  mora 
wholly  on  nature;  and  oar  literatare,  when  we 
hare  learned  to  feel  oar  own  strength,  and  to  re- 
spect oar  own  tbnfqgH  because  it  is  oors,  and  not 
beoaose  the  Earopean  Mrs.  Ornndy  agrees  witii 
it,  will  hare  a  fresh  flaror  and  a  strong  body  that 
will  reoooiBMBd  il»  eapeoially  at  what  we  import 
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U  waUTcd  more  and  more  liberally  with  every  vin- 
tafjo. 

My  first  glimpse  of  Europe  was  the  shore  of 
Sj)ain.  One  morning  a  cream-colored  blur  on  the 
now  unwavering  horizon's  edge  was  pointed  out  to 
me  as  Cadiz.  Since  we  got  into  the  Mediterranean, 
we  have  been  becalmed  for  some  days  within  easy 
view  of  land.  All  along  are  fine  mountains,  brown 
all  day,  and  Mrith  a  bloom  on  them  at  sunset  like 
that  of  a  ripe  plum.  Here  and  there  at  their  feet 
little  white  towns  are  sprinkled  along  the  edge  of 
the  water,  like  the  grains  of  rice  dropped  by  the 
princess  in  the  story.  Sometimes  we  see  larger 
buildings  on  the  moimtain  slopes,  probably  con- 
vents. I  sit  and  wonder  whether  the  farther  peaks 
may  not  be  the  Sierra  Morena  (the  rusty  saw)  of 
Don  Quixote.  I  resolve  that  they  shall  be,  and 
am  content.  Surely  latitude  and  longitude  never 
showed  me  any  particular  respect,  that  I  should  be 
over-scrupulous  with  them. 

But  after  all.  Nature,  though  she  may  be  more 
beautiful,  is  nowhere  so  entertaining  as  in  man, 
and  the  best  thing  I  have  seen  and  learned  at  sea 
is  our  Chief  Mate.  My  first  acquaintance  with 
him  was  made  over  my  knife,  which  he  asked  to 
look  at,  and,  after  a  critical  examination,  handed 
back  to  me,  saying,  *^  I  should  n't  wonder  if  that 
*ere  was  a  good  piece  o'  stuff."  Since  then  he  has 
transferred  a  part  of  his  regard  for  my  knife  to  its 
owner.  I  like  folks  who  like  an  honest  bit  of  steel, 
and  take  no  interest  whatever  in  **  your  Raphaels, 
Correggios,  and  stuff."    There  is  always  more  than 
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the  ayerage  hanum  nature  in  a  man  who  has  a 
hearty  sympathy  with  iron.  It  is  a  manly  metal, 
with  no  sordid  associations  like  gold  and  silver. 
My  sailor  fully  came  up  to  my  expectation  on 
further  acquaintance.  He  might  well  be  called  an 
old  sah  who  had  been  wrecked  on  Spitsbergen  be- 
fore I  was  bom.  He  was  not  an  American^  but  I 
should  never  have  guessed  it  by  his  speech.,  which 
was  the  purest  Cape  Cod,  and  I  reckon  myself  a 
good  taster  of  dialects.  Nor  was  he  less  Ameri- 
oanixod  in  all  his  thoughts  and  feelings,  a  singular 
proof  of  the  ease  with  which  our  omnivorous  coun- 
try assimilates  foreign  matter,  provided  it  be  Prot- 
estants for  he  was  a  grown  man  ere  he  became  an 
American  citizen.  He  used  to  walk  the  deck  with 
his  hands  in  his  pockets,  in  seeming  abstraction, 
but  nothing  escaped  his  eye.  Sow  he  saw,  I  could 
never  make  out,  though  I  had  a  theory  that  it  was 
with  his  elbows.  After  he  had  taken  me  (or  my 
knife)  into  his  confidence,  he  took  care  that  I 
shoold  see  whatever  he  deemed  of  interest  to  a 
landsman.  Without  looking  up,  he  would  say, 
suddenly,  ^  Ther  *s  a  whale  bbwin*  deam  up  to 
win*ard,*'  or,  '* Them's  porpises  to  leeward:  that 
means  chXnge  o*  wind."  He  is  as  impervious  to 
cold  as  a  polar  bear,  and  paces  the  deck  during  hia 
watch  much  as  one  of  those  yellow  hummocks  goes 
slumping  up  and  down  his  cage.  On  the  Atlan- 
tic, if  the  wind  blew  a  gale  from  the  northeast,  and 
it  was  cold  as  an  English  summer,  he  was  sure  to 
turn  out  in  a  ealioo  shirt  and  troosers,  his  fonj 
brown  chest  half  bare,  and  slippers,  without  stock* 
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ings.  But  lest  you  might  fancy  this  to  have 
chanced  by  defect  of  wardrobe,  he  comes  out  in  a 
monstrous  pea-jacket  here  in  the  Mediterranean, 
when  the  evening  is  so  hot  that  Adam  would  have 
been  glad  to  leave'  off  his  fig-leaves.  **  It  ^s  a  kind 
o*  damp  and  unwholesome  in  tliese  'ere  waters,'* 
he  says,  evidently  regarding  tlie  Midland  Sea  as  a 
vile  standing -pool,  in  comparison  with  the  bluff 
ocean.  At  meals  he  is  superb,  not  only  for  his 
strengths,  but  his  weaknesses.  He  has  some  how 
or  other  come  to  think  me  a  wag,  and  if  I  ask  him 
to  pass  the  butter,  detects  an  occult  joke,  and 
laughs  as  much  as  is  proper  for  a  mate.  For  you 
must  know  that  our  social  hierarchy  on  shipboard 
is  precise,  and  the  second  mate,  were  he  present, 
would  only  laugh  half  as  much  as  the  first.  Mr. 
X.  always  combs  his  hair,  and  works  himself  into 
a  black  frock-coat  (on  Sundays  he  adds  a  waist- 
coat) before  he  comes  to  meals,  sacrificing  himself 
nobly  and  painfully  to  the  social  proprieties.  The 
second  mate,  on  the  other  hand,  who  eats  after  us, 
enjoys  the  privilege  of  shirtsleeves,  and  is,  I  think, 
the  happier  man  of  the  two.  We  do  not  have 
seats  above  and  below  the  salt,  as  in  old  time,  but 
above  and  below  the  white  sugar.  Mr.  X.  always 
takes  brown  sugar,  and  it  is  delightful  to  see  how 
he  ignores  the  existence  of  certain  delicates  which 
he  considers  above  his  grade,  tipping  his  head  on 
one  side  with  an  air  of  abstraction,  so  that  he  may 
seem  not  to  deny  himself,  but  to  omit  helping  him- 
self from  inadvertence  or  absence  of  mind.  At 
such  times  he  wrinkles  his  forehead  in  a  peculiar 
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manner,  inaemtaUe  at  first  aa  a  otmeiform  inscrip- 
tion, but  as  easily  read  after  you  onoe  get  the  key. 
TIm  tense  of  it  is  something  like  this :  **  I,  X., 
know  my  place,  a  height  of  wisdom  attained  by 
few.  Whatever  yon  may  think,  I  do  not  see  thi^ 
enrrant  jelly,  nor  that  preaenred  grape.  Espe- 
cially, a  kind  Providence  has  made  me  blincl  to 
bowls  of  white  sugar,  and  deaf  to  the  pop  of  cham- 
pagne corks.  It  b  much  that  a  merciful  compen- 
sation gives  me  a  sense  of  the  dingier  hue  of  Ua> 
vaaa,  and  the  muddier  gurgle  of  beer.  Are  there 
potted  meats  ?  My  physician  has  ordered  me  three 
pounds  of  minced  salt-junk  at  every  meaL*'  There 
b  such  a  thing,  you  know,  as  a  ship*s  husband : 
X.  b  the  ship's  poor  relation. 

As  I  have  said,  he  takes  also  a  below-the-white* 
sugar  interest  in  the  jokes,  laughing  by  precise 
point  of  oompaas,  just  as  he  would  lay  the  ship's 
course,  all  yavomg  being  out  of  the  question  with 
hb  scrupulous  decorum  at  the  helm.  Once  or 
twice  I  have  got  the  better  of  him,  and  touched 
him  off  into  a  kind  of  oompromised  explosion,  like 
that  of  damp  fireworks,  that  splutter  and  nmmer 
a  little,  and  tlicn  go  out  with  painful  slowneaa  and 
occasional  relapses.  But  hb  fuse  b  always  of  the 
unwillingest,  and  yon  must  blow  your  match,  and 
touch  him  off  again  and  again  with  the  same  joke. 
Or  rather,  you  must  magnetise  him  many  timea  to 
get  him  en  rappoii  with  a  jest  Thb  once  accoin- 
pUshed,  yon  have  him,  and  one  bit  of  fan  will  last 
the  whole  voyage.  He  prefers  those  of  one  sylla- 
ble, the  o^  o6«  of  humor.    The  gradual  fattening 
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of  the  steward,  a  benevolent  mulatto  with  whiskers 
and  ear-ringH,  who  looks  as  if  he  had  been  meant 
for  a  woman,  and  had  become  a  man  by  accident, 
as  in  some  of  those  stories  of  the  elder  physiolo> 
gists,  is  an  abiding  topic  of  humorous  comment 
with  Mr.  X.  **  That  'ere  stooard,*'  he  says,  with  a 
brown  grin  like  what  you  might  fancy  on  the  face 
of  a  serious  and  aged  seal,  *■"  's  agittin'  as  fat  *s  a 
porpis.  He  was  as  thin  "s  a  shingle  when  he  come 
aboord  last  v'yge.  Them  trousis  '11  bust  yit  He 
don't  darst  take  *em  ofif  nights,  for  the  whole  ship's 
company  could  n't  git  him  into  'em  agin."  And 
then  he  turns  aside  to  enjoy  the  intensity  of  his 
emotion  by  himself,  and  you  hear  at  intervals  low 
rumblings,  an  indigestion  of  laughter.  He  tells  me 
of  St.  Elmo's  fires,  Marvell's  corposants^  though 
with  him  the  original  corpos  santoa  has  sufiFered 
a  sea  change,  and  tume<l  to  comepleasants^  pledges 
of  fine  weather.  I  shall  not  soon  find  a  pleas- 
anter  companion.  It  is  so  delightful  to  meet  a 
man  who  knows  just  what  you  do  not.  Nay,  I  think 
the  tired  mind  finds  something  in  plump  ignorance 
like  what  the  body  feels  in  cushiony  moss.  Talk 
of  the  sympathy  of  kindred  pursuits  I  It  is  the 
sympathy  of  the  upper  and  nether  millstones,  both 
forever  grinding  the  same  grist,  and  wearing  each 
other  smooth.  One  has  not  far  to  seek  for  book- 
nature,  artist-nature,  every  varietj'  of  superinducetl 
uature,  in  short,  but  genuine  himian-nature  is  hard 
to  find.  And  how  good  it  is !  Wholesome  as  a 
potato,  fit  company  for  any  dish.  Tlie  f reemasomy 
of  cultivated  men  is  agreeable,  but  artificial,  and  I 
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like  better  the  natural  grip  with  which  manhood 
reoogniies  manhood. 

X.  baa  one  good  story,  and  with  that  I  leave 
him,  wishing  him  with  all  my  heart  that  little  in- 
land farm  at  last  which  is  his  calenture  as  he  paces 
the  windy  deck.  One  evening,  when  the  clouds 
looked  wild  and  whirling,  I  asked  X.  if  it  was 
coming  on  to  blow.  ^  No,"  guess  not,**  said  he ; 
**  bomby  the  moon  *11  be  up,  and  80o£F  away  that 
*ere  loose  stuff.'*  His  intonation  set  the  phraae 
**  sooff  away  **  in  quotation-marks  as  plain  as  print. 
So  I  put  a  query  in  each  eye,  and  he  went  on. 
"•  Ther*  was  a  Dutch  cappen  onct,  an*  his  mate 
come  to  him  in  the  cabin,  where  he  sot  takin'  his 
schnapps,  an*  says,  'Capix?n,  it  *s  agittin'  thick,  an* 
kx^  kin'  o*  squally,  bed  n't  we  *s  good  *s  shorten 
sail?*  *Gimmy  my  alminick,*  says  the  cappen. 
So  he  looks  at  it  a  spell,  an*  says  be,  *  The  moon  *s 
doo  in  less  *n  half  an  hour,  an*  she  *11  sooff  away 
ev'ythin'  clare  agin.*  So  the  mate  be  goes,  an* 
bnmby  down  he  comes  agin,  an*  says,  *  Cappen, 
this  *ere  *8  the  allfiredeft,  powerfullest  moon  't  ever 
you  did  see.  She  *8  scoffed  away  the  maintogal- 
lants*!,  an*  sbe*s  to  work  on  the  foretope'l  now. 
Guess  yon  *d  better  look  in  the  alminick  agin,  an' 
ftn*  out  when  thU  moon  sets.'  So  the  cappen 
thought  *t  was  *bont  time  to  go  on  deck.  Dreadful 
sbw  them  Dutch  cappens  be.**  And  X.  walked 
away,  rumbling  inwardly,  like  the  rote  of  the  iCA 
beard  afau*. 

And  so  we  arrived  at  Blalta.  Did  yon  ever  bear 
of  one  of  those  eating-houses,  where,  for  a  oertain 
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fee,  the  guest  has  the  right  to  make  one  thrust 
with  a  fork  into  a  huge  pot,  in  which  the  whole 
dinner  is  Lubbling,  getting  jierhaps  a  bit  of  boiled 
meat,  or  a  potato,  or  else  nothing?  Well,  when 
the  great  caldron  of  war  is  seething,  and  the  na- 
tions stand  round  it  striving  to  fish  out  something 
to  their  purpose  from  the  mess,  Britannia  always 
has  a  great  advantage  in  her  trident.  Malta  is 
one  of  the  titbits  she  has  impaled  with  that  awful 
implement  I  was  not  sorry  for  it,  when  I  reached 
my  clean  inn,  with  its  kindly  English  landlady. 


in 

ITALY 

The  father  of  the  celebrated  Mr.  Jonathan  Wild 
was  in  the  habit  of  saying,  that  "travelling  was 
travelling  in  one  part  of  the  world  as  weU  as  an- 
other ;  it  consisted  in  being  such  a  time  from 
home,  and  in  traversing  so  many  leagues  ;  and  he 
appealed  to  experience  whether  most  of  our  travel- 
lers in  France  and  Italy  did  not  prove  at  their  re- 
turn that  they  might  have  been  sent  as  profitably 
to  Norway  and  Grreenland.*'  Fielding  himself,  the 
author  of  this  sarcasm,  was  a  very  dififerent  kind  of 
traveller,  as  his  Lisbon  journal  shows ;  but  we  think 
he  told  no  more  than  the  truth  in  regard  to  the  far 
greater  part  of  those  idle  peoj)le  who  powder  them- 
selves with  dust  from  the  highways  and  blur  their 
memories  with  a  whirl  through  the  galleries  of 
Europe.     They  go  out  empty,  to  come  home  unpro- 
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titaiuv  tuil.  They  go  abroad  to  eaeape  ihemaelTes, 
and  fail,  as  Goethe  says  they  always  mnst,  in  the 
attempt  to  jump  away  from  their  own  shadows. 
And  yet  even  the  dullest  man,  if  he  went  honestly 
about  it,  might  bring  home  something  woitli  liav. 
ing  &oin  the  dullest  place.  If  Ovid,  instead  of  sen- 
thnentaHiiiig  in  the  Tristia,  had  left  behind  him 
a  treatise  on  the  language  of  the  Getss  which  he 
Beamed,  we  should  have  thanked  him  for  something 
move  truly  TaluaUe  than  all  his  poems.  Could 
men  only  learn  how  comfortably  the  world  can  get 
akmg  without  the  various  information  which  they 
bring  home  about  themselves  I  Honest  observation 
and  report  will  long  continue,  we  fear,  to  be  one  of 
the  rarest  of  human  things,  so  much  more  easily 
are  spectacles  to  be  had  than  eyes,  so  much  cheaper 
k  iliie  writing  than  exactness.  Let  any  one  who 
has  riaoerdy  endeavored  to  get  anything  like  facts 
with  regard  to  the  battles  of  our  eivfl  war  only  con- 
aider  how  much  more  he  has  learned  concerning 
tlw  splendid  emotioos  of  the  reporter  than  the 
events  of  the  fight,  (unless  he  has  had  the  good 
lode  of  a  peep  into  the  correspondence  of  some 
prioeleasly  uncultivated  private,)  and  he  will  feel 
that  narrative,  simple  as  it  seems,  can  be  weD  done 
by  two  kinds  of  men  only,  —  those  of  the  hij^iest 
genius  and  culture,  and  those  wholly  without  either. 
It  gradually  becomes  dear  to  us  that  the  easiest 
things  can  be  done  with  ease  only  by  Uie  very  few. 
est  people,  and  those  specially  endowed  to  that  end. 
The  Ett|^  langoage,  for  instance,  can  show  bat 
BBoere  diarist,  Pepys ;  and  yet  tt  shoold  seem 
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a  simple  matter  enough  to  jot  down  the  events  of 
every  day  for  one*s  self  without  thinking  of  Mrs. 
Posterity  Grundy,  who  has  a  perverse  way,  as  if 
she  were  a  testatrix  and  not  an  heir,  of  forgetting 
precisely  those  who  pay  most  assiduous  court  to 
her.  One  would  think,  too,  that  to  travel  and  tell 
what  you  have  seen  should  be  tolerably  easy ;  but 
in  ninety-nine  books  out  of  a  hundred  does  not  the 
tourist  bore  us  with  the  sensations  he  thinks  he 
ought  to  have  experienced,  instead  of  letting  ns 
know  what  he  saw  and  felt  ?  If  authors  would  only 
consider  that  the  way  to  write  an  enlivening  book 
is  not  by  seeing  and  saying  just  what  would  be  ex- 
pected of  them,  but  precisely  the  reverse,  the  public 
would  be  gainers.  What  tortures  have  we  not  seen 
the  worthiest  people  go  through  in  endeavoring  to 
get  up  the  appropriate  emotion  before  some  famous 
work  in  ft  foreign  gallery,  when  the  only  sincere 
feeling  they  had  was  a  praiseworthy  desire  to  es- 
cape I  If  one  does  not  like  the  Venus  of  Melos,  let 
him  not  fret  about  it,  for  he  may  be  sure  she  never 
will. 

Montaigne  felt  obliged  to  separate  himself  from 
travelling-companions  whose  only  notion  of  their 
function  was  tliat  of  putting  so*  many  leagues  a 
day  behind  them.  His  theory  was  that  of  Ulys- 
ses, who  was  not  content  with  seeing  the  cities  of 
many  men,  but  would  learn  their  minds  also.  And 
this  way  of  taking  time  enough,  while  we  think  it 
the  best  everywhere,  is  especially  excellent  in  a 
country  so  much  the  reverse  of  fast  as  Italy,  where 
impressions  need  to  steep  themselves  in  the   sun 
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and  ripen  glowly  m  peaches,  and  where  carpe  diem 
should  be  translated  take  yomr  own  time.  But  is 
there  any  particular  reason  why  everybody  should 
go  to  Italy,  or,  having  d<me  so,  should  tell  every- 
body else  what  he  supposes  he  ought  to  have  seen 
there  ?  Surely,  there  must  be  some  adequate  cause 
for  so  constant  an  effect 

Boswell,  in  a  letter  to  Sir  Andrew  Mitchell,  says, 
that,  if  he  could  only  see  Rome,  **  it  would  give  him 
talk  for  a  lifetime/*  The  utmost  stretch  of  his 
longing  is  to  pass  **  four  months  <m  classic  ground," 
after  which  he  wiU  come  back  to  Auchinleck  uH 
conviva  eatur^  —  a  condition  in  which  we  fear  the 
poor  fellow  returned  thither  only  too  often,  though 
unluippily  in  no  metaphorical  sense.  We  rather 
think,  that,  apart  from  the  pleasure  of  saying  he 
had  been  there,  Boswell  was  really  drawn  to  Italy 
by  the  fact  that  it  was  classic  ground,  and  this  not 
so  much  by  ita  association  with  great  events  as  with 
great  men,  for  whom,  with  all  his  weaknesses,  he 
had  an  invincible  pretlilcction.  But  Italy  has  a 
magnetic  virtue  quite  peculiar  to  her,  which  com- 
pels alike  steel  and  straw,  finding  something  in 
men  of  the  most  diverse  temp(>ramentB  by  which  to 
draw  them  to  herself.  Like  the  Siren,  she  sings 
to  every  voyager  a  different  song,  that  lays  hold  on 
the  special  weakness  of  his  nature.  The  German 
goes  thither  beoanie  Winckelmann  and  Goethe 
went,  and  because  he  can  find  there  a  sausage 
stronger  than  his  own  ;  the  Frenchman,  that  he 
may  flavor  his  infidelity  with  a  bitter  dash  of  Ul- 
tnunontanism,  or  find  fresher  seat  in  his  ohatteriag 
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boulevard  after  the  sombre  loneliness  of  Rome  ; 
the  Englishman,  because  the  same  Providence  that 
hears  tlie  young  ravens  when  they  017  is  careful  to 
furnish  prey  to  the  courier  also,  and  becaase  hit 
money  will  make  him  a  Milor  in  pctrtibus.  Bat 
to  the  American,  especially  if  he  be  of  an  imagi- 
native temper,  Italy  has  a  deeper  charm.  She 
gives  him  cheaply  what  gold  cannot  buy  for  him  at 
home,  a  Past  at  once  legendary  and  authentic,  and 
in  which  he  has  an  equal  clahn  with  every  other 
foreigner.  In  England  he  is  a  poor  relation  whose 
right  in  the  entail  of  home  traditions  has  been 
docked  by  revolution ;  of  France  his  notions  are 
purely  English,  and  he  can  scarce  help  feeling 
something  like  contempt  for  a  people  who  habitu- 
ally conceal  their  meaning  in  French ;  but  Rome 
is  the  mother-country  of  every  boy  who  has  de- 
voured Plutarch  or  taken  his  daily  doses  of  Flo- 
rus.  Italy  g^ves  us  antiquity  with  good  roads,  cheap 
living,  and,  above  all,  a  sense  of  freedom  from 
responsibility.  For  him  who  has  escaped  thither 
there  is  no  longer  any  tyranny  of  public  opinion ; 
its  fetters  drop  from  his  limbs  when  he  touches 
that  consecrated  shore,  and  he  rejoices  in  the  re- 
covery of  his  own  individuality.  He  is  no  longer 
met  at  every  turn  with  **  Under  which  king,  bezo- 
nian  ?  Speak,  or  die !  "  He  is  not  forced  to  take 
one  side  or  the  other  about  table-tipping,  or  the 
merits  of  General  Blank,  or  the  constitutionality 
of  anarchy.  He  has  found  an  Eden  where  he  need 
not  hide  his  natural  self  in  the  livery  of  any  opin- 
ion, and  may  be  as  happy  as  Adam,  if  he  be  wise 
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enoag^  to  keep  dear  of  the  apple  of  High  Art 
This  may  be  very  weak,  but  it  is  also  very  agree- 
able to  certain  tein{)eraiucnt8 ;  and  to  be  weak  is 
to  be  miserable  only  where  it  is  a  duty  to  be  strong. 

Coming  from  a  country  where  everything  seems 
shifting  like  a  qnicksand,  where  men  shed  their 
homes  as  snakes  their  skins,  where  you  may  meet  a 
tkree-etory  house,  or  even  a  church,  on  the  high- 
way, bitten  by  the  universal  gad-fly  of  bettering  its 
position,  where  we  have  known  a  tree  to  be  cut 
down  merely  because  *Mt  had  got  to  be  so  old,** 
the  sense  of  iiermanence,  unchangeablenesB,  and 
repose  which  Italy  gives  us  is  delightful.  The 
oft-repeated  non  S  piU  come  era  prima  may  be 
true  enough  of  Rome  politically,  but  it  is  not  true 
of  it  in  most  other  respects.  To  be  sure,  gas  and 
railroads  have  got  in  at  last;  but  one  may  still 
read  by  a  iucema  and  travel  by  vetturu,  if  he  like, 
nsing  Alberti  as  a  guide-book,  and  putting  np  at 
the  Bear  as  a  certain  keen-eyed  Gascon  did  three 
oentories  ago. 

There  is,  perhaps,  no  country  with  which  we  are 
so  btimate  as  wiUi  Italy,  —  none  of  which  we  are 
always  so  willing  to  hear  more.  Poets  and  proeers 
have  alike  compared  her  to  a  beautiful  woman  ; 
and  idiile  one  finds  nothing  bat  loyelineet  in  her, 
another  shndders  at  her  fatal  faseinatJon.  She  is 
the  revj  Witch- Venus  of  the  Middle  Agea.  Boger 
Ascham  says,  **  I  was  oooe  in  Italt/  myself,  but  I 
thank  God  my  abode  there  was  but  nine  days ;  and 
yet  I  saw  in  that  little  time,  in  one  city,  more  lib- 
erty to  sin  than  ever  I  heard  tell  of  in  oor  noUe 
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city  of  London  in  nine  years."  He  quotes  triumph- 
antly the  proverb,  —  Ingleae  itaiianato,  diavolo  in- 
camato.  A  century  later,  the  entei-tiiining  "  Rich- 
ard Lassels,  Gent,  who  Travelled  through  Italy 
Five  times  as  Tutor  to  several  of  the  English  No- 
bility and  Gentry,"  and  who  is  open  to  new  engage- 
ments in  that  kind,  declares,  that,  *'  For  the  Coun- 
try itself,  it  seemed  to  me  to  be  Nature  8  Darling^ 
and  the  Eldest  Sister  of  all  other  Countries ;  car- 
rying away  from  them  all  the  greatest  blessings  and 
favours,  and  receiving  such  gracious  looks  from  the 
Sun  and  Heaven^  that,  if  there  be  any  fault  in 
Italy^  it  is,  that  her  Mother  Nature  hath  cockered 
her  too  much,  even  to  make  her  become  Wanton." 
Plainly,  our  Tannhiiuser  is  but  too  ready  to  go  back 
to  the  Venus-berg  I 

Another  word  about  Italy  seems  a  dangerous  ex- 
periment, lias  not  aU  been  told  and  told  and  told 
again  ?  Is  it  not  one  chief  charm  of  the  land,  that 
it  is  changeless  without  being  Chinese  ?  Did  not 
Abbot  Samson,  in  1159,  Scotti  hahitum  induens^ 
(which  must  have  shovm  his  massive  calves  to 
great  advantage,)  probably  see  much  the  same  pop- 
ular characteristics  that  Havithomc  saw  seven  hun- 
dred years  later  ?  Shall  a  man  try  to  be  entertain- 
ing after  Montaigne,  aesthetic  after  Winckelmann, 
wise  after  Goethe,  or  trenchant  after  Forsyth? 
Can  he  hope  to  bring  back  anything  so  useful  as 
the  Jbrk,  which  honest  Tom  Coryate  made  prize  of 
two  centuries  and  a  half  ago,  and  put  into  the 
greasy  fingers  of  Northern  barbarians?  Is  not 
the  Descrittione   of   Leandro  Alberti  still  a  com- 
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petent  itinerarj?  And  can  one  hope  to  pick  up  a 
fresh  Latin  quotation,  when  Addison  and  Eustace 
have  lM*en  before  him  with  their  scrap-baskets? 

If  there  be  anything  which  a  person  of  even 
moderate  accomplishments  may  be  presumed  to 
know,  it  is  Italy.  The  only  open  question  left 
weemB  to  be,  whether  Shakespeare  were  the  only 
man  that  oonld  write  his  name  who  had  never  been 
there.  I  have  read  my  share  of  Italian  travels, 
both  in  prose  and  verse,  but,  as  the  nicely  discrimi- 
nating Dutchman  found  tliat  *■*  too  moch  lager-beer 
was  too  moch,  but  too  moch  brahndee  was  jost 
bright,**  so  I  am  inclined  to  say  that  too  much 
Italy  is  just  what  we  want  After  Des  Brasses,  we 
are  ready  for  Henri  Beyle,  and  Ampere,  and  Hil- 
lard,  and  About,  and  Gallenga,  and  Julia  Kava- 
nagfa ;  Corinne  only  makes  ns  hungry  for  George 
Sand.  That  no  one  can  tell  us  anything  new  is  as 
ondeniable  as  the  compensating  fact  that  no  one 
can  tell  us  anything  too  old. 

There  are  two  kinds  of  travellers,  —  those  who 
tell  us  what  they  went  to  see,  and  those  who  tell 
OS  what  they  saw.  The  latter  dais  are  the  only 
ones  whose  journals  are  worth  the  sifting ;  and  the 
value  of  their  qree  depends  on  the  amount  of  indi- 
vidual ohaneter  they  took  with  them,  and  of  the 
])reTioas  culture  that  had  sharpened  and  tutored 
the  faenltT  of  obsenration.  In  our  oonadons  age 
the  frankness  and  nt^het^  of  the  elder  Toyagers  ia 
impoesible,  and  we  are  weary  of  those  hnmorooa 
copfldeneee  on  the  rabject  of  fleas  with  which  we 
•le  favored  by  aome  modem    travellers,  wboee 
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motto  should  be  (Hlightly  altered)  from  Horace,  — 
FlettrbiU  et  toto  cantabitur  urbe.  A  naturalist  self- 
sacrificing  enough  may  have  this  experience  nearer 
home. 

The  impulse  which  sent  the  Edelmann  Storg 
and  me  to  Subiaoo  was  g^ven  something  like  two 
thousand  years  ago.  Had  we  not  seen  the  Ponte 
Sant'  Antonio,  we  should  not  have  gone  to  Subiaoo 
at  this  particular  time  ;  and  had  the  Romans  been 
worse  masons,  or  more  ignorant  of  hydrodynamics 
than  they  were,  we  should  never  have  seen  the 
Ponte  Sant'  Antonio.  But  first  we  went  to  Tivoli, 
—  two  carriage-loads  of  us,  a  very  agreeable  mix- 
ture of  English,  Scots,  and  Yankees,  —  on  Tues- 
day, the  20th  April.  I  shall  not  say  anything 
about  Tivoli.  A  water-fall  in  type  is  likely  to 
be  a  trifle  stiffish.  Old  association  and  modem 
beauty  ;  nature  and  artifice  ;  worship  that  has 
passed  away  and  the  religion  that  abides  forever  ; 
the  green  gush  of  the  deeper  torrent  and  tlie  white 
evanescence  of  innumerable  cascades,  delicately  pal- 
pitant as  a  fall  of  northern  lights ;  the  descendants 
of  Sabine  pigeons  flashing  up  to  immemorial  dove- 
cots, for  centuries  inaccessible  to  man,  trooping 
with  noisy  rooks  and  daws ;  the  fitful  roar  and  the 
silently  hovering  iris,  which,  borne  by  the  vnnd 
across  the  face  of  the  cliflf,  transmutes  the  traver- 
tine to  momentary  opal,  and  whose  dimmer  ghost 
haunts  the  moonlight,  —  as  weU  attempt  to  describe 
to  a  Papuan  savage  that  wondrous  ode  of  Words- 
worth which  rouses  and  stirs  in  the  soul  all  its  dor- 
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mant  instiDcte  of  resurrection  as  with  a  sound  of 
tlie  last  trumpet.  No,  it  is  impossible.  Even  By- 
ron's pump  sucks  sometimea,  and  gives  an  unpleas- 
ant dry  wheeae,  especially,  it  seems  to  me,  at  Temi. 
It  is  guide-book  poetiy,  enthusiasm  manufactured 
by  the  yard,  which  the  hurried  traveller  (John 
and  Jonathan  are  always  in  a  hurry  when  they 
turn  peripatetics)  puts  on  when  he  has  not  a  rag 
of  private  imagination  to  cover  his  nakedness 
withal.  It  must  be  a  queer  kind  of  love  that  could 
**  watch  madness  with  unalterable  mien,"  when  the 
patient,  whom  any  competent  physician  would  have 
ordered  into  a  strait-waistooat  long  ago,  has  shiv- 
ered himself  to  powder  down  a  precipice.  But 
there  b  no  madness  in  the  matter.  Velino  goes 
o^'cr  in  his  full  senses,  and  knows  perfectly  well 
that  he  shall  not  be  hurt,  that  his  broken  frag- 
ments will  reunite  more  glibly  than  the  head  and 
neck  of  Orrilo.  He  leaps  exultant,  as  to  his 
proper  doom  and  fulfilment,  and  out  of  the  mere 
waste  and  spray  of  his  g^ry  the  god  of  sunshine 
and  song  builds  over  the  crowning  moment  of  his 
destiny  a  triumphal  arch  beyond  the  reach  of  time 
and  of  decay. 

The  first  day  we  made  the  Giro^  coming  back  to 
a  meny  dinner  at  the  Sibilla  in  the  evening.  Then 
we  had  some  special  tea,  —  for  the  ItaHana  think 
tea-drinking  the  chief  religious  observance  of  the 
I     '    '  1  then  we  had  fifteen  panls*  worth  of 

I >!• -1i  tt-rooght  a  sadden  change  in  the 
H. .  II.  t  \ .  i  it  seem  so  matterof'Ooiirie  in 

ale  we  had  seen  in  the 


180  LEAVES  FROM  MY  JOURNAL 

morning  into  a  kind  of  Hranesi-Rembrandt  The 
illumination,  by  the  way,  which  had  been  prefig- 
ured to  UH  by  the  enthusiastic  Italian  who  conducted 
it  as  something  second  only  to  the  Girandola^ 
turned  out  to  be  one  blue-light  and  two  armfuls  of 
straw. 

The  Edelmann  Storg  b  not  fond  of  pedestrian 
locomotion,  —  nay,  I  have  even  sometimes  thought 
that  he  looked  upon  the  invention  of  legs  as  a  ])ri- 
vate  and  personal  wrong  done  to  himself.  I  am 
quite  sure  tliat  he  inwardly  believes  them  to  have 
been  a  consequence  of  the  fall,  and  that  the  happier 
Pre-Adamites  were  monopodes,  and  incapable  of 
any  but  a  vehicular  progression.  A  carriage,  with 
horses  and  driver  complete,  he  takes  to  be  as  simple 
a  production  of  nature  as  a  ])otato.  But  he  is  fond 
of  sketching,  and  after  breakfast,  on  the  beautiful 
morning  of  Wednesday,  the  21st,  I  persuaded  him 
to  walk  out  a  mile  or  two  and  see  a  fragment  of 
aqueduct  ruin.  It  is  a  single  glorious  arch,  but- 
tressing the  mountain-side  upon  the  edge  of  a  sharp 
descent  to  the  valley  of  the  Anio.  The  old  road  to 
Subiaco  passes  under  it,  and  it  is  crowned  by  a 
crumbling  tower  built  in  the  Middle  Ages  (when- 
ever that  was)  against  the  Gaetani.  While  Storg 
sketched,  I  clambered.  Below  you,  where  the  val- 
ley \iidens  greenly  towards  other  mountains,  which 
the  rijje  Italian  air  distances  with  a  bloom  like  that 
on  unplucked  grapes,  are  more  arches,  ossified  arte- 
ries of  what  was  once  the  heart  of  the  world. 
Storg's  sketch  was  highly  approved  of  by  Leopoldo, 
our  guide,  and  by  three  or  four  peasants,  who. 
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being  on  their  way  to  their  moming^s  work  in  the 
fields,  had,  of  ooone,  nothing  in  partiotdar  to  do, 
and  stopped  to  see  ns  see  the  ruin.  Any  one  who 
has  remarked  how  grandly  the  Romans  do  nothing 
wiU  be  slow  to  believe  them  aii  effete  race.  Their 
style  is  as  the  colossal  to  all  other,  and  the  name  of 
Eternal  City  fits  Rome  also,  because  time  is  of  no 
account  in  it.  The  Roman  always  waits  as  if  he 
ooold  a£Ford  it  amply,  and  the  slow  centuries  move 
quite  huit  enough  for  him.  Time  is  to  other  races 
Uie  field  of  a  task-master,  which  they  must  punfully 
^;  but  to  the  Roman  it  is  an  entailed  estate, 
whirli  he  enjoys  and  will  transmit.  The  Neapoli- 
tau'n  laziness  is  that  of  a  loafer;  the  Roman's  is 
that  of  a  noble.  The  poor  Anglo-Saxon  must  count 
his  hours,  and  look  twice  at  his  small  change  of 
quarters  and  minutes ;  but  the  Roman  spends  from 
a  purse  of  Fortunatns.  His  piccolo  qmnrto  d'ora 
is  like  his  grosso^  a  huge  piece  of  copper,  big 
enough  for  a  shield,  which  Ktand»  only  for  a  half- 
dime  of  our  money.  We  poor  fitols  of  time  always 
hurry  as  if  we  were  the  last  ^rpe  of  man,  the  full 
stop  with  which  Fate  was  closing  the  colophon  of 
her  volume,  as  if  we  had  just  read  in  our  news- 
{laper,  as  we  do  of  the  banks  on  holidays,  99^  The 
world  will  close  to^y  at  twelve  o'clock,  an  hour 
carliir  than  usual.  But  the  Roman  is  still  an 
Ancient,  with  a  vast  future  before  him  to  tame  and 
<K<cupy.  He  and  his  ox  and  hit  plough  are  just  as 
they  were  in  Virgil's  time  or  Knnius*s.  We  beat 
him  in  many  things ;  but  in  the  impr^;nable  &mI> 
ness  of  hb  great  nob  natore  he  defies  as. 
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We  got  back  to  Tivoli,  —  Storg  affirming  that  he 
had  walked  fifteen  miles.  Wo  saw  tlie  Temple  of 
Cough,  which  is  not  the  Temple  of  Cough,  though 
it  might  have  been  a  votive  structure  put  up  by 
some  Tiburtine  Dr.  Wistar.  We  saw  the  villa  of 
MiBcenas,  which  is  not  the  villa  of  IVIsBoenas,  and 
other  equally  satisfactory  antiquities.  All  our  Eng- 
lish friends  sketched  the  Citadel,  of  coui-se,  and 
one  enthusiast  attempted  a  likeness  of  the  fall, 
which  I  unhappily  mlHtook  after\i'ard  for  a  sem- 
blance of  the  tail  of  one  of  the  horses  on  the  Monte 
Cavallo.  Then  we  went  to  the  Villa  d'  Este,  fa- 
mous on  Ariosto's  account,  —  and  which  Ariosto 
never  saw.  But  the  laurels  were  worthy  to  have 
made  a  chaplet  for  him,  and  the  c}'presses  and  the 
views  were  as  fine  as  if  he  had  seen  them  every 
day  of  his  life. 

Perhaps  something  I  learned  in  going  to  see  one 
of  the  gates  of  the  town  is  more  to  the  purpose, 
and  may  assist  one  in  erecting  the  horoscope  of 
Italia  Unita.  When  Leopoldo  first  proposed  to 
drag  me  through  the  mud  to  view  this  interesting 
piece  of  architecture,  I  demurred.  But  as  he  was 
very  earnest  about  it,  and  as  one  seldom  fails  get- 
ting at  a  bit  of  character  by  submitting  to  one's 
guide,  I  yielde<l.  Arrived  at  the  spot,  he  put  me 
at  the  best  point  of  view,  and  said,  — 

"Behold,  Lordship!" 

**  I  see  nothing  out  of  the  common,"  said  L 

**  Lordship  is  kind  enough  here  to  look  at  a  gate, 
the  like  of  which  exists  not  in  all  Italy,  nay,  in  the 
whole  w<Jrld,  —  I  speak  not  of  England,"  for  he 
thought  me  an  Inglese. 
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**  I  am  not  blind,  Leopoldo  ;  where  is  the  mira- 
«le?" 

^  Here  we  dammpH  up  the  waters  of  the  Anio, 
first  by  artifice  oondncted  to  this  spot,  and  letting 
them  oat  upon  the  Romans,  who  stood  besi^;ing 
the  town,  drowned  almost  a  whole  army  of  them. 
(Lordship  ofmoeiTes  T)  Thej  suspected  nothing  till 
they  found  themselves  all  torn  to  pieces  at  the  foot 
of  the  hill  yonder.  (Lordship  conceives  ?)  £h  / 
per  Baeco  !  we  watered  their  porridge  for  them/* 

Leopoldo  used  loe  as  Lord  Buchan  did  /,  mean- 
ing any  of  his  ancestors. 

**  But  tell  me  a  little,  Leopoldo,  how  many  years 
is  it  since  this  happened  ?  ** 

**  Non  aaprei,  aignoria  ;  it  was  in  the  andqoest 
times,  certainly;  but  the  Romans  never  come  to 
oar  Fair,  that  we  don't  have  blows  about  it,  and 
perhaps  a  stab  or  two.     Lordship  understands  ?  ** 

I  was  quite  repaid  for  my  pilgrimage.  I  think 
I  understand  Italian  politics  better  for  hearing  Leo* 
poldo  speak  of  the  Romans,  whose  great  dome  is  in 
full  sight  of  Tivoli,  as  a  foreign  nation.  But  what 
perennial  boyhood  the  whole  story  indicates  t 

84org*s  sketch  of  the  morning's  rain  was  so  soo> 
oessfnl  that  I  sedooed  him  into  a  new  expedition  to 
the  Ponte  Sant*  Antonio,  another  aqnednoi  aroh 
about  eif^t  miles  off.  This  was  for  the  affeemoon, 
and  I  soceeeded  the  mofe  eanly,  as  we  were  to  go 
on  horseback.  So  I  told  Leopoldo  to  be  at  the  gata 
of  the  ViUa  of  Hadrian,  at  three  o'clock,  with  three 
horses.  Leopoldo's  face,  when  I  said  three,  was 
worth  seeing ;  for  the  poor  feUow  had  eoonted  on 
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nothing  more  than  trotting  beside  our  borsM  for 
sixteen  niile»,  and  getting  half  a  doUar  in  the  even- 
ing. Ik'tween  doubt  and  )\o\ie,  his  face  seemed  to 
exude  a  kind  of  oil,  which  made  it  shine  externally, 
after  having  first  lubricated  all  the  muscles  in- 
wardly. 

"  With  three  horses,  Lordship  ?  " 

♦*  Yes,  three:' 

"  Lordship  is  very  sagacious.  With  three  horses 
they  go  much  quicker.  It  is  finishe<l,  then,  and 
they  will  have  the  kindness  to  find  me  at  the  gate 
with  the  beasts,  at  three  o'clock  precisely." 

Leojioldo  and  I  had  compromised  upon  the  term 
^Lordship."  He  had  found  me  in  the  morning 
celebrating  due  rites  before  the  Sibyl's  Temple 
with  strange  incense  of  the  nicotian  herb,  and  luul 
marked  me  for  his  prey.  At  the  very  high  tide  of 
sentiment,  when  the  traveller  lies  with  oyster-like 
openness  in  the  soft  ooze  of  reverie,  do  these  panu 
sitic  crabs,  the  ciceroni,  insert  themselves  as  his 
inseparable  bosom  companions.  Unhappy  bivalve, 
lying  so  softly  between  thy  two  shells,  of  the  actual 
and  the  possible,  the  one  sustaining,  the  other 
widening  above  thee,  till,  oblivious  of  native  mud, 
thou  fanciest  thyself  a  proper  citizen  only  of  the 
illimitable  ocean  which  floods  thee,  —  there  is  no 
escape  I  Vain  are  thy  poor  crustaceous  efforts  at 
self-isolation.  The  foe  henceforth  is  a  part  of  thy 
consciousness,  thy  landscape,  and  tliyself,  happy 
only  if  that  irritation  breed  in  thee  the  pearl  of 
patience  and  of  voluntary  abstraction. 

"  Excellency  wants  a  guide,  very  experienced. 


ITALY  136 

wlio  has  conducted  Mrith  great  mataal  wrtiiifartion 
many  of  his  noUe  compatriola.'* 

Puff,  puff,  and  an  attempt  at  looking  as  if  I  did 
not  see  him. 

**  Excellenoy  will  deign  to  look  at  my  book  of 
testimonials.  When  we  return.  Excellency  will 
add  his  own.** 

Puff,  puff. 

**  Excellency  regards  the  cascade,  pracepa  Anio, 
as  the  good  Horatins  called  it'* 

I  thought  of  the  dissolve  frigyu  of  the  landlord 
in  Roderick  Random,  and  oonld  not  help  smiling. 
Leopoldo  saw  his  advantage. 

**  Excellency  will  find  Leopoldo,  when  he  shall 
eboose  to  be  ready.** 

**  But  I  will  positively  not  be  called  Excellency. 
I  am  not  an  ambassador,  nor  a  very  eminent  Chris- 
tian, and  the  phrase  annoys  me.** 

**  To  be  sore,  Exoell—  Lordship.** 

**  I  am  an  American.** 

**  Certainly,  an  American,  Lordship,**  —  as  if 
that  settled  the  matter  entirely.  If  I  had  told  him 
I  was  a  Caffre,  it  woold  have  been  just  as  clear  to 
him.  He  surrendered  the  **  Excellency,**  but  on 
general  principles  of  human  nature,  I  suppose, 
woold  not  come  a  step  lower  than  **  Lordship.** 
So  we  compromised  on  that  —  P.  S.  It  is  won- 
(1«>rf(il  how  soon  a  rc]>ul>lican  ear  reconciles  itself 
with  syllables  of  this  description.  I  think  citizen 
would  find  greater  diilkmlties  in  the  way  of  tta 
alisataon,  and  as  for  5rolAer  —  ahl  well,  in  a 
c  i..  i»tian  sense,  oettainly. 
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Three  o'clock  found  us  at  the  Villa  of  ITaHrian. 
We  had  explored  that  incomparable  ruin,  and  con- 
secrated it,  in  the  Homeric  and  Anglo-Saxon  man- 
ner, by  eating  and  drinking.  Some  of  us  sat  in 
the  shadow  of  one  of  the  great  walls,  fitter  for  a 
city  than  a  palace,  over  which  a  Nile  of  ivy,  gib- 
ing from  one  narrow  source,  spread  itself  in  widen- 
ing inundations.  A  happy  few  listened  to  stories 
of  Bagdad  from  Mrs.  Rich,  whose  silver  hair 
gleuned,  a  palpable  anachronism,  like  a  snowfall 
in  May,  over  that  ever-youthful  face,  where  the 
few  sadder  lines  seemed  but  the  signature  of  Age 
to  a  deed  of  quitclaim  and  release.  Dear  Tito, 
that  exemplary  traveller  who  never  lost  a  day, 
had  come  back  from  renewed  explorations,  con- 
vinced by  the  eloquent  cuUode  that  Serapeion  was 
the  name  of  an  officer  in  the  Prjetorian  Guard.  I 
was  explaining,  in  addition,  that  Naumachia^  in 
the  Greek  tongue,  signified  a  place  artificially 
drained,  when  the  horses  were  announced. 

This  put  me  to  reflection.  I  felt,  perhaps,  a 
little  as  Mazeppa  must,  when  told  that  his  steed 
was  at  the  door.  For  several  years  I  had  not  been 
on  the  back  of  a  horse,  and  was  it  not  more  than 
likely  that  these  mountains  might  produce  a  yet 
more  refractory  breed  of  these  ferocious  animals 
than  common  ?  Who  could  tell  the  effect  of  graz- 
ing on  a  volcanic  soil  like  that  hereabout  ?  I  had 
vagae  recollections  that  the  saddle  nullified  the 
laws  governing  the  impulsion  of  inert  bodies,  ex- 
acerbating the  centrifugal  forces  into  a  virulent 
activity,  and  proportionably  narcotizing  the  oen- 
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tripetaL  The  phrase  ratio  proportionsd  to  the 
9(/u>irfs  of'  the  distamces  impressed  me  with  ao  awe 
\^l.i.  l>  ^i>Luiied  to  me  how  the  hiwt  of  nature  had 
1  >ld  personified  and  worshipped.     Meditat- 

1  things,  I  walked  with  a  cheerful  aspeot 

to,  where  my  saddled  and  bridled  martyr- 
.iUxl  me. 

**£'ccomi  evh!**  said  Leopoldo,  hilariously. 
«*  Gentlemen  will  be  good  enough  to  select  fraas 
the  three  best  beasts  in  Tivoli.' 

**Oh,  thia  one  will  serve  me  as  well  as  any,** 
said  I,  with  an  air  of  indifference,  much  as  I  have 
seen  a  gentleman  help  himself  inadvertently  to  the 
best  peach  in  the  dish.  I  am  not  more  selfish  than 
beoomes  a  Christian  of  the  nineteenth  centur}%  but 
I  looked  on  this  as  a  clear  case  of  tabula  in  nau- 
fraffio,  and  had  noticed  that  the  animal  in  qoestion 
had  that  tremulous  droop  of  the  lower  lip  which 
indicates  senility,  and  the  abdication  of  the  wilder 
propensities.  Moreover,  he  was  the  only  one  pro- 
vided with  a  curb  bit,  or  rather  with  two  huge  iron 
levers  wliich  might  almost  have  served  Arohimedes 
for  his  pruhlem.  Our  saddles  were  flat  coshions 
covered  with  leather,  brought  by  years  of  friction 
to  the  hi^^iest  state  of  polish.  Instead  of  a  pom- 
mel, a  perpendicular  stake,  about  ten  inches  high, 
rose  in  front,  which,  in  case  of  a  stnmble,  would 
save  one*s  brains,  at  the  risk  of  certain  evisoer»> 
tion.  Behind,  a  gUury  slope  invited  ma  eonstantly 
to  slide  over  the  horse*s  tiUL  The  selfish  pmdenea 
of  my  ohoioe  had  well-nig^  proved  the  death  of  me, 
for  this  poor  old  brute,  with  that  anxiety  to  oblige 
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a  /orestiero  which  characterues  everybody  hero, 
oould  never  make  up  his  initul  which  of  his  four 
paces  (and  he  had  the  rudiments  of  four  —  wulk, 
trot,  rack,  and  gallop)  would  be  meet  agreeable  to 
me.  The  period  of  transition  is  always  unpleasant, 
and  it  was  all  transition.  He  treated  me  to  a 
hodge-podge  of  all  his  several  gaits  at  once.  Saint 
Vitus  was  the  only  patron  saint  I  could  think 
of.  My  head  jerked  one  way,  my  body  another, 
while  each  of  my  legs  became  a  pendulum  vibrating 
furiously,  one  always  forward  while  the  other  was 
back,  so  that  I  had  all  the  appearance  and  all  the 
labor  of  going  afoot,  and  at  the  same  time  was 
bumped  within  an  inch  of  my  life.  Waterton's 
alligator  was  nothing  to  it;  it  was  like  riding  a 
hard-trotting  armadillo  bare-backed.  There  is  a 
species  of  equitation  peculiar  to  our  native  land,  in 
which  a  rail  from  the  nearest  fence,  witli  no  pre- 
liminary incantation  of  Horse  and  hattock!  is 
converted  into  a  steed,  and  this  alone  may  stand 
the  comparison.  Storg  in  the  mean  while  was  tri- 
umphantly taking  the  lead,  his  trousers  working 
up  very  pleasantly  above  his  knees,  an  insurrec- 
tionary movement  which  I  also  was  unable  to  sup- 
press in  my  own.     I  oould  bear  it  no  longer. 

"  Le-^-o-o-p-o-o-o-l-l-l-d-d-o-o-o  I  "  jolted  I. 

"  Command,  Lordship !  "  and  we  both  came  to 
a  stop. 

*^  It  is  necessary  that  we  change  horses  immedi- 
ately, or  I  shall  be  jelly." 

"  Certainly,  Lortlship ; "  and  I  soon  had  the 
pathetic  satisfaction  of  seeinc^  liini  subjected  to  all 
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the  excruciating;  ox)>oriinont8  that  had  been  tried 
upon  myself.  Jf^iat  eaqperimentum  in  carport  vili^ 
thought  hit  exteiniMire  lordsliip,  Christopher  Sly, 
to  himaelf  . 

Meanwhile  all  thr      !    i  ''  >  of  our  ride 

were  delicious.  It  v^;^^  a  cK.u,  <.  uui  day,  and  we 
•oon  left  the  high  road  for  a  bridle-path  along  the 
side  of  the  mountain,  among  gigantic  olive-trees, 
said  to  be  five  hundred  years  old,  and  which  had 
certainly  employed  all  their  time  in  getting  into 
the  weirdest  and  wonderfullest  shapes.  Clearly 
in  this  green  commonwealth  there  was  no  heavy 
n>ll('r  of  public  opinion  to  flatten  all  clmraeter  to  a 
lawn-like  unifonnity.  Everything  was  individual 
and  ecvi'ntric.  And  tlirre  was  something  fearfully 
human,  too,  in  the  wildest  contortions.  It  was 
some  such  wood  that  gave  Dante  the  hint  of  his 
human  forest  in  the  seventh  circle,  and  I  should 
have  dreaded  to  break  a  twig,  h**  T  slmtild  hear 
that  voice  complaining, 

Noa  hai  ta  spfato  di  pi«tato  alcoMf  ** 

Our  path  lay  along  a  kind  of  terrace,  and  at 
every  opening  we  had  glimpses  of  the  billowy  Cam- 
pagna,  with  the  great  dome  bulging  from  its  rim, 
while  on  our  right,  changing  ever  as  we  rode,  the 
Alban  mountain  showed  us  some  new  grace  of  that 
sweeping  outline  pemliar  to  volcanoes.  At  inter- 
vals the  substmetions  of  Roman  villas  would  crop 
out  from  the  soil  like  masses  of  rock,  and  deserving 
to  rank  as  a  geological  formatioii  by  themselves. 
Indeed,  in  gaiing  into  these  dark  caverns,  one  doea 
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not  think  of  man  more  than  at  StafTa.  Nature  has 
adopted  these  fragments  of  a  race  who  were  dear  to 
her.  She  has  not  suffered  these  bones  of  the  great 
Queen  to  luck  due  sepulchral  rites,  but  has  flung 
over  them  the  ceremonial  haiidfuls  of  earth,  and 
every  year  carefully  renews  the  garlands  of  memo- 
rial flowers.  Nay,  if  what  they  say  in  liome  be 
true,  she  has  even  made  a  new  continent  of  the 
Coloeseum,  and  given  it  2i  flora  of  its  own. 

At  length,  descending  a  little,  we  passed  through 
farm-yards  and  cultivated  fields,  where,  from  Leo- 
poldo's  conversations  with  the  laborers,  we  dis- 
covered that  he  himself  did  not  know  the  way  for 
which  he  hatl  undertaken  to  be  guide.  However, 
we  presently  came  to  our  ruin,  and  very  noble  it 
was.  The  aqueduct  had  here  been  carried  across  a 
deep  gorge,  and  over  the  little  brook  which  wim- 
pled along  below  towered  an  arch,  as  a  bit  of 
Shakespeare  bestrides  the  exiguous  rill  of  a  dis- 
course which  it  was  intended  to  ornament.  The 
only  human  habitation  in  sight  was  a  little  casetta 
on  the  top  of  a  neighboring  hilL  What  else  of 
man's  work  could  be  seen  was  a  ruined  castle  of 
the  Middle  Ages,  and,  far  away  upon  the  horizon, 
the  eternal  dome.  A  valley  in  the  moon  could 
scarce  have  been  lonelier,  coidd  scarce  have  sug- 
gested more  strongly  the  feeling  of  preteriteness 
and  extinction.  The  stream  below  did  not  seem  so 
much  to  sing  as  to  murmur  sadly,  Condusum  est ; 
periisti !  and  the  wind,  sighing  through  the  arch, 
answered,  Periisti!  Nor  was  the  silence  of  Monte 
Cavi  without  meaning.    That  cup,  once  fidl   of 
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fiery  wine^  in  which  it  pledged  Vesuvius  and  ^tna 
later  bom,  was  brimmed  witli  innocent  water  now. 
Adam  came  upon  the  earth  too  late  to  see  the  gUre 
of  its  last  orgy,  lighting  the  eyes  of  saurians  in  the 
reedy  Campagna  below.  I  almost  fancied  I  could 
hear  a  voice  like  that  which  cried  to  the  £g3rptian 
pilot,  Great  Pan  is  dead  I  I  was  looking  into 
the  dreary  socket  where  oooe  glowed  the  eye  that 
saw  the  whole  earth  vassaL  Sorely,  this  was  the 
worid*s  aatomn,  and  I  could  hear  the  feet  of  Time 
rustling  through  the  wreck  of  races  and  dynasties, 
cheap  and  inconsiderable  as  fallen  leaves. 

Bat  a  guide  is  not  engaged  to  lead  one  into  the 
world  of  imagination.  He  is  as  deadly  to  senti- 
ment  a.H  a  sniff  of  hartshorn.  His  position  is  a 
false  one,  like  that  of  the  critic,  who  is  supposed  to 
know  everything,  and  expends  himself  in  showing 
that  he  does  not.  \i  you  should  ever  have  the  luck 
to  attend  a  concert  of  the  spheres,  under  the  pro- 
tectioii  of  an  Italian  cicerone^  he  will  expect  yon 
to  listen  to  him  rather  than  to  it.  He  will  say : 
^*£coo,  Signoria,  that  one  in  the  red  mantle  is 
Signor  Muv,  eh !  what  a  noblest  btuao  is  Signor 
Martt  but  nothing  (Lordship  understands?)  to 
what  Signor  Saturn  used  to  be,  (he  with  the  golden 
belt,  Signorift^')  only  his  voice  is  in  ruins  now,  — 
scarce  one  note  left  u\xm  another;  but  Lordship 
can  see  what  it  was  by  the  remains,  Bomaa  re* 
mains,  Signoria,  Boman  remains,  the  work  of 
giants.  (Lordship  understands?)  They  make  no 
nach  voices  now.  Certainly,  Signor  Jupiter  (with 
the  jeUow  tonic,  there)  is  a  brave  artist  and  a 
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moRt  sincere  tenor ;  bat  since  the  time  of  the  Re- 
public "  (if  he  think  you  an  oscuranie^  or  since  the 
French,  if  he  suspect  you  of  being  the  least  red) 
^we  have  no  more  good  singing/'    And  so  on. 

It  is  a  well-known  fact  to  all  persons  who  are  in 
the  habit  of  climbing  Jacob's- ladders,  that,  if  any 
one  speak  to  you  during  the  operation,  the  fabric 
collapses,  and  you  come  somewhat  uncomfortably 
to  the  ground.  One  can  be  hit  with  a  remark, 
when  he  is  beyond  the  reach  of  more  material  mis- 
siles. Leopoldo  saw  by  my  abstracted  manner  that 
I  was  getting  away  from  him,  and  I  was  the  only 
victim  he  had  left,  for  Storg  was  making  a  sketch 
below.     So  he  hastened  to  fetch  me  down  again. 

"Nero  built  this  arch.  Lordship."  (He  did  n't, 
but  Nero  was  Leopoldo's  historical  scapegoat.) 
**  Lordship  sees  the  dome  ?  he  will  deign  to  look 
the  least  little  to  the  left  hand.  Lordship  has 
much  intelligence.  Well,  Nero  always  did  thus. 
His  works  always,  always,  had  Rome  in  view." 

He  liad  already  shown  me  two  ruins,  which 
he  ascribed  equally  to  Nero,  and  which  could  only 
have  seen  Rome  by  looking  through  a  mountain. 
However,  such  trifles  are  nothing  to  an  acoom- 
plished  guide. 

I  remembered  his  quoting  Horace  in  the  morn- 
ing. 

**  Do  you  understand  Latin,  Leopoldo  ?  ** 

"  I  did  a  little  once.  Lordship.  I  went  to  the 
Jesuits'  school  at  Tivoli.  But  what  use  of  Latin 
to  a  poverino  like  me  ?  " 

'*  Were  you  intended  for  the  church  ?  "NVTiy  did 
you  leave  the  school  ?  " 
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**  Eh,  Lordship !  **  and  one  of  thoie  shrags  which 
might  mean  that  he  left  it  of  his  own  free  will,  or 
that  he  was  expelled  at  point  of  toe.  He  added 
■ome  oontemptoooa  phrase  about  the  priests. 

^  But,  Leopoldo,  yon  are  a  good  Catholic  ?  ** 

**  Eh,  Lordship,  who  knows?  A  man  is  no 
blinder  for  being  poor,  —  nay,  hanger  sharpens 
the  eyesight  sometunes.  The  cardinals  (their 
Eminences  I)  teU  us  that  it  is  good  to  be  poor,  and 
that,  in  proportion  as  we  lack  on  earth,  it  shall  be 
made  up  to  as  in  Paradise.  Now,  if  the  cardinals 
(their  Eminences !)  believe  what  they  preach,  why 
do  they  want  to  ride  in  such  handsome  carriages?** 

**  But  are  there  many  who  think  as  you  do  ?  ** 

**  Everybody,  Lordship,  but  a  few  women  and 
fools.     What  imports  it  what  the  fools  think  ?  " 

An  inunense  deal,  I  thought,  an  immense  deal ; 
for  of  what  material  is  public  opinion  mana&o- 
tored? 

**  Do  you  ever  go  to  church  ?  ** 

^  Once  a  year,  Lordship,  at  EUuiter,  to  mass  and 
oonfession.** 

•♦Why  once  a  year?" 

"*  Because,  Lordship,  one  most  hate  a  oertifleale 
from  the  priest  One  might  be  sent  to  prison  else, 
and  one  had  rather  go  to  confession  than  to  jail. 
Eh,  Lortlship,  it  is  a  porcheria.** 

It  is  proper  to  add,  that  in  what  Leopoldo  sud 
of  the  priests  he  was  not  speaking  of  his  old  mas- 
ters, the  Jesuits.  One  nerer  heart  anything  in 
Italy  against  the  purity  of  their  lives,  or  their 
learning  and  abili^,  though  much  against  their 
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unacrupolousness.  Nor  will  any  one  who  hat  ever 
enjoyed  the  gentle  and  dignified  hospitality  of  the 
Benedictines  be  ready  to  believe  any  evil  report  of 
them. 

By  this  time  Storg  had  finished  his  sketch,  and 
we  remounted  our  grazing  steeds.  They  were 
brisker  as  soon  as  their  noses  were  turned  home- 
ward, and  we  did  the  eight  miles  back  in  an  hour. 
The  setting  sun  streamed  through  and  among  the 
Michael  Angelesque  olive-trunks,  and,  through  the 
long  colonnade  of  the  bridle-])ath,  fired  the  scarlet 
waistcoats  and  bodices  of  homeward  villagers,  or 
was  sullenly  absorbed  in  the  long  black  cassock 
and  flapped  hat  of  a  priest,  who  courteously  sa> 
luted  tlie  strangers.  Sometimes  a  mingled  flock 
of  sheep  and  goats  (as  if  they  had  walked  out  of 
one  of  Claude's  pictures)  followed  the  shepherd, 
who,  satyr-like,  in  goat-skin  breeches,  sang  such 
songs  as  were  acceptable  before  Tubal  Cain  struck 
out  the  laws  of  musical  time  from  his  anviL  The 
peasant,  in  his  ragged  brown  cloak,  or  M^ith  blue 
jacket  hanging  from  the  left  shoulder,  still  strides 
Bomanly,  —  incedit  rex^  —  and  his  eyes  have  a 
placid  grandeur,  inherited  from  those  which  watched 
the  glittering  snake  of  the  Triumph,  as  it  undu- 
lated along  the  Via  Sacra.  By  his  side  moves 
with  equal  pace  his  woman-porter,  the  caryatid  of 
a  vast  entablature  of  household-stufif,  and  learning 
in  that  harsh  school  a  sinuous  poise  of  body  and  a 
security  of  step  beyond  the  highest  snatch  of  the 
posture-master. 

As  we  drew  near  Tivoli   the  earth  was  fast 
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swinging  into  shadow.  The  darkening  Gampagna, 
climbing  the  sides  of  the  neaier  Mtmtioelli  in  a 
gmj  belt  of  olive^ray,  rolled  on  towards  the  Une 
isbnd  <^  Soraote,  behind  which  we  lost  the  son. 
Yes,  we  had  lost  the  sun  ;  but  in  the  wide  chimney 
ol  the  largest  room  at  the  Sibilla  there  danced 
madty,  crackling  with  ilex  and  laurel,  a  bright 
ambassador  from  Sunland,  Monsieur  Le  Feu,  no 
pinebbeek  substitute  for  his  royal  master.  As  we 
drew  oar  chairs  up,  after  the  dinner  due  to  Le»> 
poldo's  forethought,  «" Behold,**  said  I,  ""the  Besi. 
dent  of  the  great  king  near  the  court  of  our  (thiA> 
day-created)  Hogan  Moganships.** 

We  sat  looking  into  the  fire,  as  it  wayered  from 
shining  shape  to  shape  of  unearthliest  ftmtasy,  and 
botii  (tf  us,  no  doubt,  making  out  old  fooes  among 
the  embers,  for  we  both  said  togedier,  **Iiet  us  talk 
of  old  times. " 

'^To  the  small  hours,"  said  the  Edelmann ;  ^*and 
instead  of  blundering  off  to  Tomeo  to  intrude  chat- 
teringly  upon  the  midnight  privacy  of  ApoUo,  let 
us  promote  the  fire,  there,  to  the  rank  of  sun  by 
brevet,  and  have  a  kind  of  undress  rehearsal  ol 
those  night  wanderings  of  his  here  upon  the  ample 
stage  of  the  hearth." 

So  we  went  through  the  whole  catalogue  ol  Do 
you  rememben  t  and  laughed  at  all  the  old  stories, 
so  dreary  to  an  oatsider.  Then  we  grew  pensive, 
and  talked  ol  the  empty  sockets  in  that  golden 
band  of  oar  yonng  friendship, — of  S.,  with  Qre- 
otan  front,  but  unsevere,  and  Saxon  M.,  to  whooi 
langhter  was  as  natoial  as  for  a  brook  to  ripplSi 
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But  Lcopoldo  had  not  done  with  us.  We  were 
to  get  back  to  Rome  in  the  morning,  and  to  that 
end  must  make  a  treaty  with  the  company  which 
ran  the  Tivoli  diligence,  the  next  day  not  being  the 
reguUr  period  of  departure  for  that  prodigious 
structure.  We  had  given  Leopoldo  twice  his  fee, 
and,  setting  a  mean  value  upon  our  capacities  in 
proportion,  he  expected  to  bag  a  neat  percentage 
on  our  bargain.  Alas !  he  had  made  a  false  esti« 
mate  of  the  Anglo-Norman  mind,  which,  capable  of 
generosity  as  a  compliment  to  itself,  will  stickle  for 
tlie  dust  in  the  balance  in  a  matter  of  business,  and 
woiUd  blush  at  being  done  by  Mercury  himself. 

Accordingly,  at  about  nine  o'clock  there  came  a 
knock  at  the  door,  and,  answering  our  Favoriaca  ! 
in  stalked  Leopoldo,  gravely  followed  by  the  two 
commissioners  of  the  company. 

**  Behold  me  returned.  Lordship,  and  these  men 
are  the  FcWt/r/wt." 

Why  is  it  that  men  who  have  to  do  with  horses 
are  the  same  all  over  Christendom  ?  Is  it  that 
they  acquire  equine  characteristics,  or  that  this  par- 
ticular mystery  is  magnetic  to  certain  sorts  of  men  ? 
Certainly  they  are  marked  unmistakably,  and  these 
two  worthies  would  have  looked  perfectly  natural 
in  Yorkshire  or  Vermont.  They  were  just  alike, — 
fortemque  Gyan^fortemque  Cloanthum^ — and  you 
could  not  split  an  epithet  between  them.  Simul- 
taneously they  threw  back  their  large  overcoats, 
and  displayed  spheroidal  figures,  over  which  the 
strongly  pronounced  stripes  of  their  plaided  waist- 
coats ran  like  parallels  of  latitude  and  longitude 
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orer  »  globe.  Simultaneously  they  took  off  their 
hats  and  said,  **  Your  servant,  gentlemen/'  In  Italy 
it  it  always  neeensry  to  make  a  eombinaxume  be- 
forehand about  tmok  the  most  cnstomaty  matters, 
for  there  is  no  fixed  highest  price  for  anything. 
For  a  minute  or  two  we  stood  reckoning  each 
other*s  forces.  Then  I  opened  the  first  trench 
with  the  usual,  ^  How  much  do  you  wish  for  carry- 
ing OS  to  Borne  at  half-past  seven  UMnorrow  mom- 

The  enemy  glanced  one  at  the  other,  and  the 
result  of  this  ocular  witenagtmoi  was  that  one  said, 
**  Four  scudi,  gentlemen." 

The  Kilelmann  Storg  took  his  cigar  from  his 
mouth  in  order  to  whistle,  and  made  a  rather  in- 
daeofoos  allusion  to  four  gentlemen  in  the  diplo- 
matie  service  of  his  Majesty,  the  Prince  of  the 
Powers  of  the  Air. 

**  Whe-ew  I  quattro  diavoli  /  "  said  he. 

*^Macehe.'"  exclaimed  I,  attempting  a  flank- 
movment,  **  I  had  rather  go  on  foot  I ''  and  threw 
as  much  horror  into  my  face  as  if  a  proposition 
had  been  made  to  me  to  commit  robbery,  murder, 
and  arson  all  together. 

**  For  less  than  three  scudi  and  a  half  the  dili- 
gence parts  not  from  Tivoli  at  an  extraordinary 
hour,**  said  the  stout  man,  with  an  imperturbable 
gravity,  intended  to  mask  his  retreat,  and  to  make 
it  seem  that  he  was  making  the  Mune  proposal  as 
at  first 

Storg  saw  that  they  wavered,  and  opened  upon 
them  with  his  flying  artillery  of 
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"Do  you  take  us  for  Inglesif  We  are  very 
well  here,  and  will  stay  at  the  Sibilla,"  he  8iii£Eed 
soom  fully. 

**  How  much  will  Lorclship  give  ?  "  (This  was 
showing  the  white  feather.) 

*•'■  Fifteen  pauls,"  (a  scudo  and  a  half,)  ^  hwma- 
mono  included.'* 

**  It  is  impossible,  gentlemen  ;  for  less  than  two 
scudi  and  a  half  the  diligence  parts  not  from 
Tivoli  at  an  extraordinary  hour." 

"  Fifteen  pauls." 

"Will  Lordship  g^ve  two  scudi?"  (with  a 
slight  flavor  of  mendicancy.) 

"  Fifteen  pauls,"  (g^wing  firm  as  we  saw  them 
waver.) 

"Then,  gentlemen,  it  is  all  over;  it  is  impos- 
sible, gentlemen." 

"  Very  good ;  a  pleasant  evening  to  you  I  "  and 
they  bowed  themselves  out 

As  soon  as  the  door  closed  behind  them,  Leo- 
poldo,  who  had  looked  on  in  more  and  more  anx- 
ious silence  as  the  chance  of  plunder  was  whittled 
slimmer  and  slimmer  by  the  sharp  edges  of  the 
parley,  saw  instantly  that  it  was  for  his  interest 
to  turn  state's  evidence  against  his  accomplices. 

"  They  will  be  back  in  a  moment,"  he  said  know- 
ingly, as  if  he  had  been  of  our  side  all  along. 

"Of  course;  we  are  aware  of  that."  —  It  is 
always  prudent  to  be  aware  of  everything  in  trav- 
elling. 

And,  sure  enough,  in  five  minutes  re-enter  the 
stout  men,  as  gravely  as  if  everything  had  been 
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thoroughly  settkd,  and  ask  respectfully  at  what 
hour  we  would  have  the  diligenoe. 

This  will  serte  as  a  specimen  of  Italian  bargain- 
making.  Thej  do  not  feel  happy  if  they  get  their 
first  price.  So  easy  »  victory  makes  them  sorry 
they  had  not  asked  twice  as  much,  and,  besides, 
they  love  the  excitement  of  the  contest  I  have 
seen  as  moeh  debaieover  a  little  earthen  pot  (value 
two  cents)  on  the  Ponte  Vecchio,  in  Florence,  as 
would  have  served  for  an  operation  of  millions  in 
the  funds,  the  demand  and  the  offer  alternating  so 
rapiiUy  that  the  litigants  might  be  supposed  to  be 
playing  the  ancient  game  of  mtMrra,  It  is  a  part 
of  the  universal  fondness  for  gaming,  and  lotteries. 
An  English  gentleman  once  asked  his  Italian 
courier  how  large  a  percentage  he  made  on  all  of 
his  employer's  money  which  passed  through  his 
hands.  ** About  five  per  cent;  sometimee  nunre, 
sometimes  less,'*  was  the  answer.  ^  Well,  I  will 
add  that  to  your  salary,  in  order  that  I  may  be  rid 
of  this  uncomfortable  feeling  of  being  cheated.** 
The  courier  mused  a  moment,  and  said,  **  But  no, 
sir,  I  should  not  be  happy ;  then  it  would  not  be 
sometimes  mora,  sometimes  less,  and  I  should  miss 
the  exmtenient  of  the  game." 

S2dL— 'This  morning  the  diligence  was  at  the 
door  ponotoally,  and,  taking  oar  seats  b  the  coupi, 
we  bade  farewell  to  La  SibiUa.  But  first  we  ran 
l>ack  for  a  parting  glimpse  at  the  watarfaU.  Theae 
last  looks,  like  lovers*  last  kisses,  are  noons  of  mnl- 
titnde,  and  presently  the  povero  »taUier%  •ignori, 
waited  upon  us,  cap  in  hand,  telling  as  that  the 


150  LEAVES  PROM  MY  JOURNAL 

vetturino  was  impatient,  and  begging  for  drink- 
money  in  the  same  breath.  Leopoldo  hovered 
longingly  afar,  for  these  vultures  respect  times 
and  seasons,  and  while  one  is  fleshing  his  beak 
upon  the  foreign  prey,  the  others  forbear.  The 
passengers  in  the  diligence  were  not  very  lively. 
The  Romans  are  a  grave  people,  and  more  so  than 
ever  since  '49.  Of  course,  there  was  one  priest 
among  them  There  always  is;  for  the  matUis 
rdigiosa  is  as  inevitable  to  these  public  convey- 
ances as  the  curculio  is  to  the  plum,  and  one  could 
almost  fancy  that  they  were  bred  in  the  same  way, 
—  that  the  egg  was  inserted  when  the  vehicle  was 
green,  became  developed  as  it  ripened,  and  never 
left  it  till  it  dropped  withered  from  the  pole. 
There  was  nothing  noticeable  on  the  road  to  Rome, 
except  the  strings  of  pack-horses  and  mules  which 
we  met  returning  with  empty  lime-sacks  to  Tivoli, 
whence  comes  the  supply  of  Rome.  A  railroad 
was  proposed,  but  the  government  would  not  allow 
it,  because  it  would  interfere  with  this  carrying- 
trade,  and  wisely  granted  instead  a  charter  for 
a  road  to  Frascati,  where  there  was  no  business 
whatever  to  be  interfered  with.  About  a  mile  of 
this  is  built  in  a  style  worthy  of  ancient  Rome; 
and  it  is  possible  that  eventually  another  mile 
may  be  accomplished,  for  some  half-dozen  lal)or- 
ers  are  at  work  upon  it  with  wheelbarrows,  in  the 
leisurely  Roman  fashion.  If  it  be  ever  finished,  it 
will  have  nothing  to  carry  but  the  conviction  of  its 
own  uselessness.  A  railroad  has  been  proi>osed  to 
Civita  Vecchia ;    but  tluit  is  out  of  the  question, 
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beewue  it  would  be  profitable.  On  the  whole,  one 
does  not  r^rret  the  failure  of  these  schemes.  One 
would  not  approach  the  solitary  emotion  of  a  life- 
tinu\  such  as  is  the  first  sight  of  Rome,  at  the  rate 
of  forty  miles  an  hour.  It  is  better,  after  pain- 
fully crawling  up  one  of  those  long  paved  hills,  to 
have  tlte  |M>stilion  turn  in  his  saddle,  and,  pointing 
with  his  whip,  (without  looking,  for  he  knows  in- 
stinctively where  it  is,)  say,  Ecco  San  Pietro  I 
Then  yon  look  tremblingly,  and  see  it  hovering 
▼in<Hiary  on  the  horizon's  verge,  and  in  a  moment 
you  are  rattling  and  rumbling  and  wallowing  down 
into  the  valley,  and  it  is  gone.  So  you  play  hide- 
and-eeek  with  it  all  the  rest  of  the  way,  and  have 
time  to  ocmverse  with  your  sensations.  You  fancy 
you  have  got  used  to  it  at  last ;  but  from  the  next 
hill-top,  lo,  there  it  looms  again,  a  new  wonder, 
and  you  do  not  feel  sure  that  it  will  keep  its  tryst 
till  you  find  yourself  under  its  shadow.  The  Dome 
is  to  the  Eternal  City  what  Vesuvius  is  to  Naples ; 
only  a  greater  wonder,  for  Michael  Angelo  hung 
it  there.  The  traveller  climbs  it  as  he  would  a 
HMwrntain,  and  finds  the  dwellings  of  men  high  up 
on  Hs  sacred  cliffs.  It  has  \is  annual  eruption,  too, 
at  Easter,  when  the  fire  trickles  and  palpitates  down 
its  mighty  shoulders,  seen  from  far-off  Tivoli.  — 
No,  the  locomotive  is  less  im{)ertinent  at  Portici, 
hailing  the  impriscmed  Titan  there  with  a  kindred 
Hhriek.  Let  it  not  vex  the  solemn  Roman  ghosts, 
or  the  nobly  desolate  Campagna,  with  whose  S(^ 
todes  the  shattered  vertebriB  of  the  aquednots  an 
in  truer  sympathy. 
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2Ath.  —  To-day  our  journey  to  Subiaco  properly 
begins.  The  jocund  morning  liad  called  the  beg- 
gars to  their  street-comers,  and  the  women  to  the 
windows ;  the  players  of  morra  (a  game  probably 
as  old  as  the  invention  of  fingers),  of  chuck-far- 
thing, and  of  bowls,  had  cheerfully  begun  the  labors 
of  the  day  ;  the  plaintive  cries  of  the  chair-seaters, 
frog-venders,  and  certain  other  peripatetic  mer- 
chants, the  meaning  of  whose  vocal  advertisements 
I  could  never  penetrate,  quaver  at  regular  inter- 
vals, now  near  and  now  far  away ;  a  solitary  Jew 
with  a  sack  over  his  shoulder,  and  who  never  is 
seen  to  stop,  slouches  along,  every  now  and  then 
croaking  a  penitential  Cenci  /  as  if  he  were  some- 
how the  embodied  expiation  (by  some  jwst-Ondian 
metamorphosis)  of  that  darkest  Roman  trage<Iy  ; 
women  are  bargaining  for  lettuce  and  endive  ;  the 
slimy  Triton  in  the  Piazza  Barberina  spatters  him- 
self with  vanishing  diamonds ;  a  peasant  leads  an 
ass  on  which  sits  the  mother  with  the  babe  in  her 
arms,  —  a  living  flight  into  Egypt ;  in  short,  the 
beautiful  spring  day  had  awakened  all  of  Rome 
that  can  awaken  yet,  (for  the  i«leal  Rome  waits  for 
another  morning,)  when  we  rattled  along  in  our  car- 
rettella  on  the  way  to  Palestrina.  A  carrctteUa  is 
to  the  perfected  vehicle,  as  the  coracle  to  the  st(.>am- 
ship  ;  it  is  the  first  crude  conception  of  a  wheeled 
carriage.  Doubtless  the  inventor  of  it  was  a  pro- 
digious genius  in  his  day,  and  rode  proudly  in 
it,  envied  by  the  more  fortunate  pedestrian,  and 
cushioned  by  his  own  inflated  imagination.  If  the 
chariot  of  Achilles  were  like  it,  then  was  Hector 
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happier  at  the  tail  than  the  son  of  Thetis  on  the 
box.  It  is  an  oblong  basket  upon  two  wheels,  with 
a  sin^^  seat  rising  in  the  middle.  We  had  not 
jarred  orer  a  handled  yards  of  the  Quattro  Fon- 
tane,  before  we  disooTered  tliat  no  elastic  propug- 
nacolom  had  been  interposed  between  the  body 
and  the  axle,  so  that  we  tat,  as  it  were,  on  paving- 
stones,  mitigated  only  by  so  much  as  well-seasoned 
ilex  is  less  flinty-hearted  than  tufo  or  hrtcdcL  If 
diere  were  any  truth  in  the  theory  of  develop- 
ments,  I  am  certain  that  we  should  have  been  fur* 
niahed  with  a  pair  of  rudimentary  elliptical  springs, 
at  least,  before  half  our  day's  journey  was  over. 
However,  as  one  of  those  happy  illustrations  of 
ancient  manners,  which  one  meets  with  so  often 
here,  it  was  instructive ;  for  I  now  clearly  under- 
stand that  it  was  not  merely  by  reason  of  i)omp 
that  Hadrian  used  to  be  tlunee  days  in  getting  to 
his  villa,  only  twelve  miles  off.  In  spite  of  the 
author  of  *"*  Vestiges,**  Nature,  driven  to  extrem- 
itaea,  can  develop  no  more  easy  cushion  than  a  blis- 
ter, and  no  doubt  treated  an  ancient  emperor  and 
a  modem  republican  with  severe  impartiality. 

It  was  difficult  to  talk  without  biting  one's 
tongne ;  bat  as  soon  as  we  had  got  fairly  beyond 
the  gate,  and  out  of  sight  of  the  last  red-legged 
French  soldier,  and  tightly-battoned  dogamm^  onr 
driver  became  loquacious. 

**I  am  a  good  Catholic,  —  better  than  most,** 
said  be,  soddeoly. 

**  What  do  yon  mean  by  that  ?  ** 

**  Eh !  they  say  Saint  Peter  wrought  miraciea, 


164         LEAVES  FROM  MY  JOURNAL 

and  there  are  enough  who  don*t  believe  it ;  but 
/  do.  There  *s  the  Barbcrini  Palace,  —  behold  one 
miracle  of  Saint  Peter  I  There  *8  the  Famese,  — 
behold  another  I  There  *8  the  Borghese,  —  behold 
a  third !  But  there  *8  no  end  of  them.  No  saint, 
nor  all  the  saints  put  together,  ever  worked  so 
many  wonders  as  he ;  and  then,  per  Bacco  !  he  is 
the  uncle  of  so  many  folks,  —  why,  that's  a  mira- 
cle in  itself,  and  of  the  greatest  I  *' 

Presently  he  added :  "  Do  you  know  how  we 
sliall  treat  the  priests  when  we  make  our  next 
revolution?  We  shall  treat  them  as  they  treat 
us,  and  that  is  after  the  fashion  of  the  buffalo. 
For  the  buffalo  is  not  content  with  getting  a  man 
down,  but  after  that  he  gores  him  and  thrusts  him, 
always,  always,  as  if  he  wished  to  cram  him  to  the 
centre  of  the  earth.  Ah,  if  I  were  only  keeper 
of  hell-gate!  Not  a  rascal  of  them  all  should 
ever  get  out  into  purgatory  while  I  stood  at  the 
door !  " 

We  remonstrated  a  little,  but  it  only  exasperated 
him  the  more. 

**  Blood  of  Judas  I  they  will  eat  nothing  else 
than  gold,  when  a  poor  fellow's  belly  is  as  empty 
as  San  Lorenzo  yonder.  They  '11  have  enough  of 
it  one  of  these  days  —  but  melted  I  How  do  you 
think  they  will  like  it  for  soup  ?  " 

Perhaps,  if  our  vehicle  had  been  blessed  with 
springs,  our  vetturino  would  have  been  more  placa- 
ble. I  confess  a  growing  moroseness  in  myself, 
and  a  wandering  speculation  or  two  as  to  the  possi- 
ble fate  of  the  builder  of  our  chariot  in  the  next 
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world.  Bat  I  am  more  and  more  persuaded  eTerj 
day,  that,  as  £ar  as  the  popular  mind  is  concerned, 
Romanism  is  a  dead  thing  in  Italy.  It  survives 
only  beeanse  there  is  nothing  else  to  replace  it  with, 
for  men  must  wear  their  old  habits  (however 
threadbare  and  out  at  elbows)  till  they  get  bet- 
ter. It  is  literally  a  superstition,  —  a  something 
left  to  stand  ottr  tiU  the  great  commercial  spirit 
ol  the  nineteenth  century  balances  his  accounts 
again,  and  then  it  will  be  banished  to  the  limbo 
of  profit  and  loss.  The  Papacy  lies  dead  in  the 
Vatican,  but  the  secret  is  kept  for  the  present,  and 
government  is  carried  on  in  its  name.  After  the 
fact  gets  abroad,  perhaps  its  ghost  will  terrify  men 
a  little  while  longer,  but  only  while  they  are  in  the 
dark,  though  the  ghost  of  a  creed  is  a  hard  thing 
to  give  a  mortal  wound  to,  and  may  be  laid,  after 
all,  only  in  a  Red  Sea  of  blood. 

So  we  rattled  along  till  we  came  to  a  large  a/- 
hergo  just  below  the  \'illage  of  Colonna.  While 
our  horse  was  taking  his  rtn/resco,  we  climbed  up 
to  it,  and  found  it  desolate  enough — the  housea 
never  rebuilt  since  Consul  Rioud  sacked  it  five 
hundred  years  ago.  It  was  a  kind  of  gray  incma> 
tatioB  on  the  top  of  the  hill,  chiefly  inhabited  by 
ptga,  chickens,  and  an  old  woman  with  a  distaff, 
who  looked  aa  sacked  and  ruinous  as  everything 
around  her.  There  she  sat  in  the  sun,  a  dreary, 
doting  Clotho,  who  had  outlived  her  sisters,  and 
spaa  endlesa  deatiniea  which  none  was  left  to  out 
at  the  appointed  time.  Of  course  she  paused  from 
her  work  a  moment,  and  held  out  a  skinny  hand. 
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with  the  usual,  **  Noblest  gentlemen,  give  me  ■ome* 
thing  for  cliarity."  We  gave  her  enough  to  pay 
Charon's  ferriage  across  to  her  sisters,  and  de- 
parted hastily,  for  there  was  something  imcamj 
about  the  place.  In  this  climate  even  the  fingeiv 
marks  of  Ruin  herself  are  indelible,  and  the  walls 
were  still  blackened  with  Kienzi's  fires. 

As  we  waited  for  our  carrettella,  I  saw  four  or 
five  of  the  lowest-looking  peasants  come  up  and 
read  the  handbill  of  a  tombola  (a  kind  of  lottery) 
which  was  stuck  up  beside  the  inn-door.  One  of 
them  read  it  aloud  for  our  benefit,  and  with  re- 
markable propriety  of  accent  and  emphasis.  This 
benefit  of  clergy,  however,  is  of  no  great  conse- 
quence where  there  is  nothing  to  read.  In  Rome, 
this  morning,  the  walls  were  spattered  with  pla- 
cards condemning  the  works  of  George  Sand,  Eu- 
gene Sue,  Gioberti,  and  others.  But  in  Rome  one 
may  contrive  to  read  any  book  he  likes;  and  I 
know  Italians  who  are  familiar  with  Swedenborg, 
and  even  Strauss. 

Our  stay  at  the  alhergo  was  illustrated  by  one 
other  event,  —  a  nightingale  singing  in  a  full-blos- 
somed elder-bush  on  the  edge  of  a  brook  just 
across  the  road.  So  liquid  were  the  notes,  and  so 
fidl  of  spring,  that  the  twig  he  tilted  on  seemed  a 
conductor  through  which  the  mingled  magnetism 
of  brook  and  blossom  flowed  into  him  and  were 
precipitated  in  music.  Nature  imderstands  thor- 
oughly the  value  of  contrasts,  and  accordingly  a 
donkey  from  a  shed  hard  by,  hitched  and  hesitated 
and  agonized  through  his  bray,  so  that  we  might 
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be  consciooB  at  once  of  the  positive  and  negative 
poles  of  song.  It  was  pleasant  to  see  with  what 
mdonbting  enthusiasm  he  went  through  his  solo, 
and  vindicated  Providence  from  the  imputation  of 
weakness  in  making  such  trifles  as  the  nightingale 
jonder.  **Give  ear,  O  heaven  and  earth!**  he 
■eaaed  to  say,  **  nor  dream  that  good,  sound  com- 
mon>sense  is  extinct  or  out  of  fashion  so  long  as  I 
live.**  I  soppoee  Nature  made  the  donkey  half  alv 
straetedly,  while  she  was  feeling  her  way  up  to  her 
ideal  in  the  horse,  and  that  his  bray  is  in  like  man- 
ner an  experimental  sketch  for  the  neigh  of  her 
finished  animaL 

We  drove  on  to  Palratrina,  passing  for  some 
distance  over  an  old  Roman  road,  as  carriageable 
as  when  it  was  built.  Palestrina  occupies  the  place 
of  the  once  famous  Temple  of  Fortune,  whose 
ruins  are  perhaps  a  fitter  monument  of  the  fickle 
goddess  than  ever  the  perfect  &uie  was. 

OooM  UUmt,  vMiy  giMiti  «hal  wafl 
0*«r  bwffad  NbBMad**  mtthi  walk, 

Aad  7*  vboM  aigliUy  footatep*  frmO 
Fran  Um  draad  hwk  of  Monphuui  haUs 
LMd  fortk  <Im  wkfapntiv  fowmbl 

CooM  Uthar,  ibkU  of  aaolmt  pafai 
Thiu,  moflod  rittiari  iMsr'M  th«  foam 

To  doXildoaf  Carthago  dtoat  in  vain, 
Aad  Ihoa  Uut  in  Um  Sibvla Umm 
Toarotala'al  tlM  mmm  aftar  Room! 

CooM,  Maitao,  Wolaty,  all  70  giaaft 
Ob  whooa  provd  Fottaaa  itaaipod  kar  bail, 

Aad  aaa  kanolf  tfM  wftKi  of  Fala, 
Boanlf  diMwvMd  aed  aado  to  fool 
Tho  Iraaaoa  of  kor  oUppory  wImoII 
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One  climbs  through  a  great  part  of  the  town  by 
stone  steps,  passing  fragments  of  Pelasgic  waU, 
(for  history,  like  geology,  may  be  studied  here  in 
successive  rocky  gtrata^')  and  at  length  reaches  the 
inn,  called  the  Cappellaro^  the  sign  of  which  is  a 
great  tin  cardinal's  hat,  swinging  from  a  small 
building  on  the  other  side  of  the  street,  so  that  a 
better  view  of  it  may  be  had  from  the  hostelry  it- 
self. The  landlady,  a  stout  woman  of  about  sixty 
years,  welcomed  us  heartily,  and  burst  forth  into 
an  eloquent  eulogy  on  some  fresh  sea-fish  which 
she  had  just  received  from  Rome.  She  promised 
everything  for  dinner,  leaving  us  to  choose ;  but 
as  a  skilful  juggler  flitters  the  cards  before  you, 
and,  while  he  seems  to  offer  all,  forces  upon  you 
the  one  he  wishes,  so  we  found  that  whenever  we 
undertook  to  select  from  her  voluble  bill  of  fare, 
we  had  in  some  unaccountable  manner  always  or- 
dered sea-fish.  Therefore,  after  a  few  vain  efforts, 
we  contented  ourselves,  and,  while  our  dinner  was 
cooking,  climbed  up  to  the  top  of  the  town.  Here 
stands  the  deserted  Palazzo  Barberini,  in  which  is 
a  fine  Roman  mosaic  pavement  It  was  a  dreary 
old  place.  On  the  ceilings  of  some  of  the  apart- 
ments were  fading  out  the  sprawling  apotheoses  of 
heroes  of  the  family,  (themselves  long  ago  faded 
utterly,)  who  probably  went  through  a  somewhat 
different  ceremony  after  their  deaths  from  that 
represented  here.  One  of  the  rooms  on  the 
ground-floor  was  still  occupied,  and  from  its  huge 
grated  windows  there  swelled  and  subsided  at  in- 
tervals a  confused  turmoil  of  voices,  some  talking. 
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atune  singing,  some  swearing,  and  some  lamenting, 
as  if  a  page  of  Dante*s  Inferno  bad  beotmie  sud- 
denly alive  under  <me*s  eye.  This  was  the  prison, 
and  in  front  of  each  window  a  large  stone  block 
allowed  (ete-b-iSte  disooorses  between  the  prisoners 
and  their  friends  outside  as  well  as  the  passing  in 
of  food.  English  jails  were  like  this  in  Qiwen 
Elixabeth*s  time  and  kter.  In  Heywood's  **  Wo- 
man killed  with  Kindness,**  Acton  says  of  his 
enemv  IMoimtfortl,  in  prison  for  debt,  — 


Tka  mmie  at  hk  toIm  otj  tram  tfM  fiat* 
Mtat./hrtktlMrJ'tMktt*' 

Behind  the  palace  rises  a  steep,  rocky  hill,  with  a 
continuation  of  ruined  castle,  the  innocent  fostnees 
now  of  rooks  and  swallows.  We  walked  down  to  a 
kind  of  terrace,  and  watched  the  Alban  Mount 
(which  saw  the  sunset  for  us  by  proxy)  till  the 
bloom  trembled  nearer  and  nearer  to  its  summit, 
then  went  whoDy  out,  we  could  not  say  when,  and 
day  was  dead.  Simultaneously  we  thought  of  din- 
ing, and  clattered  hastily  down  to  the  Cappellaro. 
We  had  to  wait  yet  half  an  hour  for  dinner,  and 
from  where  I  sat  I  could  see  through  the  door  of 
the  dining-room  a  kind  of  large  hall  into  which  a 
door  from  the  kitchen  also  opened.  Presently  I  saw 
the  landlady  come  oat  with  a  little  hanging  lamp 
in  her  hand,  and  seat  herself  amply  before  a  row  of 
baaketa  ranged  opnd»down  akmg  the  walL  She 
oarefnDy  lifted  the  edge  of  one  of  these,  and,  after 
she  had  groped  in  it  a  moment,  I  heard  that  hoarse 
choking  scream  peooliar  to  fowls  when  seiaed  by 


160  LEAVES  FROM  MY  JOURNAL 

the  leg  in  the  dark,  as  if  their  throats  were  in  their 
tibis  after  sunset.  She  took  out  a  fine  young  cock 
and  set  him  upon  his  feet  before  her,  stupid  with 
sleep,  and  blinking  helplessly  at  the  lamp,  which 
he  perhaps  took  for  a  sun  in  reduced  circum- 
stances, doubtful  whether  to  crow  or  cackle.  She 
looked  at  him  admiringly,  felt  of  him,  sighed,  gazed 
sadly  at  his  coral  crest,  and  ))ut  him  back  again. 
This  ceremony  she  repeated  with  five  or  six  of  the 
baskets,  and  then  went  back  into  the  kitchen.  I 
thought  of  Thessalian  hags  and  Arabian  enchan- 
tresses,  and  wondered  if  these  were  transformed 
travellers,  —  for  travellers  go  through  queer  trans- 
formations sometimes.  Should  Storg  and  I  be 
crowing  and  scratching  to-morrow  morning,  instead 
of  going  to  Subiaco  ?  Should  we  be  Plato's  men, 
with  the  feathers,  instead  of  without  them?  I 
would  probe  this  mystery.  So,  when  the  good 
woman  came  in  to  lay  the  table,  I  asked  what  she 
had  been  doing  with  the  fowls. 

"  I  thought  to  kill  one  for  the  gentlemen's  soup ; 
but  they  were  so  Ijeautiful  my  heart  failed  me. 
Still,  if  the  gentlemen  wish  it — only  I  thought  two 
pigeons  would  be  more  delicate." 

Of  course  we  declined  to  be  accessory  to  such  a 
murder,  and  she  went  oflF  delighted,  returning  in  a 
few  minutes  with  our  dinner.  First  we  had  soup, 
then  a  roasted  kid,  then  boiled  pigeons,  (of  which 
the  soup  had  been  made,)  and  last  the  pesci  di 
mare^  which  were  not  quite  so  great  a  novelty  to  us 
as  to  our  good  hostess.  However,  hospitality,  like 
so  many  other  things,  is  reciprocal,  and  the  guest 
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most  bring  his  half,  or  it  u  naught  The  proa, 
perity  of  n  dinner  lies  in  the  heart  of  him  that  eats 
it,  and  an  appetite  twelve  miles  long  enabled  na  to 
do  as  great  justice  to  the  fish  as  if  we  were  crowd- 
ing all  Lent  into  one  meaL  The  landlady  came 
and  lat  by  ;is ;  a  large  and  serious  cat,  winding  her 
great  tail  round  her,  settled  herself  comfortably 
on  the  table,  licking  her  paws  now  and  then,  with 
a  poor  relation*8  look  at  the  fish;  a  small  dog 
sprang  iuto  an  empty  chair,  and  a  large  one,  with 
▼ery  oonftdfintial  manners,  would  go  from  one  to 
the  other  of  us,  laying  his  paw  upon  our  arms  as  if 
he  had  an  important  secret  to  communicate,  and 
alternately  pricking  and  drooping  his  ears  in  hope 
or  detpondenqy.  The  albergatnce  forthwith  began 
to  tell  na  her  story,  —  how  she  was  a  widow,  how 
•he  had  borne  thirteen  children,  twelve  still  living, 
and  how  she  received  a  pension  of  sixty  scudi  a 
year,  under  the  old  Boman  law,  for  her  meritorioua- 
ness  in  this  respect.  The  portrait  of  the  son  she 
had  lost  hung  over  the  chimney-place,  and,  pointing 
to  it,  she  burst  forth  into  the  following  droll  thren- 
ody. The  remarks  in  parentheaiB  were  screamed 
throni^  the  kitchen^oor,  which  stood  ajar,  or  ad- 
dreeeed  personally  to  us. 

**0  my  ion,  my  son !  the  doctors  killed  him,  juAt 
as  truly  as  if  they  had  iwisoned  him !  O  how 
beautiful  he  was!  beautiful!  beautiful! !  brauti- 
ful!  ! !  (Are  not  those  fish  done  yet?)  Look, 
that  is  his  likeness,  —  but  he  was  handsomer.  He 
was  as  iMg  as  that**  (extending  her  arms),  —  **big 
breaiit,  h\^  shouIJuni,  li'iir  suIva,  big  1^>!      (Eat 
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*em,  eat  *em,  they  won't  hurt  you,  fresh  sea-fish, 
fresh !  fresh  /  /  fresh  ! ! !)  I  toUl  them  the  doc- 
tors had  murdered  him,  when  they  carried  him  with 
torches!  He  hud  been  hunting,  and  brought  home 
some  rabbits,  I  remember,  for  he  was  not  one  that 
ever  came  empty-handed,  and  got  the  fever,  and 
you  treated  him  for  consumption,  and  killed  him ! 
(Shall  I  come  out  there,  or  will  you  bring  some 
more  fish  ?)  "  So  she  went  on,  talking  to  herself, 
to  us,  to  the  little  serva  in  the  kitchen,  and  to 
the  medical  profession  in  general,  rei>eating  every 
epithet  three  times,  with  increasing  emphasis,  till 
her  voice  rose  to  a  scream,  and  contriving  to  mix 
up  her  li\nng  children  with  her  dead  one,  the  fish, 
the  doctors,  the  serva^  and  the  rabbits,  till  it  was 
hard  to  say  whether  it  was  the  fish  that  liad  large 
1^;8,  whether  the  doctors  had  killed  them,  or  the 
8erva  had  killed  the  doctors,  and  whether  tlie  bello! 
hello  !  I  hello  1 1 !  referred  to  her  son  or  a  particu- 
larly fine  rabbit 

25M.  —  Having  engaged  our  guide  and  horses 
the  night  before,  we  set  out  betimes  this  morning 
for  Olevano.  From  Palestrina  to  Cavi  the  road 
winds  along  a  narrow  valley,  following  the  course 
of  a  stream  which  rustles  rather  than  roars  below. 
Large  chestnut-trees  lean  every  way  on  the  steep 
sides  of  the  hills  above  us,  and  at  every  opening 
we  could  see  great  stretches  of  Campagna  rolling 
away  and  away  toward  the  b:ises  of  purple  moun- 
tains streaked  with  snow.  The  sides  of  the  road 
were  drifted  with  heaps  of  wild  hawthorn  and 
honeysuckle  in  full  bloom,  and  bubbling  with  in- 
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nnmenble  niglituigales  that  sang  nnseeii.  Over- 
head  the  sanny  sky  tiukltnl  with  Uu>ks,  as  if  the 
frost  in  the  air  were  breakiug  up  and  whirling 
away  on  the  swollen  currents  of  spring. 

Before  long  we  oTertook  a  little  old  man  hob* 
bling  toward  Carl,  with  a  bag  upon  his  back. 
This  was  the  maQ  t  Happy  country,  which  Hurry 
and  Worry  have  not  yet  subjugated  I  Then  we 
clattere<l  up  and  down  the  narrow  pared  streets  of 
Cavl,  through  the  market-place,  full  of  men  dressed 
all  alike  in  blue  jackets,  blue  breeches,  and  white 
stockings,  who  do  not  stare  at  the  strangers,  and  so 
out  at  the  farther  gate.  Now  oftener  and  oftener 
we  meet  groups  of  peasants  in  gayest  dresses,  rag- 
ged pilgrims  with  staff  and  scallop,  singing  (horri- 
bly) ;  then  processions  with  bag-pipes  and  pipes 
in  front,  droning  and  squealing  (horribly)  ;  then 
strings  of  two-wheeled  carts,  eight  or  nine  in  each, 
and  in  the  first  the  priest,  book  in  hand,  setdng 
tiie  stave,  and  aU  singing  (horribly).  This  must 
be  inquired  into.  Grigantic  guide,  who,  splendid 
with  blue  sash  and  silver  knee-buckles,  has  con- 
trived, by  incessant  drumming  with  his  heels,  to 
get  his  mule  in  front,  in  hailc*!. 

**  Ho,  Petniocio,  what  is  the  ni«>nning  ot  aii  tins 
press  of  people  ?  ** 

''  Festa,  Lonlihip,  at  Qeoeoano.** 

"WhatFestof 

"^  Of  the  Madonna,  Lordship,**  and  touches  his 
hat,  for  they  are  all  dreadfully  afraid  of  her  for 
reason  or  other. 

We  are  in  luck,  this  being  the  gmXfeUa  of  the 
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year  ninon^  the  mountains,  —  a  thing  which  people 
go  out  of  Home  to  eee. 

"  Where  is  Genezzano  ?  '* 

"  Just  over  yonder,  Lordship,"  and  pointed  to  the 
left,  where  was  what  seemed  like  a  monstrous  crys- 
tallization of  rock  on  the  crown  of  a  hill,  with  three 
or  four  taller  crags  of  castle  towering  in  the  midst, 
and  all  gray,  except  the  tiled  roofs,  whose  wrin- 
kknl  sides  were  gold-washed  with  a  bright  yellow 
lichen,  as  if  ripples,  turned  by  some  spell  to  stone, 
had  contrived  to  detain  the  sunshine  with  which  they 
were  touched  at  the  moment  of  trausfonnation. 

The  road,  wherever  it  came  into  sight,  burned 
with  brilliant  costumes,  like  an  illuminated  page 
of  Froissart.  Gigantic  guide  meanwhile  shows  an 
uncomfortable  and  fidgety  reluctance  to  turn  aside 
and  enter  fair}'land,  which  is  wholly  unaccountable. 
Is  the  huge  earthen  creature  an  Afrite,  under  sa- 
cred pledge  to  Solomon,  and  in  danger  of  being 
sealed  up  again,  if  he  venture  near  the  festival  of 
our  Blessed  Lady  ?  If  so,  that  also  were  a  cere- 
mony worth  seeing,  and  we  insist  He  wriggles 
and  swings  his  great  feet  with  an  evident  impulse 
to  begin  kicking  the  sides  of  his  mule  again  and 
fly.  The  way  over  the  hills  from  Genezzano  to 
Olevano  he  pronounces  scomodissima^  demanding 
of  every  peasant  who  goes  by  if  it  be  not  entirely 
impassable.  This  leading  question,  put  in  all  the 
tones  of  plausible  entreaty  he  can  command,  meets 
the  invariable  reply,  **  ^  scomoda^  davvero  ;  ma 
per  le  bestie  —  eh  !  "  (it  is  bad,  of  a  truth,  but  for 
the  beasts  —  eh !)  and  then  one  of  those  indescrib- 
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able  shniga,  tmintelligible  at  first  as  the  eompass 
to  a  savage,  but  in  which  the  expert  can  make 
twenty  hairVbreadth  distinctions  between  N.  £. 
and  N.  N.  E. 

Finding  that  destiny  had  written  it  on  his  fore- 
head, the  guide  at  hwt  turned  and  went  cantering 
and  kicking  toward  Genewiano,  we  following.  Just 
before  you  reach  the  town,  the  road  turns  sharply 
to  the  right,  and,  eroesing  a  little  gorge,  loses  itsetf 
in  the  daik  gateway.  Outside  the  £;ate  is  an  open 
space,  which  formicated  with  peasantry  in  every 
varie^  of  costume  that  was  not  Parisian.  Laugh> 
ing  women  were  climbing  upon  their  horses  (which 
they  bestride  like  men) ;  pilgrims  were  chanting, 
and  b^igars  (the  howl  of  an  Italian  beggar  in  the 
ooontry  is  something  terrible)  howling  in  discord- 
ant rivalry.  It  was  a  scene  lively  enough  to  make 
Heraclitus  shed  a  double  allowance  of  tears ;  but 
our  giant  was  still  discomforted.  As  soon  as  we 
had  entered  the  gate,  he  dodged  into  a  little  back- 
street,  just  as  we  were  getting  out  of  which  the 
nqrstery  of  his  tinwillingness  was  cleared  up.  He 
had  been  endeavoring  to  avoid  a  creditor.  But  it 
so  chawwtd  (as  Fate  can  hang  a  man  with  even  a 
rope  of  sand)  that  the  enemy  was  in  position  just 
at  the  end  of  this  very  lane,  where  it  debonohed 
into  the  Piata  of  the  town. 

The  disputes  of  Italians  are  very  droll  things, 
and  I  will  acoordiBfly  bag  thai  which  is  now  im- 
minent, as  a  ipedwan.  lliey  qnanel  a*  ima»> 
countably  as  dogs,  who  put  their  noeea  togedier, 
dislike  each  other's  kind  o(  smell,  and  instantly 
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tumble  one  over  the  other,  with  noise  enongli  to 
draw  the  eyes  of  a  whole  street  So  these  peo- 
ple burst  out,  without  apparent  preliminaries,  into 
a  noise  and  fury  and  war-dance  which  would  imply 
the  very  utmost  pitch  and  agony  of  exasperation. 
And  the  subsidence  is  as  sudden.  They  explode 
each  other  on  mere  contact,  as  if  by  a  law  of  na- 
ture, like  two  hostile  gases.  They  do  not  grow 
warm,  but  leap  at  once  from  zero  to  some  degree 
of  white-heat,  to  indicate  which  no  Anglo-Saxon 
thermometer  of  wrath  is  highly  enough  graduated. 
If  I  were  asked  to  name  one  universal  character- 
istio  of  an  Italian  town,  I  should  say,  two  men 
clamoring  and  shaking  themselves  to  pieces  at 
each  other,  and  a  woman  leaning  lazily  out  of  a 
window,  and  perhaps  looking  at  something  else. 
Till  one  gets  used  to  this  kind  of  thing,  one  ex- 
pects some  horrible  catastrophe ;  but  during  eight 
months  in  Italy  I  have  only  seen  blows  exchanged 
thrioe.  In  the  present  case  the  explosion  was  of 
harmless  gunpowder. 

**  Why  -  haven't -you-paid-those-fifty-  five-bajocchi- 
at-the^n22tcaro/o'«  ?  "  began  the  adversary,  speak- 
ing with  such  inconceivable  rapidity  that  he  made 
only  one  word,  nay,  as  it  seemed,  one  monosylla- 
ble, of  the  whole  sentence.  Our  giant,  with  a 
controversial  genius  which  I  should  not  have  sus- 
pected in  him,  immediately,  and  with  great  adroit- 
ness, changed  the  ground  of  dispute,  and,  instead 
of  remaining  an  insolvent  debtor,  raised  himself  at 
once  to  the  ethical  position  of  a  moralist,  resisting 
an  unjust  demand  from  principle. 
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'*  It  was  only^orfy-fivc,"  roared  he. 

**  But  I  8ay^/f/>y-five,"  screamed  the  other,  and 
•hook  his  okw»«ropped  head  as  a  boy  does  an  ap- 
ple on  iiie  end  of  a  switch,  as  if  he  meant  pre- 
sently to  jerk  it  off  at  his  antagonist. 

**  Btrbone  /  **  yelled  the  guide,  gesticulating  so 
furiously  with  every  square  inch  of  his  ponderous 
body  that  I  thought  he  would  throw  his  mule  over, 
the  poor  beast  standing  all  the  while  with  droop- 
ing head  and  ears  while  the  thunders  of  this  man- 
quake  borst  over  him.  So  feels  the  tortoise  that 
sustains  the  globe  when  earth  suffers  fiery  convul- 
sions. 

**  Birhante  !  "  retorted  the  creditor,  and  the  op- 
probiious  epithet  clattered  from  between  his  shak- 
ing jaws  as  a  refractory  copper  is  rattled  out  of 
a  Jehoiada-box  by  a  child. 

'•  AndaU  vi  far  friggere  .'"  howled  g^iant. 

**  AiuUUe  ditto^  ditto  !  '*  echoed  creditor,  —  and 
behidd,  the  thing  is  over  I  The  g;iant  promises  to 
attend  to  the  affair  when  he  comes  back,  the  cred- 
itor retoms  to  his  booth,  and  we  ride  on. 

Speaking  of  Italian  quarrels,  I  am  tempted  to 
parentbesiae  here  another  which  I  saw  at  Civita 
Veoehia.  We  had  been  five  days  on  our  way  frmn 
Leghorn  in  a  French  steamer,  a  voyage  performed 
usually,  I  think,  in  about  thirteen  hoars.  It  was 
heavy  weather,  blowing  what  a  sailor  would  call 
half  a  gale  of  wind,  and  the  caution  of  our  cap* 
tain,  not  to  call  it  fear,  led  him  to  put  in  for  shelter 
first  at  Porto  Ferrajo  in  Elba,  and  then  at  Santo 
Stefano  on  the  ItaUaa  coast    Our  little  Uaek 
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water-beetle  of  a  mail-packet  leaa  knocked  about 
pretty  well,  and  all  the  Italian  passengers  disap- 
peared in  the  forward  cabin  before  we  were  out 
of  port  When  we  were  fairly  at  anchor  within 
the  harbor  of  Civita  Vecchia,  they  crawled  out 
•gain,  sluggish  as  winter  flies,  their  vealy  faces 
meEzotinted  with  soot.  One  of  them  presently 
appeared  in  the  custom-house,  his  only  luggage 
being  a  cage  closely  covered  with  a  dirty  red  hand- 
kerchief, which  represented  his  linen. 

*■''  What  have  you  in  the  cage  ?  "  asked  the  doga* 
mere. 

"  Eh  I  nothing  other  than  a  parrot.'* 

**  There  is  a  duty  of  one  scudo  and  one  bajoccho, 
then." 

**  Santo  diavolo  1  but  what  hoggishness !  ** 

Thereupon  instant  and  simultaneous  blowup,  or 
rather  a  series  of  explosions,  like  those  in  honor  of 
a  Neapolitan  saint's-day,  lasting  about  ten  minutes, 
and  followed  by  as  sudden  quiet.  In  the  course  of 
it,  the  owner  of  the  bird,  playing  irreverently  on 
the  first  half  of  its  name,  (/)a/>/>rtgallo,)  hinted  that 
it  would  be  a  high  duty  for  his  Holiness  himself 
(^Papa).  After  a  pause  for  breath,  he  said  quietly, 
as  if  nothing  had  happened,  "Very  good,  then, 
since  I  must  pay,  I  will,"  and  began  fumbling  for 
the  money. 

"Meanwhile,  do  me  the  politeness  to  show  me 
the  bird,"  said  the  officer. 

"  With  all  pleasure,"  and,  lifting  a  comer  of  the 
handkerchief,  there  lay  the  object  of  dispute  on  his 
back,  stone-dead,  with  his  claws  curled  up  help- 
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lenly  on  each  aide  his  breast.  I  believe  the  owner 
would  have  been  pleased  had  it  even  been  his 
grandmother  who  had  thns  evaded  dutj,  so  ezqni- 
■ite  is  the  pleasure  of  an  Italian  in  escaping  pay- 
ment of  anything. 

**  I  make  a  present  of  the  poor  bird,"  said  he 
blandly. 

The  publican,  however,  seemed  to  feel  that  he 
had  been  s<nnehow  cheated,  and  I  left  them  in  high 
debate,  as  to  whether  the  bird  were  dead  when 
it  entered  the  custom-house,  and,  if  it  had  been, 
whether  a  dead  parrot  were  dutiable.  Do  not 
blame  me  for  being  entertained  and  trying  to  en- 
tertain you  with  these  trifles.     I  remember  Virgil's 

stem 

"  Om  par  poM  4  dM  teeo  dob  mi  riao," 

but  Dante*s  journey  was  of  more  import  to  himself 
and  others  than  mine. 

I  am  struck  by  the  freshness  and  force  of  the 
passions  in  Europeans,  and  cannot  help  feeling  as 
if  there  were  something  healthy  in  it.  When  I 
think  of  the  versatile  and  accommodating  habits  of 
Americ>a,  it  seems  like  a  land  without  thunder- 
sttinns.  In  proportion  as  man  gfrows  oommeroial, 
does  he  also  becmne  dispassionate  and  incapable  of 
electric  emotimis?  The  driving-wheels  of  all-pow- 
erful natures  are  in  the  back  of  the  head,  and,  as 
man  is  the  highest  ^rpe  of  organization,  so  a  nation 
is  better  or  worse  as  it  advances  toward  the  high- 
est type  d  man,  or  reoedes  from  it  But  it  is  ill 
with  a  nation  when  the  oerebnun  sucks  the  oerebel> 
htm  dry,  for  it  cannot  live  by  intellect  akme.    ThB 
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broad  foreheads  always  cany  the  day  at  last,  but 
only  when  they  are  based  on  or  buttressed  with 
massive  hind-heads.  It  would  be  easier  to  make  a 
people  great  in  whom  the  animal  is  vigorous,  than 
to  keep  one  so  after  it  has  begun  to  spindle  into 
over-intellectuality.  The  hands  that  have  grasped 
dominion  and  held  it  have  been  large  and  hard; 
those  from  which  it  has  slipped,  delicate,  and  apt 
for  the  lyre  and  the  pencil.  Moreover,  brain  is 
alvrays  to  be  bought,  but  passion  never  comes  to 
market.  On  the  whole,  I  am  rather  inclined  to 
like  this  European  impatience  and  fire,  even  while 
I  laugh  at  it,  and  sometimes  find  myself  surmising 
whether  a  people  who,  like  the  Americans,  put  up 
quietly  with  all  sorts  of  petty  personal  impositions 
and  injustices,  will  not  at  length  find  it  too  great  a 
bore  to  quarrel  with  great  public  wrongs. 

Meanwhile,  I  must  remember  tliat  I  am  in  Genez- 
zano,  and  not  in  the  lecturer's  desk.  We  walked 
about  for  an  hour  or  two,  admiring  the  beauty 
and  grand  bearing  of  the  women,  and  the  pictur- 
esque vivacity  and  ever-renewing  unassuetude  of 
the  whole  scene.  Take  six  of  the  most  party-colored 
dreams,  break  them  to  pieces,  put  them  into  a 
fantasy-kaleidoscope,  and  when  you  look  through  it 
you  wiU  see  something  that  for  strangeness,  vivid- 
ness, and  mutability  looked  like  the  little  Piazza  of 
Genezzano  seen  from  the  church  porch.  As  we 
wound  through  the  narrow  streets  agun  to  the 
stables  where  we  had  left  our  horses,  a  branch  of 
laurel  or  ilex  would  mark  a  wine-shop,  and,  looking 
till  our  eye  cooled  and  toned  itself  down  to  dusky 
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■jTrnpatliy  with  the  crypt,  we  ooold  tee  the  midcy 
interior  sprinkled  with  white  head-oloths  and  scar- 
let bodices,  with  here  and  there  a  yellow  spot  of 
lettuce  or  the  red  inward  gkam  of  a  wine-flask. 
The  head-drees  is  precisely  of  that  most  ancient 
pattern  seen  on  Egyptian  statues,  and  so  colossal 
are  many  of  the  wearers,  that  yon  might  almoet 
think  you  saw  a  party  of  young  sphinxes  carousing 
in  the  sunless  core  of  a  pyramid. 

We  remounted  our  beasts,  and,  for  about  a  mile, 
cantered  gayly  along  a  fine  road,  and  then  turned 
into  a  by-path  along  the  flank  of  a  mountain. 
Here  the  guide's  strada  scomodUnma  heffoi,  and 
we  were  forced  to  dismount,  and  drag  our  horses 
downward  for  a  mile  or  two.  We  crossed  a  small 
phun  in  the  valley,  and  then  b^;an  to  climb  the 
opposite  ascent.  The  path  was  perhaps  four  feet 
broad,  and  was  paved  with  irregularly  shaped  blocks 
of  stme,  which,  having  been  raised  and  lowered, 
tipped,  twisted,  undermined,  and  generally  capsiaed 
by  the  rains  and  frosts  of  centuries,  presented  the 
most  diabolically  ingenious  traps  and  pitfalls.  All 
the  while  the  scenery  was  beantifuL  Mountains 
of  every  shape  and  hue  changed  their  slow  outlines 
ever  as  we  moved,  now  opening,  now  closing  roond 
OS,  sometimes  peering  down  solemnly  at  ns  over 
each  other's  shoulders,  and  then  sinking  slowly 
out  of  sight,  or,  at  some  sharp  turn  of  Uie  path, 
seoning  to  stride  into  the  valley  and  ctmfront  ns 
with  their  craggy  challenge,  —  a  challenge  which 
the  little  valleys  accepted,  if  we  did  not,  matching 
their  rarest  tints  of  gray  and  brown,  and  pink  and 
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purple,  or  that  royal  dye  to  make  which  all  thaw 
were  profusely  melted  together  for  a  moment's  or- 
nament, with  as  many  shades  of  various  green  and 
yellow.  Gray  towns  crowded  and  clung  on  the 
tops  of  peaks  that  seemed  inaccessible.  We  owe  a 
g^reatdeal  of  pictoresqueness  to  the  quarrels  and 
thieveries  of  the  barons  of  the  Middle  Ages.  The 
traveller  and  artist  should  put  up  a  prayer  for  their 
battered  old  souls.  It  was  to  be  out  of  their  way 
and  that  of  the  Saracens  that  people  were  driven 
to  make  their  homes  in  spots  so  sublime  and  incon- 
venient that  the  eye  alone  finds  it  pleasant  to  climb 
up  to  them.  Nothing  else  but  an  American  land- 
company  ever  managed  to  induce  settlers  upon 
territory  of  such  uninhabitable  qtiality.  I  have 
seen  an  insect  that  makes  a  mask  for  himself  out 
of  the  lichens  of  the  rock  over  which  he  crawls, 
contriving  so  to  deceive  the  birds ;  and  the  towns 
in  this  wild  region  woidd  seem  to  have  been  built 
on  the  same  principle.  Made  of  the  same  stone 
with  the  cliffs  on  which  they  perch,  it  asks  good 
eyesight  to  make  them  out  at  the  distance  of  a  few 
miles,  and  every  wandering  mountain-mist  annihi- 
lates them  for  the  moment. 

At  intervals,  I  could  hear  the  giant,  after  dig- 
ging at  the  sides  of  his  mule  with  his  spurless 
heels,  growling  to  himself,  and  imprecating  an 
apoplexy  (acciderUe)  upon  the  path  and  him  who 
made  it  This  is  the  universal  malediction  here, 
and  once  it  was  put  into  rhyme  for  my  benefit  I 
was  coming  do\*'n  the  rusty  steps  of  San  Gregorio 
one  day,  and  having  paid  no  heed  to  a  stout  woman 
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of  thirty  odd  who  b^;ged  aomewhat  obtrusively, 
■he  unrwinnd  after  me, 

**  Ah,  Ti  pJgU  «a  MBMito, 
Voi  eh*  MM  date  i 


Ah,  owy  •  WMidMi  apoplexy, 

Too  who  fivo  aoC,  ooom  aad  t«s  y* ! 

Our  guide  oonld  not  long  appease  his  mind  with 
this  milder  type  of  objurgation,  but  soon  intensi^ 
fled  it  into  accidentaeeio^  which  means  a  selected 
i^plexy  of  unoommon  size  and  ugliness.  As  the 
path  g^w  worse  and  worse,  so  did  the  repetition 
of  this  phrase  (for  he  was  slow  of  invention)  be- 
come more  frequent,  till  at  last  he  did  nothing 
but  kick  and  curse,  mentally,  I  have  no  doubt,  in- 
cluding us  in  his  malediction.  I  think  it  would 
have  gratified  Long^us  or  Fuseli  (both  of  whom 
ooamiended  swearing)  to  have  heard  him.  Before 
Vmg  we  turned  the  flank  of  the  hill  by  a  little 
shrine  of  the  Madonna,  and  there  was  Olevano  just 
above  ns.  Like  the  other  towns  in  this  district,  it 
was  the  diadem  of  an  abrupt  peak  of  rock.  From 
the  midst  of  it  jutted  the  ruins  of  an  old  strong- 
hold of  the  Colonua.  Probably  not  a  hoose-  has 
been  built  in  it  for  centuries.  To  enter  the  town, 
we  literally  rode  up  a  long  flight  of  stone  steps, 
and  soon  found  ourselves  in  the  I^aan.  We 
slopped  to  buy  soom  cigars,  and  the  mfforaro^  as 
he  rolled  them  up,  asked  if  we  did  not  want  din- 
ner. We  told  him  we  should  get  it  al  the  inn. 
BenisBimOj  he  wotdd  be  there  before  as.  What 
he  meant,  we  could  not  divine  ;  but  it  tamed  out 
that  he  was  the  landlord,  and  that  the  inn  only 
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became  such  when  strangers  arrived,  reUpeing 
again  immediately  into  a  private  dwelling.  We 
found  our  host  ready  to  receive  us,  and  went  ap  to 
a  large  room  on  the  first  floor.  After  due  instruc- 
tions, we  seated  ourselves  at  the  open  windows,  — 
Storg  to  sketch,  and  I  to  take  a  mental  calotype  of 
the  view.  Among  the  many  lovely  ones  of  the 
day,  thi.s  was  the  loveliest,  — or  was  it  only  that 
the  charm  of  repose  was  added  ?  On  our  right 
was  the  silent  castle,  and  beyond  it  the  silent  moun- 
tains. To  the  left  we  looked  down  over  the  clus* 
tering  houses  upon  a  campagna-valley  of  peaceful 
cultivation,  vineyards,  olive-orchards,  g^iu-fields 
in  their  earliest  green,  and  dark  stripes  of  new- 
ploughed  earth,  over  which  the  cloud  -  shadows 
melted  tracklessly  toward  the  hills  which  round 
softly  upward  to  Monte  Cavi. 

When  our  dinner  came,  and  with  it  a  flask  of 
drowsy  red  Aleatico,  like  ink  with  a  suspicion  of 
life-blood  in  it,  such  as  one  might  fancy  Shake- 
speare to  have  dipped  his  quill  in,  we  ha<l  our  table 
so  placed  that  the  satisfaction  of  our  hunger  might 
be  dissensualized  by  the  view  from  the  windows. 
Many  a  glutton  has  eaten  up  farms  and  woodlands 
and  pastures,  and  so  did  we,  aesthetically,  saucing 
our  frittata  and  flavoring  our  Aleatico  with  land- 
scape. It  is  a  fine  thing  when  we  can  accustom 
our  animal  appetites  to  good  society,  when  body 
and  soul  (like  master  and  servant  in  an  Arab  tent) 
sit  down  together  at  the  same  board.  This  thought 
is  forced  upon  one  very  often  in  Italy,  as  one  pic- 
nics in  euehauted   spots,  where  Imagination  and 


JIALY  176 

Fancy  play  the  parts  of  the  unseen  waiters  in  the 
fairy-story,  and  serve  us  with  coarse  after  course 
ol  their  ethereal  dishes.  Sense  is  satisfied  with 
leas  and  simpler  food  when  sense  and  spirit  are  fed 
together,  and  the  feast  of  the  loaves  and  fishes  is 
spread  for  ns  anew.  If  it  be  important  for  a  state 
to  educate  its  lower  classes,  so  is  it  for  us  person- 
ally to  instruct,  elevate,  and  refine  our  senses,  the 
lower  classes  of  our  private  body-politic,  which,  if 
left  to  their  own  brute  instincts,  will  disorder  or 
destroy  the  whole  commonwealth  with  flaming  in- 
surrection. 

A  fter  dinner  came  our  guide  to  be  paid.  I  h\  too, 
had  had  his  frittata  and  his  fiasco  (or  two),  and 
came  back  absurdly  comic,  reminding  one  of  the 
giant  who  was  so  taken  in  by  the  little  tailor.  He 
was  not  in  the  least  tipsy ;  but  the  wine  had  ex- 
cited his  poor  wits,  whose  destiny  it  was  (awkward 
servants  as  they  were  !)  to  trip  up  and  tumble  over 
each  other  in  proportion  as  they  became  zealous. 
He  was  very  anxious  to  (fo  us  in  scnne  way  or  other ; 
he  only  vaguely  guessed  how,  but  felt  so  gigantic* 
ally  good-natured  that  he  could  not  keep  his  face 
sober  long  enough.  It  is  quite  ckar  why  the  Ital- 
ians have  no  word  but  reeitare  to  express  acting, 
for  their  stage  u  no  more  theatric  than  their  street, 
and  to  exaggerate  in  the  leaxt  would  be  ridiculous. 
We  graver-tempered  and  -mannered  Septentrions 
mnst  give  the  pegs  a  screw  or  two  to  bring  oar 
spirits  op  to  natare*s  concert-pitch.  Storg  and  I 
sat  enjoying  the  exhibition  of  our  giant,  as  if  we 
had  no  nan  ooneem  in  it  than  as  a  comedy.    It 
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was  nothing  but  a  spectacle  to  us,  at  which  we 
were  present  as  critics,  while  he  inveighed,  expos- 
tula  te<l,  argued,  and  besought,  in  a  breath.  Find- 
ing  all  his  attempts  miscarry,  or  resulting  in  notb- 
ing  more  solid  than  applause,  he  said,  **  Font  rum 
capiscono?"  (Perhaps  you  don't  understand?) 
"  Capiscono  pur*  troppo**  (They  understand  only 
too  well,)  replied  the  landlord,  ujwn  which  terra 
JUius  burst  into  a  laugh,  and  began  begging  for 
more  buonamano.  Failing  in  this,  he  tightened  his 
sash,  offered  to  kiss  our  lordships*  hands,  an  act  of 
homage  which  we  declined,  and  departed,  carefully 
avoiding  Genezzano  on  his  return,  I  make  no  doubt. 
We  paid  our  bill,  and  after  I  had  written  in  the 
gaest-book 

B«T«  Aleatioo 

Mi  h  molto  ■iinp«tkio, 

went  down  to  the  door,  where  we  found  our  guides 
and  donkeys,  the  host's  handsome  wife  and  hand- 
somer daughter,  with  two  of  her  daughters,  and  a 
crowd  of  women  and  children  waiting  to  witness  the 
exit  of  the  foreigners.  We  made  all  the  mothers 
and  children  happy  by  a  discriminating  largeate  of 
copper  among  the  little  ones.  They  are  a  charming 
people,  the  natives  of  these  out-of-the-way  Italian 
towns,  if  kindness,  courtesy,  and  good  looks  make 
people  charming.  Our  beards  and  felt  hats,  which 
make  us  pass  for  artists,  were  our  passports  to  the 
warmest  welcome  and  the  best  cheer  everywhere. 
Reluctantly  we  mounted  our  donkeys,  and  trotted 
away,  our  guides  (a  man  and  a  boy)  running  by 
the  flank  (true  henchmen,  haunclunen,^a7i^uier« 
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or  flunkeys)  and  uupiring  the  little  animalu  with 
pokes  in  the  side,  or  with  the  eT«i  more  effectoal 
akrmrr  I  Is  there  any  radical  affinity  between 
this  rolling  fire  of  r's  and  the  word  amL,  which 
means  hansel  or  earnest-money?  The  sound  is 
the  same,  and  has  a  marvellous  spnr-power  over 
the  tloukey,  who  seems  to  understand  that  full 
payment  of  goad  or  cudgel  is  to  follow.  I  have 
known  it  to  mote  even  a  Sicilian  nude,  the  least 
sensitive  and  most  obstinate  of  creatures  with  ean, 
except  a  British  church-warden. 

We  wound  along  under  a  bleak  hill,  more  des(v 
kite  than  anjrthing  I  had  ever  seen.  The  old  g^ray 
rods  seemed  not  to  thrust  themselves  out  of  the 
rusty  soil,  but  rather  to  be  stabbed  into  it,  as  if 
they  had  been  hailed  down  upon  it  by  scnme  volcano. 
Tliere  was  nearly  as  much  look  of  design  as  there 
is  in  a  druidical  circle,  and  the  whole  looked  like 
some  graveyard  in  an  exting^uished  world,  the  mon- 
oment  of  mortality  itself,  such  as  Bishop  Wilkins 
might  have  found  in  the  moon,  if  he  had  ever  got 
thither.  The  path  grew  ever  wilder,  and  Bojate, 
the  next  town  we  came  to,  grim  and  grisxly  under 
a  grim  and  grizzly  sky  of  low-trailing  clouds  which 
had  suddenly  gathered,  looked  drearier  even  than 
the  desolations  we  had  passed.  It  was  easy  to  un- 
derstand why  rocks  should  like  to  live  here  well 
loagh ;  bat  what  could  have  broac^t  men  hither, 
aad  then  kept  them  here,  was  beyond  all  reasoi»> 
able  surmise.  Barren  hills  stood  snUealy  aloof  all 
around,  incapable  of  any  crop  but  lichens. 

We  entered  the  (irte,  and  found  ourselves  b  the 
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midst  of  a  group  of  wild-Iookiug  men  gathered 
about  the  door  of  a  wine-shop.  Some  ol  them  were 
armed  with  long  gonSf  and  we  saw  (for  the  first 
time  in  situ)  the  tall  bandit  hat  with  ribbons 
wound  round  it,  —  such  as  one  is  familiar  with  in 
oi)eras,  and  on  the  heads  of  those  inhabitants  of  the 
Scalinata  in  Rome,  who  have  a  costume  of  their 
own,  and  placidly  serve  as  models  through  the 
whole  pictorial  range  of  divine  and  human  nature, 
from  the  Padre  Etemo  to  Judas.  Twenty  years 
ago,  when  my  notion  of  an  Italian  was  divided  be- 
tween a  monk  and  a  bravo,  the  first  of  whom  did 
nothing  but  enter  at  secret  doors  and  drink  your 
health  in  poison,  while  the  other  lived  behind  cor- 
ners, supporting  himself  by  the  productive  industry 
of  digging  your  person  all  over  with  a  stiletto,  I 
should  have  looked  for  instant  assassination  from 
these  carousing  ruffians.  But  the  only  blood  shed  on 
the  o<!ca.sion  was  that  of  the  grape.  A  ride  over  the 
mountains  for  two  hours  had  made  us  thirsty,  and 
two  or  three  bajocchi  gave  a  tumbler  of  vino  cud' 
utto  to  all  four  of  us.  *'  You  are  welcome,'*  said 
one  of  the  men,  ^*  we  are  all  artists  after  a  fashion ; 
we  are  all  brothers.**  The  manners  here  are  more 
republican,  and  the  title  of  lordship  disappears 
altogether.  Another  came  up  and  insisted  that  we 
should  drink  a  second  flask  of  wine  as  bis  guests. 
In  vain  we  protested ;  no  artist  should  pass  through 
Rojate  without  accepting  that  token  of  good-will, 
and  with  the  liberal  help  of  our  guides  we  contrived 
to  gulp  it  down.  He  was  for  another ;  but  we  pro- 
tested that  we  were  entirely  full,  and  that  it  waa 
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iiupf^siblo.  I  dare  say  the  poor  feOow  would  have 
spent  a  week's  earnings  on  us,  if  we  would  have 
let  him.  We  propos^  to  return  the  civility,  and 
to  leave  a  paul  for  them  to  drink  a  good  journey  to 
OB  after  we  were  gone ;  but  they  would  not  listen 
to  it.  Our  entertainer  followed  us  along  to  the 
IMaaa,  b^;ging  one  of  us  to  let  him  serve  as 
donkey-driver  to  Snbiaco.  When  this  was  denied, 
he  said  that  there  was  a  festa  here  also,  and  that 
we  muHt  stop  long  enough  to  see  the  procession  of 
tit  ell  e  (young  giris),  which  would  soon  begin.  But 
evening  was  already  gathering,  the  clouds  grew 
momently  darker,  and  fierce,  damp  gusts,  striking 
us  with  the  suddemms  of  a  blow,  promised  a  wfld 
night.  We  had  still  eight  miles  of  mountain-path 
Wfore  ns,  and  we  struggled  away.  As  we  crossed 
the  next  summit  beyond  the  town,  a  sotmd  of  chant- 
ing drifted  by  us  on  the  wind,  wavered  hither  and 
thither,  now  heard,  now  lost,  then  a  doubtful  some> 
thing  between  song  and  gust,  and,  lingering  a  few 
momenta,  we  saw  the  white  head-dreeses,  gliding 
two  by  two,  across  a  gap  between  the  hoosee.  The 
tcene  and  the  music  were  both  in  neutral  tints, 
a  sketch,  as  it  were,  in  upia  a  little  blurred. 

Before  long  the  olonds  almost  brushed  as  as  they 
eddied  silently  by,  and  then  it  began  to  rain,  first 
mistily,  and  then  in  thick,  hard  drops.  Fortu- 
nately there  was  a  moon,  shining  placidly  in  the 
desert  heaven  above  all  this  turmoil,  or  we  ooold 
not  have  found  our  path,  which  in  a  few  momsBli 
became  a  roaring  torrent  almost  knee  dtp.  It 
was  a  cold  rain,  and  hx  above  us,  where  the  momi" 
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tun-peaks  tore  gaps  in  the  clouds,  we  could  see  die 
white  silence  of  new-fallen  snow.  Sometimet  we 
had  to  dismount  and  wade,  —  a  circumstance  which 
did  not  make  our  saddles  more  comfortable  when 
we  returned  to  them  and  could  hear  them  go  crosA, 
CToahj  as  the  water  gurgled  out  of  them  at  every 
jolt.  There  was  no  hope  of  shelter  nearer  than 
Subiaco,  no  sign  of  man,  and  no  sound  but  the 
multitudinous  roar  of  waters  on  every  side.  Kivu- 
let  whispered  to  rivulet,  and  waterfall  shouted  to 
water-faU,  as  they  leaped  from  rock  to  rock,  all 
hurrj'ing  to  reinforce  the  main  torrent  below,  which 
hummed  onward  toward  the  Anio  with  dilated 
heart.  So  gathered  the  hoarse  Northern  swarms 
to  descend  u(X)n  sunken  Italy ;  and  so  forever  does 
physical  and  intellectual  force  seek  its  fatal  equi- 
librium, rushing  in  and  occupying  wherever  it  is 
drawn  by  the  attraction  of  a  lower  leveL 

We  forded  large  streams  that  had  been  dry  beds 
an  hour  before  ;  and  so  sudden  was  the  creation  of 
the  floods,  that  it  gave  one  almost  as  fresh  a  feel- 
ing of  water  as  if  one  had  been  present  in  Eden 
when  the  first  rock  gave  birth  to  the  first  fountain. 
I  had  a  severe  cold,  I  was  wet  through  from  the  hips 
downward,  and  yet  I  never  enjoyed  anything  more 
in  my  life,  —  so  different  is  the  shower-bath  to 
which  we  doom  ourselves  from  that  whose  string  is 
pulled  by  the  prison- warden  compulsion.  After 
our  little  bearers  had  tottered  us  up  and  down  the 
dusky  steeps  of  a  few  more  mountain-spurs,  where 
a  misstep  would  have  sent  us  spinning  down  the 
fathomless  black  nowhere  below,  we  came  out  upon 
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the  highroad^  and  found  it  a  fine  CMne,  m  all  the 
great  Italian  roada  are.  The  rain  broke  off  sud- 
denly, and  on  the  left,  weeming  about  half  a  mile 
away,  sparided  the  lights  of  Subiaoo,  flashing  inter- 
mittently like  a  knot  of  fire-flies  in  a  meadow.  The 
town,  owing  to  the  necessary  windings  of  the  road, 
was  still  three  miles  off,  and  just  as  the  guides  had 
prodded  and  ahmd  the  dcmkeys  into  a  brisk  jog- 
^e,  I  resolTed  to  give  up  my  saddle  to  the  boy,  and 
try  Tom  Coiyate's  compasses.  It  was  partly  out 
of  huiuani^  to  myself  and  partly  to  him,  for  he 
was  tired  and  I  was  cold.  The  elder  guide  and  I 
took  the  lead,  and,  as  I  looked  back,  1  laughed  to 
see  the  lolling  ears  of  Storg's  donkey  thrust  from 
under  his  long  cloak,  as  if  he  were  coming  out 
from  a  black  Arab  tent.  We  soon  left  them  be- 
hind, and  paused  at  a  bridge  over  the  Anio  till  we 
heard  the  patter  of  little  hoofs  again.  The  bridge 
is  a  single  arch,  bent  between  the  steep  edges  of  a 
gorge  through  which  the  Anio  huddled  far  below, 
showing  a  green  g^eam  here  and  there  in  the  strag- 
gling moonlight,  as  if  a  fish  rolled  up  his  burnished 
flank.  After  another  mile  and  a  half,  we  reached 
the  gate,  and  awaited  our  companions.  It  was 
dn-urv  enough,  —  waiting  always  is,  — and  as  the 
imuw-chilled  wind  whistled  through  the  damp  arch- 
way where  we  stood,  my  l^pi  illustrated  feelingly 
to  me  how  they  cool  water  in  the  East,  by  wrap- 
inng  the  jars  with  wet  woollen  and  setting  them  in 
a  draught.  At  last  they  came ;  I  remoimted,  and 
we  went  iiliding  through  the  steep,  wirt  streets  tiU 
we  had  fairly  passed  through  the  whole  town.    Bo* 
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fore  a  long  building  of  two  stories,  without  a  symp* 
torn  of  past  or  future  light,  we  stopped.  ^  Ecco 
la  Paletta  /  "  said  the  guide,  and  began  to  pound 
furiously  on  the  door  with  a  large  stone,  which  he 
some  time  before  had  provided  for  the  purpose. 
After  a  long  jieriod  of  sullen  irresponsiveness,  we 
heard  descending  footsteps,  light  streamed  through 
the  chinks  of  the  door,  and  the  invariable  **  Chi 
hf  **  which  precedes  the  unbarring  of  all  portals 
here,  came  from  within.  "  Due  forestieri^**  an- 
swered the  guide,  and  the  bars  rattled  in  hasty 
welcome.  **  Make  us,"  we  exclaimed,  as  we  stiffly 
climbed  down  from  our  perches,  **•  your  biggest  fire 
in  your  biggest  chimney,  and  then  we  will  talk  of 
supper !  "  In  five  minutes  two  great  laurel-fagots 
were  spitting  and  crackling  in  an  enormous  fire- 
place ;  and  Storg  and  I  were  in  the  costume  which 
Don  Quixote  wore  on  the  Brown  Mountain.  Of 
course  there  was  nothing  for  supper  but  nj'nttata  ; 
but  there  are  worse  things  in  the  world  than  a 
frittata  con  prosciutto,  and  we  discussed  it  like  a 
society  just  emerging  from  barbarism,  the  upper 
half  of  our  persons  presenting  all  the  essentials  of 
an  advanced  civilization,  while  our  legs  skulked 
under  the  table  as  free  from  sartorial  impertinences 
as  those  of  the  noblest  savage  that  ever  ran  wild  in 
the  woods.     And  so  eccoci  Jinalmente  arrivati  / 

21th.  —  Nothing  can  be  more  lovely  than  the 
scenery  about  Subiaco.  The  town  itself  is  built 
on  a  kind  of  cone  rising  from  the  midst  of  a  valley 
abounding  in  olives  and  vines,  with  a  superb 
mountain  horizon  around  it,  and  the  green  Anio 
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ciMOiding  at  its  ie«t  As  you  walk  to  the  higb- 
perohed  oooTent  ol  San  Benedetto,  you  look  aoroes 
the  river  on  your  right  just  after  leaving  the  town, 
to  a  oli£f  over  which  the  ivy  pours  in  torrents, 
and  in  which  dwellings  have  been  hollowed  out. 
Ill  the  Uack  doorway  of  every  one  sits  a  woman 
in  scarlet  bodice  and  white  headgear,  with  a  dis- 
taff, spinning,  while  overhead  countless  nightin- 
gales sing  at  once  from  the  fringe  of  shrubbeiy. 
The  glorious  great  white  clouds  look  over  the 
mountain-tops  into  our  enchanted  valley,  and  some- 
times a  lock  of  their  vapory  wool  would  be  torn 
off,  to  lie  for  a  while  in  some  inaccessible  ravine 
like  a  snow-drift ;  but  it  seemed  as  if  no  shadow 
i>«mltl  Hy  over  our  privacy  of  sunshine  to-day. 
The  approach  to  the  monastery  is  delicious.  You 
pass  out  of  the  hot  sun  into  the  green  shadows 
of  ancient  ilexes,  leaning  and  twisting  every  way 
that  is  graceful,  their  branches  velvety  with  bril- 
liant moss,  in  which  grow  feathery  ferns,  fringing 
them  with  a  halo  of  verdure.  Then  comes  the  con- 
vent, with  its  pleasant  old  monks,  who  show  their 
saered  vessels  (one  by  Cellini)  and  their  relics, 
among  which  is  a  finger-bone  of  one  of  the  Inno- 
cents. Lower  down  is  a  convent  of  Santa  Soholaa- 
tica,  where  the  first  book  was  printed  in  Italy. 

Rut  tlioti^h  one  may  have  daylight  till  after 
t\%«-ntyfour  o'rWk  in  Italy,  the  days  are  no  longer 
than  ours,  and  I  most  go  back  to  La  Paletta 
to  see  about  a  vettura  to  Tivoli.  I  leave  Stoig 
sketching,  and  walk  slowly  down,  lingering  otw 
the  everHshaagefal  views,  lingering  opposite  tiie 
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nightingale-cliff,  but  get  back  to  Subiaco  and  the 
vetturino  at  last.  The  g^wl  of  a  thun(ler-«tonu 
soon  brought  Storg  home,  and  we  leave  Subiaoo 
triumphantly,  at  five  o'clock,  in  a  light  carriage, 
drawn  by  three  g^y  stallions  (harnessed  abreast) 
on  the  full  gallop.  I  cannot  describe  our  drive, 
tlie  mountain-towns,  with  their  files  of  girls  wind- 
ing up  from  the  fountain  with  balanced  water-jars 
of  ruddy  copper,  or  chattering  round  it  brij;ht^ 
hued  as  parrots,  the  ruined  castles,  the  green  gleams 
of  the  capricious  river,  the  one  great  mountain 
that  soaked  up  all  the  rose  of  sunset,  and,  after 
all  else  grew  dim,  still  glowed  as  if  with  inward 
fires,  and,  later,  the  white  spray-smoke  of  Tivoli 
that  drove  down  the  valley  under  a  clear  cold 
moon,  contrasting  strangely  with  the  red  glare  of 
the  lime-furnace  on  the  opposite  hillside.  It  is 
well  that  we  can  be  happy  sometimes  without 
peeping  and  botanizing  in  the  materials  that  make 
us  so.  It  is  not  often  that  we  can  escape  the  evil 
genius  of  analysis  that  haunts  our  modem  day- 
light of  self-consciousness  (wir  haben  ja  aufge- 
Iddrt  /)  and  enjoy  a  day  of  right  Chaucer. 

P.  S.  Now  that  I  am  printing  this,  a  dear  friend 
sends  me  an  old  letter,  and  says,  '*  Slip  in  some- 
where, by  way  of  contrast,  what  you  wrote  me  of 
your  visit  to  Passawampscot.'*  It  is  odd,  almost 
painful,  to  be  confronted  with  your  past  self  and 
your  past  selfs  doings,  when  you  have  forgotten 
both.  But  here  is  my  bit  of  American  scenery,  such 
as  it  is. 
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While  we  were  waiting  for  the  bottt,  we  had 
time  to  investigate  P.  a  little.  We  wandered  about 
with  no  one  to  molest  os  or  make  us  afraid.  No  ci- 
eerone  wm  lying  in  wait  for  na,  no  verger  expected 
with  funeral  ■olemni^  the  more  than  compulsory 
shilling.  I  remember  the  whole  population  of  Cor- 
tona  gathering  round  me,  and  beseeching  me  not 
to  leaTe  their  city  till  I  had  seen  the  lampadone, 
whose  keeper  had  unhappily  gone  out  for  a  walk., 
taking  the  key  with  him.  Thank  Fortune,  here 
were  no  antiquities,  no  galleries  of  Pre-Baphael- 
He  art,  every  lank  figure  looking  as  if  it  had  been 
stretched  on  a  rack,  before  which  the  Anglo-Saxon 
writhes  because  he  ought  to  like  them  and  can- 
not for  the  soul  of  him.  It  is  a  pretty  little  yil> 
lage,  cuddled  down  among  the  hiUs,  the  clay  soil 
of  which  gives  them,  to  a  pilgrim  from  the  parched 
gravelly  inland,  a  look  of  almost  fanatical  green. 
The  fields  are  broad,  and  wholly  given  up  to  the 
graong  of  cattle  and  sheep,  which  dotted  them 
thickly  in  the  breesy  sunshine.  The  open  doors 
of  a  bam,  through  which  the  wind  flowed  rustling 
the  loose  locks  of  the  mow,  attracted  us.  Swal- 
k»ws  swam  in  and  out  with  level  wings,  or  crossed 
each  other,  twittering  in  the  dusky  mouth  of  their 
hay-soented  cavern.  Two  or  three  hens  and  a  oook 
(none  ti  joar  gawky  Shanghais,  long4egged  as  a 
French  peasant  on  his  stilts,  but  the  true  red  cook 
of  the  baUada,  fnU-ohested,  coral-combed,  f oantam- 
tailed)  were  faiqniring  for  hay-seed  in  the  baob- 
ground.  What  frame  in  what  gallery  ever  en- 
closed sooh  a  piotore  as  is  squared  within  the 
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groundsel,  side  -  posts,  and  lintel  of  a  barn-door, 
whether  for  eye  or  fancy  ?  The  shining  floor  sug- 
gests the  flail -beat  of  autumn,  that  pleasantest 
of  monotonous  sounds,  and  the  later  hulking- bee, 
where  the  lads  and  lasses  sit  round  laughingly  busy 
under  the  swinging  lantern. 

Here  we  found  a  fine,  stalwart  fellow  shearing 
sheep.  This  was  something  new  to  us,  and  we 
watched  him  for  some  time  with  many  questions, 
which  he  answered  with  off-hand  good-nature.  Go- 
ing away,  I  tlianked  him  for  having  taught  me 
something.  He  laughed,  and  said,  '■''  Ef  you'll  take 
off  them  gloves  o'  youm,  I  '11  give  ye  a  try  at  the 
practical  part  on  't"  He  was  in  the  right  of  it. 
I  never  saw  anything  handsomer  than  those  brown 
hands  of  his,  on  which  the  sinews  stood  out,  as  he 
liandled  his  shears,  tight  as  a  drawn  bowstring. 
How  much  more  admirable  is  this  tawny  vigor, 
the  badge  of  fruitful  toil,  than  the  crop  of  early 
muscle  that  heads  out  under  the  forcing-glass  of 
the  gymnasium !  Foreigners  do  not  feel  easy  in 
America,  because  there  are  no  peasants  and  un- 
derlings here  to  be  humble  to  them.  The  truth  is, 
that  none  but  those  who  feel  themselves  only  arti- 
ficially the  superiors  of  our  sturdy  yeomen  see  in 
their  self-respect  any  uncomfortable  assumption  of 
equality,  It  is  the  last  thing  the  yeoman  is  likely 
to  think  of.  They  do  not  like  the  "I  say,  ma 
good  fellah ''  kind  of  style,  and  commonly  contrive 
to  snub  it  They  do  not  value  condescension  at 
the  same  rate  that  he  does  who  vouchsafes  it  to 
them.     U  it  be  a  good  thing  for  an  English  duke 
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that  he  has  no  social  superiors,  I  think  it  can 
hardly  be  bad  for  a  Yankee  fanner.  If  it  be  a  bad 
thing  for  the  duke  that  he  meets  none  but  inferi- 
ors, it  cannot  harm  the  farmer  much  that  he  never 
has  the  chance.  At  any  rate,  there  was  no  thought 
of  ineivilit}'  in  my  friend  Ilobbinors  jibe  at  my 
kids,  only  a  kind  of  jolly  superiority.  But  I  did 
not  like  to  he  taken  for  a  city  gent^  so  I  told  him 
I  was  bom  and  bred  in  the  country  as  well  as  he. 
He  langhed  again,  and  said,  ^  Wal,  anyhow,  I  've 
the  adrantage  of  ye,  for  yon  never  see  a  sheep 
shore,  and  I  Ve  be*n  to  the  Opery  and  shore  sheep 
myself  into  the  bargain.^  He  told  me  that  there 
were  two  hundred  sheep  in  the  town,  and  that  his 
father  could  remember  when  there  were  four  times 
as  many.  The  sea  laps  and  mumbles  the  soft  roots 
of  the  hills,  and  licks  away  an  acre  or  two  of  good 
pastoiage. every  season.  The  father,  an  old  man 
of  eighty,  stood  looking  on,  pleased  with  his  son's 
wit,  and  brown  as  if  the  Passawampscot  fogs  were 
walnut-juice. 

We  dined  at  a  little  tavern,  with  a  gilded  ball 
hmg  oat  for  sign,  —  a  waif,  I  fancy,  from  some 
shipwreck.  The  landlady  was  a  brisk,  ■»nn«i«g 
little  body,  who  soon  informed  us  that  her  husband 
was  own  cousin  to  a  Senator  of  the  Unitc<I  States. 
A  very  elaborate  sampler  in  the  parlor,  in  which 
an  obelisk  was  wept  over  by  a  somewhat  costly 
willow  in  silver  thread,  recorded  the  virtues  of  the 
Senator's  maternal  grandfather  and  grandmother. 
After  dinner,  as  we  sat  smoking  our  pipes  on  the 
piasa,  our  good  hostess  brought  her  little  daugh* 
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ter,  and  made  her  repeat  verses  utterly  unintelli- 
gible, but  conjecturally  moral,  and  certainly  de- 
pressing. Once  set  agoing,  she  ran  down  like  an 
alarm-clock.  We  awaited  her  subsidence  as  that  of 
a  shower  or  other  inevitable  natural  phenomenon. 
More  refreshing  was  the  talk  of  a  tall  returned 
Califomian,  who  told  us,  among  other  things,  that 
**  he  should  n't  mind  Panahmy's  bein*  simk,  oilers 
providin'  there  war  n't  none  of  our  folks  onto  it 
when  it  went  down  I " 

Our  landlady's  exhibition  of  her  daughter  puts 
me  in  mind  of  something  similar,  yet  oddly  differ- 
ent, which  happened  to  Storg  and  me  at  Palestrina. 
We  jointly  praised  the  beauty  of  our  stout  locan- 
diera'a  little  girl.  "  Ah,  she  is  nothing  to  her 
eldest  sister  just  married,"  said  the  mother.  **  If 
you  could  see  herf  She  is  bella,  hella^  bella  !  " 
We  thought  no  more  of  it ;  but  after  dinner,  the 
good  creature,  with  no  warning  but  a  tap  at  the 
door  and  a  humble  con  permesso^  brought  her  in 
all  her  bravery,  and  showed  her  off  to  us  as  simply 
and  naturally  as  if  she  had  been  a  picture.  The 
girl,  who  was  both  beautifid  and  modest,  bore  it 
with  the  dignified  aplomb  of  a  statue.  She  knew 
we  admired  her,  and  liked  it,  but  with  the  indif- 
ference of  a  rose.  There  is  something  very  charm- 
ing, I  think,  in  this  wholly  unsophisticated  con- 
sciousness, with  no  alloy  of  vanity  or  coquetry. 


A  FEW  BITS  OF  ROMAN  MOSAIC      189 
IV. 

A   FEW   BITS  OP   ROMAN   MOSAIC. 

Bjron  hit  the  white,  which  he  often  shot  my 
wide  of  in  his  Italian  Guide  Book,  when  he  ealled 
Borne  ^my  countr}'."  But  it  is  a  feeling  wliieh 
oomes  to  one  slowly,  and  is  absorbed  into  one's 
■yatem  during  a  long  residence.  Perhaps  one  does 
not  feel  it  till  one  has  gone  away,  as  things  always 
seem  fairer  when  we  look  back  at  them,  and  it  is 
out  of  that  inaccessible  tower  of  the  past  that  Long- 
ing leans  and  beckons.  However  it  be.  Fancy  gets 
a  rode  shock  at  entering  Rome,  which  it  takes  her 
a  great  while  to  get  over.  She  has  gradoally  made 
hersdf  believe  that  she  is  approaching  a  ci^  of  the 
dead,  and  has  seen  nothing  on  the  road  from  Civita 
Vecchia  to  disturb  that  theory.  Milestones,  with 
**  Via  Aurelia  **  carved  upon  them,  have  confirmed 
it.  It  is  eighteen  hundred  years  ago  with  her,  and 
on  the  dial  of  time  the  shadow  has  not  yet  trembled 
over  the  line  that  marks  the  b^pnning  of  the  first 
oentory.  She  arrives  at  the  gate,  and  a  dirty,  blue 
man,  with  a  cocked  hat  and  a  white  sword-belt, 
asks  for  her  passport  Then  another  man,  as  like 
the  first  as  one  spoon  is  like  its  fellow,  and  hav- 
ing, like  him,  the  look  of  being  run  in  a  mould, 
tells  her  that  she  must  go  to  the  custom-house.  It 
is  as  if  a  ghost,  who  had  scarcely  reeovwsd  from 
the  jar  of  hearing  Charon  say,  **  1 11  trouble  you 
lor  your  obobs,  if  you  please,*'  should  have  his 
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portmanteau  seized  by  the  Stygian  tide>waifcen  to 
be  searched.  Is  there  anything,  then,  contraband 
of  deatli  ?  asks  poor  Fancy  of  herself. 

But  it  is  the  misfortune  (or  the  safeguard)  of 
the  English  mind  that  Fancy  is  always  an  outlaw, 
liable  to  be  laid  by  the  heels  wherever  Constable 
Common  Sense  can  catch  her.  She  submits  quietly 
as  the  postilion  cries,  "  i'ce-i/)/"  cracks  his  whip, 
and  the  rattle  over  the  pavement  begins,  strug- 
gles a  moment  when  the  pillars  of  the  colonnade 
stalk  ghostly  by  in  the  moonlight,  and  finally  gives 
up  all  for  lost  when  she  sees  Bernini's  angels  polk- 
ing on  their  pedestals  along  the  sides  of  the  Ponte 
Sant'  Angelo  with  the  emblems  of  the  Passion  in 
their  arms. 

You  are  in  Rome,  of  course ;  the  shirro  said  so, 
the  doganiere  bowed  it,  and  the  postilion  swore  it ; 
but  it  is  a  Rome  of  modem  houses,  muddy  streets, 
ding)'  caffesy  cigar-smokers,  and  French  soldiers, 
the  manifest  junior  of  Florence.  And  yet  full  of 
anachronisms,  for  in  a  little  while  you  pass  the  col- 
umn of  Antoninus,  find  the  Dogana  in  an  ancient 
temple  whose  furrowed  pillars  show  through  the 
recent  plaster,  and  feel  as  if  you  saw  the  statue  of 
Minerva  in  a  Paris  bonnet.  You  are  driven  to  a 
hotel  where  all  the  barbarian  languages  are  spoken 
in  one  wild  conglomerate  by  the  Commiasionnaire, 
have  your  dinner  whoUy  in  French,  and  wake  the 
next  morning  dreaming  of  the  Tenth  Legion,  to  see 
a  regiment  of  Chasseurs  de  Vincennes  trotting  by. 

For  a  few  days  one  undergoes  a  tremendous  re- 
coiL     Other  places  have  a  distinct  meaning.     Loo- 
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don  is  the  >'i8iblc  throne  of  King  Stock ;  Versailles 
\b  the  aimtheoflis  of  one  of  Louis  XIV.*8  cast  peri- 
wigs; Florence  and  I^aa  are  cities  of  the  Middle 
Ages ;  but  Rome  teems  to  be  a  parody  upon  itself. 
The  ticket  that  admits  you  to  see  the  starting  of 
the  horses  at  carnival  has  S.  P.  Q.  R.  at  the  top  of 
it,  and  you  give  the  eustode  a  paul  for  showing  you 
the  wolf  that  suckled  Rcnnulus  and  Remus.  The 
Senatus  seems  to  be  a  score  or  so  of  elderly  gentle- 
men in  soarlet,  and  the  Popultuque  Romanus  a 
swarm  of  nasty  friars. 

Bat  there  is  something  more  than  mere  earth  in 
the  spot  where  great  deeds  have  been  done.  The 
mrreyor  6annot  give  the  tme  dimensions  of  Mara- 
thon or  Lexington,  for  they  are  not  reducible  to 
sqnare  acres.  Dead  glory  and  greatness  leave 
ghosts  behind  them,  and  departed  empire  has  a 
metemp^chosis,  if  nothing  else  has.  Its  spirit 
haunts  the  grave,  and  waits,  and  waits  till  at  la^t 
it  finds  a  body  to  its  mind,  slips  into  it,  and  histo- 
rians moralize  on  the  fluctuation  of  human  affairs. 
By  and  by,  perhaps,  enough  observadoos  will 
have  been  recorded  to  assure  us  that  these  recur- 
rences are  firmamental,  and  historiooomers  will 
have  measured  accurately  the  sidereal  years  of 
races.  When  that  is  onoe  done,  events  w^n  move 
with  the  quiet  of  an  orrery,  and  nations  will  con- 
sent to  their  peridynamis  and  apodynamis  with 
planetary  oomposnre. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  yon  become  gradually  aware 
of  the  presence  of  this  imperial  ghost  among  the 
Romao  ratns.    Tea  reeeive  hints  and  stutles  of  it 
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through  the  senses  first,  as  the  hone  always  shies 
at  the  apparition  before  the  rider  can  see  it.  nien, 
little  by  little,  you  beoome  awured  of  it,  and  seem 
to  hear  the  brush  of  its  mantle  throup^h  some  hall 
of  Caracalla*s  baths,  or  one  of  those  other  solitudes 
of  Rome.  And  those  solitudes  are  without  a  par- 
allel ;  for  it  is  not  the  mere  absence  of  man,  but 
the  sense  of  his  departure,  that  makes  a  profound 
loneliness.  Musing  upon  them,  you  cannot  but 
feel  the  shadow  of  that  disembodied  empire,  and, 
remembering  how  the  foundations  of  the  Capitol 
were  laid  where  a  human  head  was  turned  up,  you 
are  impelled  to  prophesy  that  the  Idea  of  Rome 
will  incarnate  itself  again  as  soon  as  an  Italian 
brain  is  found  large  enough  to  hold  it,  and  to  give 
unity  to  those  discordant  members. 

But,  though  I  intend  to  observe  no  regular  pat- 
tern in  my  Roman  mosaic,  which  will  resemble 
more  what  one  finds  in  his  pockets  after  a  walk,  — 
a  pagan  cube  or  two  from  the  palaces  of  the  Cse- 
sars,  a  few  Byzantine  bits,  g^ven  with  many  shrugs 
of  secrecy  by  a  lay-brother  at  San  Paolo  fuori  le 
mura^  and  a  few  more  (quite  as  ancient)  from  the 
manufactory  at  the  Vatican,  —  it  seems  natural  to 
begin  what  one  has  to  say  of  Rome  with  something 
about  St.  Peter's;  for  the  saint  sits  at  the  gate 
here  as  well  as  in  Paradise. 

It  is  very  common  for  people  to  say  that  they 
are  disappointed  in  the  first  sight  of  St.  Peter's ; 
and  one  hears  much  the  same  about  Niagara.  I 
cannot  help  thinking  that  the  fault  is  in  them- 
selves;  and  that  if   the  church  and  the  cataract 
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were  in  the  habit  of  giving  away  their  thoughts 
with  that  rash  generosity  which  characterises  tour- 
i«ta,  they  might  perhaps  say  of  their  visitors, 
**Well,  if  you  are  those  Men  of  whom  we  have 
heard  so  much,  we  are  a  little  disappointed,  to  tell 
the  truth!**  The  refined  tourist  expects  some- 
what too  much  when  he  takes  it  for  granted  that 
St.  Peter*s  will  at  once  decorate  him  with  the  order 
of  imagination,  just  as  Victoria  knights  an  alder> 
man  when  he  presents  an  address.  Or  perhaps 
he  has  been  getting  up  a  little  architecture  on  the 
road  from  Florence,  and  is  disoomfited  because  he 
does  not  know  whether  he  ought  to  be  pleased  or 
not,  which  is  very  much  as  if  he  should  wait  to  be 
UAA  whether  it  was  fresh  water  or  salt  which  makes 
the  exhaostless  g^raoe  of  Niagara's  emerald  curve, 
before  he  benignly  consented  to  approve.  It  would 
be  wiser,  perhaps,  for  him  to  consider  whether, 
if  Michael  Angelo  had  had  the  building  of  himy 
his  own  personal  style  would  not  have  been  more 
impressive. 

It  is  not  to  Ix)  (Ioubt<xl  tliat  minds  are  of  as 
many  different  oniers  as  cathetlrals,  and  that  the 
Oothio  imagination  is  vexed  and  disoommoded  in 
the  vain  endeavor  to  Hatten  its  pinnacles,  and  fit 
itself  into  the  round  Roman  arches.  But  if  it  be 
impossible  for  a  man  to  like  everything,  it  is  quite 
possible  for  him  to  avoid  U-inj^  driven  mad  by  what 
does  not  please  him;  nay,  it  is  the  imperativn 
duty  of  a  wise  man  to  find  out  what  that  secret  it 
which  makes  a  thing  plesMng  to  another.  In  ap- 
proaohing  St  Peter's,  om  must  tak»  his  Protestant 
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hIioos  off  his  feet,  and  leave  them  behind  him,  in 
the  Piazza  KuHtioucci.  Otherwise  the  great  Basil- 
ica, vnth  those  outstretching  colonnades  of  Bra- 
niante,  will  seem  to  be  a  bloated  spider  lying  in 
wait  for  him,  the  poor  heretic  fly.  As  he  lifts  the 
heavy  leathern  flapper  over  the  door,  and  is  dis- 
charged into  the  interior  by  its  impetuous  recoil, 
let  him  disburthen  his  mind  altogether  of  stone  and 
mortiir,  and  think  only  that  he  is  standing  before 
the  throne  of  a  dynasty  which,  even  in  its  decay,  is 
the  most  powerful  the  world  ever  saw.  Mason- 
work  is  all  very  well  in  itself,  but  it  has  nothing  to 
do  with  the  afiPair  at  present  in  hand. 

Suppose  that  a  man  in  pouring  down  a  glass  of 
darct  could  drink  the  South  of  France,  tliat  he 
could  so  disintegrate  the  wine  by  the  force  of  imag- 
ination as  to  taste  in  it  all  the  clustered  beauty  and 
bloom  of  the  grape,  all  the  dance  and  song  and  sun- 
burnt jollity  of  the  vintage.  Or  suppose  that  in 
eating  bread  he  could  transubstantiate  it  with  the 
tender  blade  of  spring,  the  gleam-flitted  corn-ocean 
of  summer,  the  royal  autumn,  with  its  gulden  beard, 
and  the  merry  funerals  of  harvest.  This  is  what 
the  great  poets  do  for  us,  we  cannot  tell  how,  with 
their  fatally-chosen  words,  crowding  the  happy  veins 
of  language  again  with  all  the  life  and  meaning  and 
music  that  had  been  dribbling  away  from  them 
since  Adam.  And  this  is  what  the  Roman  Church 
does  for  religion,  feeding  the  soul  not  with  the  es- 
sential religious  sentiment,  not  with  a  drop  or  two 
of  the  tincture  of  worship,  but  making  us  feel  one 
by  one  all  those  original  elements  of  which  worship 
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is  coinjM>se(l ;  not  bringing  the  end  to  us,  but  mak- 
ing  us  pass  over  an  J  feel  beneath  our  feet  all  the 
goUlen  rounds  of  the  hulder  by  which  the  climbing 
generations  have  reached  that  end  ;  not  handing 
Uii  drily  a  dead  and  extinguished  Q.  E.  D.,  but  let- 
V.-  ither  declare  itself  by  the  glory  with  which 

i  .  ^68  the  iooense-clouds  of  wonder  and  aspi- 

ration and  beauty  in  which  it  is  veiled.  The  se- 
cret of  her  power  is  typified  in  the  mystery  of  the 
Beal  Presence.  She  is  the  only  church  that  has 
been  loyal  to  the  heart  and  soul  of  man,  that  has 
clung  to  her  faith  in  the  imagination,  and  that 
would  not  give  over  her  symbols  and  images  and 
sacred  vessels  to  the  perilous  keeping  of  the  icono- 
clast Understanding.  She  has  never  lost  sight  of 
the  truth,  that  the  product  human  nature  is  com- 
posed uf  the  sum  of  fle^h  and  spirit,  and  has  accord- 
in^y  r^arded  both  this  world  and  the  next  as  the 
constituents  of  that  other  world  which  we  possess 
by  faith.  She  knows  tliat  ]>oor  Panza,  the  body, 
has  his  kitchen  longings  and  visions,  as  well  as  Qui- 
xote, the  soul,  his  ethereal,  and  has  wit  enough  to 
supply  him  with  the  visiUe,  tangible  raw  material 
of  imagination.  She  is  the  only  poet  among  the 
chnrchea,  and,  while  Protestanttm  is  unrolling  a 
pocket  surveyor*ft-plan,  takea  her  votary  to  the  pin- 
nacle of  her  temple,  and  shows  him  meadow,  up- 
land, and  tillage,  doody  heaps  of  forest  clasped 
with  the  river*s  jewelled  arm,  hillsides  white  with 
the  perpetnal  snow  of  flocks,  and,  beyond  all,  the 
interminable  heave  of  the  unknown  ooean.  Her 
empire  may  be  tnMsed  upon  the  map  by  the  boonr 
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daries  of  races ;  the  understanding  is  her  great 
foe ;  and  it  is  the  people  whose  vocabtUary  was  in- 
complete till  they  had  invented  the  arch  word  Hum- 
bug that  defies  her.  With  tliat  leaden  bullet  John 
Bull  can  bring  down  Sentiment  when  she  flies  lier 
highest.  And  the  more  the  pity  for  John  Bull. 
One  of  these  days  some  one  whose  eyes  are  sharp 
enough  will  read  in  the  Times  a  standing  adver- 
tisement, *'  Lost,  strayed,  or  stolen  from  the  farm- 
yard of  the  subscriber  the  valuable  horse  Pegiu 
sus.  Probably  has  on  him  part  of  a  new  plough- 
harness,  as  that  is  also  missing.  A  suitable  reward, 
etc.  J.  Bull." 

Protestantism  reverses  the  poetical  process  I 
have  spoken  of  above,  and  gives  not  even  the  bread 
of  life,  but  instead  of  it  the  alcohol,  or  distilled 
intellectual  result.  This  was  very  well  so  long  as 
Protestantism  continued  to  protest ;  for  enthusiasm 
sublimates  the  understanding  into  imagination. 
But  now  that  she  also  has  become  an  establish- 
ment, she  begins  to  perceive  that  she  made  a 
blunder  in  trusting  herself  to  the  intellect  alone. 
She  is  beginning  to  feel  her  way  back  again,  as 
one  notices  in  Puseyism,  and  other  such  hints. 
One  is  put  upon  reflection  when  one  sees  burly 
Englishmen,  who  dine  on  beef  and  porter  every 
day,  marching  proudly  through  St.  Peter's  on 
Palm  Sunday,  with  those  frightfully  artificial  palm- 
branches  in  their  hands.  Romanism  wisely  pro- 
vides for  the  childish  in  men. 

Therefore  I  say  again,  that  one  must  lay  aside 
his  Protestantism  in  order  to  have  a  true  feelinf; 
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of  St.  Peter's.  Here  in  Rome  is  the  laboratory  of 
that  mytterioas  enchantress,  who  has  known  so 
well  how  to  adapt  herself  to  all  tlio  wants,  or,  if 
you  will,  the  weakneeses  of  human  uuture,  making 
the  retirement  of  the  oonvent-ccU  a  merit  to  the 
■olitaiy,  the  aoonrge  or  the  fast  a  ))iety  to  the  as- 
cetic, the  enjoyment  of  pomp  and  music  and  incense 
a  religions  act  in  the  sensual,  and  furnishing  for 
the  Tery  soul  itself  a  confidante  in  that  ear  of  the 
dumb  confessional,  where  it  may  securely  disbur- 
thai  itself  of  its  sins  and  sorrows.  And  the  dome 
of  St  Peter's  is  the  magic  circle  within  which  she 
works  her  most  potent  incantations.  I  confess  that 
I  could  not  enter  it  tdone  without  a  kind  of  awe. 

Bat,  setting  entirely  aside  the  effect  of  this 
chnidi  upon  the  imagination,  it  is  wonderful,  if 
one  consider  it  only  materially.  Michael  Angelo 
created  a  new  world  in  which  eyeiything  was  colos- 
sal, and  it  might  seem  that  he  built  this  as  a  fit 
temple  for  those  gigantic  figures  with  which  he 
peopled  it  to  worship  in.  Here  his  Moeee  should 
be  high-priest,  the  senrice  should  be  chanted  by  his 
prophets  and  sibyhs  and  those  great  pagans  should 
be  brought  hither  from  San  Lorenao  in  Florenoe, 
to  receive  baptiKm. 

Hofweter  unsatisfactory  in  other  matters,  statis- 
taca  are  of  Mnriee  here.  I  hare  teen  a  refined 
toorist  who  entered,  Murray  in  hand,  sternly  re- 
■ohed  to  have  St  Peter's  look  small,  bnmgfat  to 
ttrms  at  once  by  being  told  that  the  canopy  orer 
the  high  altar  (looking  Tery  like  a  four-post  bed- 
slMd)  was  nhM^-e^  feet  high.    If  be  still  ob- 
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Btinatos  himself,  he  is  finished  by  being  made  to 
measure  one  of  the  marble  putti^  which  look  like 
rather  stoutish  babies,  and  are  found  to  be  six  feet, 
every  sculptor^s  son  of  them.  This  ceremony  is  the 
more  interesting,  as  it  enables  him  to  satisfy  the 
guide  of  his  proficiency  in  the  Italian  tongue  by 
calling  them  putty  at  every  convenient  opportunity. 
Otherwise  both  he  and  his  assistant  terrify  each 
other  into  mutual  unintelligibility  with  that  lingua 
franca  of  the  English-speaking  traveller,  which  is 
supposed  to  bear  some  remote  afiinity  to  the  French 
language,  of  which  both  parties  are  as  ignorant  as 
an  American  Ambassador. 

Murray  gives  all  these  little  statistical  nudges  to 
the  Anglo-Saxon  imagination ;  but  he  knows  that 
its  finest  nerves  are  in  the  pocket,  and  accordingly 
ends  by  telling  you  how  much  the  church  cost  I 
forget  how  much  it  is ;  but  it  cannot  be  more,  I 
fancy,  than  the  English  national  debt  multiplied 
into  itself  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  times.  If 
the  pilgrim,  honestly  anxious  for  a  sensation,  will 
work  out  this  little  sum,  he  will  be  sure  to  receive 
all  that  enlargement  of  the  imaginative  faculty 
which  arithmetic  can  give  him.  Perhaps  the  most 
dilating  fact,  after  all,  is  that  this  architectural 
world  has  also  a  separate  atmosphere,  distinct  from 
that  of  Rome  by  some  ten  degrees,  and  unvarying 
through  the  year. 

I  think  that,  on  the  whole,  Jonathan  gets  ready 
to  be  pleased  with  St.  Peter's  sooner  than  Bull. 
Accustomed  to  our  lath  and  plaster  expedients  for 
churches,  the  portable  sentry-boxes  of  Zion,  mere 
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solidity  and  pennaiwnoe  are  pleasarable  in  them- 
•elres ;  and  if  he  get  grandeur  alao,  he  has  Gospel 
measore.  Besides,  it  is  easy  for  Jonathan  to  traveL 
He  is  one  drop  of  a  fluid  mass,  who  knows  where 
his  home  is  to-day,  but  can  make  no  guess  of  where 
it  may  be  to-morrow.  Even  in  a  form  of  govern- 
ment he  only  takes  lodgings  for  the  night,  and  is 
teady  to  pay  his  bill  and  be  off  in  the  morning. 
He  should  take  his  motto  from  Bishop  Golias's 
**  Mihi  est  propositum  in  tahermA  mori^**  though 
not  in  the  sofistio  sense  of  that  misunderstood 
Churchman.  But  Bull  can  seldom  be  said  to  travel 
at  all,  since  the  first  step  of  a  true  traveller  is  out 
of  himself.  He  plays  cricket  and  hunts  foxes  on 
the  Cainpa;pia^  makes  entries  in  his  bettin<]^-book 
while  the  Pope  is  giving  his  benediction,  and  points 
out  Lord  Calico  to  you  awfully  during  the  Sisdne 
Miserere.  If  he  let  lus  beard  grow,  it  always  has 
ft  startled  air,  as  if  il  soddenly  remembered  its 
tNftioii  to  Sheffield,  and  only  makes  him  look  more 
English  than  ever.  A  masquerade  is  impossible  to 
him,  and  his  fancy  balls  are  the  adeBinest  facts  in 
tiie  world.  Accordingly,  he  enters  St  Peter*s  with 
the  dome  of  St  Paul's  drawn  tight  over  his  eyes, 
like  a  criminal's  cap,  and  ready  for  instant  execu- 
tion rather  than  confess  that  the  English  Wren 
had  not  a  strooger  wing  than  the  Italian  AngeL 
1  like  this  in  Bull,  and  it  raiders  him  the  pleasant' 
est  of  travelling-oompanions ;  for  he  makes  yon 
take  England  along  with  you,  and  thus  yon  have 
two  countries  at  oooe.  And  one  must  not  forget 
b  an  Italian  inn  that  it  is  to  Bull  he  owes  the  olflaa 
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napkins  and  sheets,  and  the  privilege  of  his  morn* 
ing  bath.  Nor  should  Bull  himself  fail  to  remem- 
ber tliat  he  ate  with  his  fingers  till  the  Italiun  gave 
him  a  fork. 

Browning  has  given  the  best  picture  of  St. 
Peter's  on  a  fe8tival-<lay,  sketching  it  with  a  few 
verses  in  his  large  style.  And  doubtless  it  is  the 
scene  of  the  grandest  spectacles  which  the  world  can 
see  in  these  latter  days.  Those  Easter  pomps,  where 
the  antique  world  marches  visibly  before  you  in 
gilded  mail  and  crimson  doubtlet,  refresh  the  eyes, 
and  are  good  so  long  as  they  continue  to  be  merely 
spectacle.  But  if  one  think  for  a  moment  of  the 
servant  of  the  servants  of  the  Lord  in  cloth  of 
gold,  borne  on  men's  shoulders,  or  of  the  children 
receiving  the  blessing  of  their  Holy  Father,  with 
a  regiment  of  French  soldiers  to  protect  the  fa> 
ther  from  the  children,  it  becomes  a  little  sad.  If 
one  would  feel  the  full  meaning  of  those  ceremo- 
nials, however,  let  him  consider  the  coincidences 
between  the  Romish  and  the  Buddhist  forms  of 
worship,  and  remembering  that  the  Poi>e  is  the  di- 
rect heir,  through  the  Pontifex  Maximus,  of  rites 
that  were  ancient  when  the  Etruscans  were  mod- 
em, he  will  look  with  a  feeling  deeper  than  ca- 
riosity upon  forms  which  record  the  earliest  con- 
quests of  the  Invisible,  the  first  triumphs  of  mind 
over  muscle. 

To  me  the  noon  silence  and  solitude  of  St. 
Peter's  were  most  impressive,  when  the  sunlight, 
made  visible  by  the  mist  of  the  ever-burning  lamps 
in  which  it  was  entangled,  hovered  imder  the  dome 
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like  the  holy  dove  goldenly  descending.  Very 
grand  also  is  the  twilight,  when  all  outlines  melt 
into  mysteriouB  TAstness,  and  the  arches  expand 
and  lose  themselves  in  the  deepening  shadow. 
Then,  standing  in  the  desert  transept,  you  hear 
the  ftuvoff  vespers  swell  and  die  like  low  breath- 
ings of  the  sea  on  some  conjectured  shore. 

As  the  tky  is  supposed  to  scatter  its  golden  star- 
pollen  onoe  vnry  year  in  meteoric  showers,  so 
the  dome  of  St.  Peter's  has  its  annual  efflores> 
oenoe  of  fire.  This  illumination  is  the  great  show 
of  Papal  Rome.  Just  after  sunset,  I  stood  upon 
the  Trinity  dei  Monti  and  saw  the  little  drops 
of  pale  light  creeping  downward  from  the  cross 
and  trickling  over  the  dome.  Then,  as  the  sky 
darkened  behind,  it  seemed  as  if  the  setting  sun 
had  lodged  upon  the  horizon  and  there  burned 
out,  the  fire  still  clinging  to  his  massy  ribs.  And 
when  the  change  from  the  silver  to  the  golden 
illumination  came,  it  was  as  if  the  breeze  had 
faimed  the  embers  into  flame  agun. 

Bitten  with  the  Anglo-Saxon  gadfly  that  drives 
ns  all  to  disenchant  artifice,  and  see  the  springs 
that  fix  it  on,  I  walked  down  to  get  a  nearer 
look.  My  next  glimpse  was  from  the  bridge  of 
Sant'  Angeb ;  but  there  was  no  time  nor  space 
for  pause.  Foot>passengem  crowding  hitlier  and 
thither,  as  they  heard  tlie  shout  of  Avanti!  hem 
the  mile  of  eoa«hmen  behind,  dragoon4iorses  ciiri> 
eying  baokwaid  jost  where  there  were  motl 
women  and  children  to  be  flattened,  and  the  dome 
drawing  all  eyes  and  thoughts  the  wrong  way, 
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made  a  hul>bub  to  be  got  out  of  at  any  desperate 
hazard.  BesidoH,  one  could  not  hcl))  feeling  ner- 
vously hurried ;  for  it  seenuHl  quite  plain  to  every- 
body that  this  starry  apparition  must  be  as  mo- 
mentary as  it  was  wonderful,  and  that  we  should 
find  it  vanished  when  we  reached  the  piazza.  But 
suddenly  you  stand  in  front  of  it,  and  see  the  soft 
travertine  of  the  front  suffused  with  a  tremulous, 
glooming  glow,  a  mildened  glory,  as  if  the  building 
breathed,  and  so  transnmted  its  shadow  into  soft 
pulses  of  light. 

After  wondering  l<mg  enough,  I  went  h.ick  to 
the  Pincio,  and  watched  it  for  an  hour  longer. 
But  I  did  not  wish  to  see  it  go  out.  It  seemed 
better  to  go  home  and  leave  it  still  trembling,  so 
that  I  could  fancy  a  kind  of  permanence  in  it,  and 
half  believe  I  should  find  it  there  again  some  lucky 
evening.  Before  leaving  it  altogether,  I  went 
away  to  cool  my  eyes  with  darkness,  and  came 
back  several  times ;  and  every  time  it  was  a  new 
miracle,  the  more  so  that  it  was  a  human  piece  of 
faerj-work.  Beautiful  as  fire  is  in  itself,  I  suspect 
that  ])ai't  of  the  pleasure  is  metaphysical,  and  that 
tlic  sense  of  playing  with  an  element  which  can  be 
so  terrible  a<lds  to  the  zest  of  the  spectacle.  And 
then  fire  is  not  the  least  degraded  by  it,  because  it 
is  not  utilized.  If  beauty  were  in  use,  the  factoiy 
would  add  a  grace  to  the  river,  and  we  shoidd  turn 
from  the  fire-writing  on  tlie  wall  of  heaven  to  look 
at  a  message  printed  by  the  magnetic  telegraph. 
There  may  be  a  beauty  in  the  use  itself ;  but  utili- 
zation is  always  do^v-nward,  and  it  is  this  feeling 
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that  makes  SchiUer^s  TepmoB  in  yoke  so  imiver' 
sally  pleasing.  So  long  as  the  curse  of  work  clings 
to  luan,  he  will  see  heauty  only  in  play.  The  cap- 
ital of  the  most  frugal  commonwealth  in  the  world 
bums  up  Bre  thousand  dollars  a  year  in  gunpowder, 
and  nobody  murroura.  Provident  Judas  wished  to 
utilise  the  ointment,  but  the  Teacher  would  rather 
that  it  should  be  wasted  in  poem. 

The  best  lasson  in  esthetics  I  ever  got  (and, 
like  most  good  leasoos,  it  fell  from  the  lips  of  no 
r^plar  professor)  was  from  an  Irishman  on  the 
day  the  Nymph  Cochituate  was  formally  intro- 
duced to  the  people  of  Boston.  I  made  one  with 
other  rustics  in  the  streets,  admiring  the  digni- 
taries in  coaches  with  as  much  Christian  charity  as 
is  consistent  with  an  elbow  in  the  pit  of  one*s 
stomach  and  a  heel  on  that  toe  which  is  yonr 
only  inheritance  horn  two  excellent  grandfathers. 
Among  other  allegorical  phenomena,  there  came 
aln^  what  I  should  have  called  a  hay-cart,  if  I 
had  not  known  it  was  a  triumphal  car,  fUled  with 
that  Purest  fmrie^  ci  mortal  grass  which  with  us 
is  apt  to  spindle  so  soon  into  a  somewhat  sapless 
womanhood.  Thirty-odd  young  maidens  in  wlute 
gowns,  with  blue  sai^ies  and  ])ink  wreaths  of  French 
crape,  represented  the  United  States.  (How  shall 
we  limit  our  number,  by  the  way,  if  ever  Utah  be 
admitted  ?)  The  ship,  the  printing-press,  even  the 
wondrous  train  of  express-wagons,  and  other  solid 
bits  of  ciTio  famtasy,  had  left  my  Hibernian  neigh* 
bor  unmoved.  But  this  bn>ught  him  down.  Turn* 
ing  to  me,  as  the  most  appreciative  public  for  the 
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moment,  with  face  of  as  much  delight  as  if  his 
liead  had  been  broken,  he  cried,  **  Now  this  is  raly 
beautiful  I  Tothally  regyardless  uv  expinse  I  '* 
Methought  my  shirt-sleeved  lecturer  on  the  Beau- 
tiful had  hit  at  least  one  nail  full  on  the  head. 
Voltaire  but  epig^rammatized  the  same  thought 
when  he  said,  Le  superfiuy  chose  trea-n^essaire. 

As  for  the  ceremonies  of  the  Church,  one  need 
not  waste  time  in  seeing  many  of  them.  There  is 
a  dreary  sameness  in  them,  and  one  can  take  an 
hour  here  and  an  hour  there,  as  it  pleases  him,  just 
as  sure  of  finding  the  same  pattern  as  he  would  be 
in  the  first  or  last  yard  of  a  roll  of  printed  cotton. 
For  myself,  I  do  not  like  to  go  and  look  with 
mere  curiosity  at  what  is  sacred  and  solemn  to 
others.  To  how  many  these  Roman  shows  are 
sacred,  I  cannot  guess ;  but  certainly  the  Romans 
do  not  value  them  much.  I  walked  out  to  the 
grotto  of  Egeria  on  Easter  Sunday,  that  I  might 
not  be  tempted  down  to  St  Peter's  to  see  the 
mockery  of  Pio  Nono's  benediction.  It  is  certainly 
Christian,  for  he  blesses  them  that  curse  him,  and 
does  all  the  good  which  the  waving  of  his  fingers 
can  do  to  people  who  would  use  him  despitefully  if 
they  had  the  chance.  I  told  an  Italian  servant 
she  might  have  the  day ;  but  she  said  she  did  not 
care  for  it. 

"  But,"  urged  I,  "  will  you  not  go  to  receive  the 
blessing  of  the  Holy  Father?  " 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Do  you  not  wish  it  ?  " 
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'*  Not  in  the  least :  hU  Kleemng  would  do  me  no 
good.  If  I  get  the  blessing  of  Heaven,  it  will 
serre  my  torn.** 

There  were  three  families  of  foreigners  in  oar 
hoote,  and  I  believe  none  of  the  Italian  servants 
w«nt  to  St  Peter*8  that  day.  Yet  they  commonly 
speak  kindly  of  Pius.  I  have  heard  the  same 
phrase  from  sereral  Italians  of  the  working-class. 
^  He  b  a  good  bmi,**  they  said,  ^  but  iUled.'* 

What  one  sees  in  tibe  streets  of  Rome  is  worth 
more  than  what  one  sees  in  the  churches.  The 
oknroliea  themsehes  are  generally  ugly.  St.  Peter's 
has  emhed  all  the  life  oat  of  architectural  genius, 
and  all  the  modem  charches  look  as  if  they  were 
swelling  themselves  in  imitation  of  the  great  Basil- 
ica. There  is  a  clomsy  magnifWinoe  about  them, 
and  their  heaviness  oppresses.  Their  marble  in- 
omstations  look  like  a  kind  of  architectural  ele- 
phantiasis, and  the  parts  are  puffy  with  a  dropeioal 
want  of  proportion.  There  is  none  of  the  spring 
and  soar  which  one  may  see  even  in  the  Lombard 
dmrohwh  and  a  Roman  oolumn  standing  near  one 
of  them,  slim  and  gentlemanlike,  saftiriaea  silently 
their  tawdry  /loroeiitfism.  Attempts  at  mere  big> 
ness  are  ridiealoas  in  a  city  where  the  Coloeseam 
still  yawns  in  erater>like  ruin,  aud  where  Miehael 
Angelo  made  a  noble  chnroh  out  of  a  single  room 
in  Diocletian's  baths. 

Shall  I  confess  it?  Michael  Angek  seems  to 
me,  in  his  angry  reaction  against  ssatimeatal 
beauty,  to  have  mistaken  bulk  and  brawn  for  the 
antithesis  of  feefalflBflia.    He  b  the  apostle  of  the 
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exaggerated,  the  Victor  Hugo  of  painting  and 
sculpture.  I  have  a  feeling  tliat  rivalry  was  a 
more  powerful  motive  with  him  than  love  of  art, 
that  he  Iia<l  the  conscious  intention  to  l>c  original, 
which  seldom  leads  to  anything  better  tluin  being 
extravagant.  The  show  of  muscle  proves  strength, 
not  jwwer ;  and  force  for  mere  force's  sake  in  art 
makes  one  tliink  of  Milo  caught  in  his  own  log. 
This  is  my  second  thought,  and  strikes  me  as  per- 
haps somewhat  niggardly  toward  one  in  whom  you 
cannot  help  feeling  there  was  so  vast  a  possibility. 
And  then  his  Eve,  his  David,  his  Sibyls,  his 
Prophets,  his  Sonnets !  Well,  I  take  it  all  back, 
and  come  round  to  St.  Peter's  again  just  to  hint 
that  I  doubt  about  domes.  In  Rome  they  are  so 
much  the  fashion  that  I  felt  as  if  they  were  the 
goitre  of  architecture.  Generally  they  look  heavy. 
Those  on  St.  Mark's  in  Venice  are  tlie  only  light 
ones  I  ever  saw,  and  they  look  almost  airy,  like 
tents  puffed  out  with  vrind.  I  suppose  one  must 
be  satisfied  with  the  interior  effect,  which  is  cer- 
tainly noble  in  St.  Peter's.  But  for  impressive- 
ness  both  within  and  without  there  is  nothing  like 
a  Gothic  cathedral  for  me,  nothing  that  crowns  a 
city  so  nobly,  or  makes  such  an  island  of  twilight 
silence  in  the  midst  of  its  noonday  clamors. 

Now  as  to  what  one  sees  in  the  streets,  the  beg- 
gars are  certainly  the  first  things  that  draw  the 
eye.  Beggary  is  an  institution  here.  The  Church 
has  sanctified  it  by  the  establishment  of  mendicant 
orders,  and  indeed  it  is  the  natural  result  of  a 
social  system  where  the  non-producing  class  makes 
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not  only  the  Uws,  but  the  ideas.  The  b^gan  of 
Rome  go  far  toward  proving  the  diversity  of  origin 
in  mankind,  for  on  them  surely  the  curse  of  Adam 
ucvi  r  fill.  It  is  easier  to  fancy  that  Adam  Vau- 
neit,  the  first  tenant  of  the  FooVs  Paradise,  after 
sucking  his  thumbs  for  a  thousand  years,  took  to 
wife  Eve  Faniente^  and  became  the  progenitor  of 
this  race,  to  whom  also  he  left  a  calendar  in  which 
tlirce  hundred  and  sixty-five  days  in  the  year  were 
made  feasts,  sacred  from  all  secular  labor.  Ac- 
cordingly, they  not  merely  do  nothing,  but  they  do 
it  assiduously  and  almost  with  religious  fervor.  I 
have  seen  ancient  members  of  this  sect  as  constant 
at  their  accnstomed  street-corner  as  the  bit  of 
broken  column  on  which  they  sat;  and  when  a  man 
does  this  in  rainy  weather,  as  rainy  weather  is  in 
Rome,  he  has  the  spirit  of  a  fanatic  and  martyr. 

It  is  not  that  the  Italians  are  a  lasy  people.  On 
the  contrary,  I  am  satisfied  that  they  are  industri- 
ooM  so  far  as  they  are  allowed  to  be.  But,  as  I 
said  before,  when  a  Roman  does  nothing,  he  does 
it  in  the  high  Roman  fashion.  A  friend  of  mine 
was  having  one  of  his  rooms  arranged  for  a  private 
theatre,  and  sent  for  a  person  who  was  said  to  be 
an  expert  in  the  business  to  do  it  for  him.  After 
a  day's  trial,  he  was  satisfied  that  his  lieotenant 
was  rather  a  hindrance  than  a  help,  and  resolved 
to  dismiss  him. 

"  Wli  •  -  charge  for  your  day's  senrioes?  " 

•*    I'wn  ir." 

"Two  xtitdi!  Five  pauls  would  be  too  much. 
Vou  havr  tlunc  nothing  but  stand  with  your  hands 
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in  your  pockets  and  get  in  the  way  of  other 
people." 

**  Lordship  is  perfectly  right ;  but  that  is  my 
way  of  working." 

It  is  impossible  for  a  stranger  to  say  who  may 
not  beg  in  Borne.  It  seems  to  be  a  sudden  mad- 
ness that  may  seize  any  one  at  the  sight  of  a  for- 
eigner.  You  see  a  very  respectable-looking  per- 
son in  the  street,  and  it  is  odds  but,  as  you  pass 
him,  his  hat  comes  off,  his  whole  figure  suddenly 
dilapidates  itself,  assuming  a  tremble  of  profes- 
sional weakness,  and  you  hear  the  everlasting 
qualche  cosaper  carita  /  You  are  in  doubt  whether 
to  drop  a  bajoccho  into  the  next  cardinal's  hat 
which  offers  you  its  sacred  cavity  in  answer  to  your 
salute.  You  begin  to  believe  that  the  hat  was  in- 
vented for  the  sole  purpose  of  ingidfing  coppers, 
and  that  its  highest  type  is  the  great  Triregno  it- 
self, into  which  the  pence  of  Peter  rattle. 

But  you  soon  learn  to  distinguish  the  established 
beggars,  and  to  the  three  professions  elsewhere  con- 
sidered liberal  you  add  a  fourth  for  this  latitude, — 
mendicancy.  Its  professors  look  upon  themselves 
as  a  kind  of  guild  which  ought  to  be  protected  by 
the  government.  I  fell  into  talk  with  a  woman 
who  begged  of  me  in  the  Colosseum.  Among 
other  things  she  complained  that  the  government 
did  not  at  all  consider  the  poor. 

"  Where  is  the  government  that  does  ?  "  I  said. 

"  Eh  gia  !  Excellency ;  but  this  government  lets 
beggars  from  the  coimtry  come  into  Rome,  which 
is  a  great  injury  to  the  trade  of  us  bom  Romans. 
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There  is  Beppo,  for  example ;  he  b  a  man  of  prop- 
erty in  his  own  town,  and  has  a  dinner  of  three 
oooTMs  eyery  daj.  He  has  portioned  two  daog^ 
ters  with  three  thousand  scudi  each,  and  left  Room 
during  the  time  of  the  Republic  with  the  rest  of 
the  nobility/* 

At  first,  one  is  shocked  and  pained  at  the  exhi- 
bition of  deformities  in  the  street  Bat  by  and  by 
he  comes  to  look  upon  them  with  little  more  emo- 
tion than  is  excited  by  seeing  the  toob  of  any 
otiier  trade.  The  melancholy  of  the  beggars  is 
purely  a  matter  of  bnsinesB ;  and  they  look  upon 
their  maims  as  Fortonatos  parses,  which  will  al- 
ways give  them  nooey.  A  withered  arm  they 
present  to  yoa  as  a  highwayman  would  his  pistol ; 
a  goitre  is  a  life-annuity  ;  a  St  Vitas  dance  is  as 
good  as  an  engagement  as  prima  btdlerina  at  the 
Apollo ;  and  to  have  no  I^  at  all  is  to  stand  <« 
the  best  footing  with  fortune.  They  are  a  meny 
raee,  on  the  whole,  and  quick-witted,  like  the  rest 
of  thehr  eoantrymen.  I  believe  the  regular  fee  for 
a  beggar  b  a  quattrino^  about  a  quarter  of  a  cent  $ 
but  they  expect  more  of  foreigners.  A  friend  of 
mine  once  gave  one  of  these  tiny  coins  to  an  old 
woDum ;  she  delicately  expressed  her  resentment 
by  eselaiming,  **  Thanks,  tignoria,  God  will  re- 
ward even  you  I 

A  begging  friar  came  to  me  one  day  with  a  sub* 
seription  for  repairing  his  wartaalL  **  Ah,  bat  I 
■M  a  heratie,**  said  L  *«  Undoubtedly,**  with  a 
shrug,  implying  a  respeetful  acknowledgment  of  a 
f ofdfBer's  ri^  to  ehooee  warm  and  dry  lodgings 
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in  the  other  world  aa  well  as  in  this,  **but  your 
money  is  |Kjrfec'tly  orthodox.*' 

Another  favorite  way  of  doing  nothing  is  to  ezxMU 
vate  the  Forum.  I  think  the  FanienUi  like  this  all 
the  better,  becaoBe  it  seems  a  kind  of  satire  upon 
work,  as  the  witches  parody  the  Christian  offices  of 
devotion  at  their  Sabbath.  A  score  or  so  of  old 
men  in  voluminous  cloaks  shift  the  earth  from  one 
side  of  a  large  pit  to  the  other,  in  a  manner  so  lei* 
surely  that  it  is  positive  repose  to  look  at  them. 
Tlie  most  bigoted  anti-Fourierist  might  acknow- 
ledge this  to  be  attractive  industry. 

One  conscript  father  trails  a  small  barrow  up 
to  another,  who  stands  leaning  on  a  long  spade. 
Arriving,  he  fumbles  for  his  snufif-box,  and  offers 
it  deliberately  to  his  friend.  Each  takes  an  ample 
pinch,  and  both  seat  themselves  to  await  the  result. 
If  one  should  sneeze,  he  receives  the  Felicita  !  of 
the  other  ;  and,  after  allowing  the  titillation  to  sub- 
side, he  replies,  Grazial  Then  follows  a  little 
conversation,  and  then  they  prepare  to  load.  But 
it  occurs  to  the  barrow-driver  tliat  this  is  a  good 
opportunity  to  fill  and  light  his  pipe  ;  and  to  do  so 
conveniently  he  needs  his  barrow  to  sit  upon.  He 
draws  a  few  whiffs,  and  a  little  more  conversation 
takes  place.  The  barrow  is  now  ready ;  but  first 
the  wielder  of  the  spade  will  fill  his  pipe  also. 
Tliis  done,  more  whiffs  and  more  conversation. 
Then  a  spoonfid  of  earth  is  thro>»'n  into  the  bar- 
row, and  it  starts  on  its  return.  But  midway  it 
meets  an  empty  barrow,  and  both  stop  to  go 
through  the  snuff-box  ceremonial  once  more,  and 


A  FEW  BITS  OF  ROMAN  MOSAIC      211 

to  (liaenm  whmtever  new  thing  has  oooorred  in  the 
excavation  since  their  last  encounter.  And  so  it 
goes  on  all  day. 

Ab  I  tee  more  of  material  antiquity,  I  begin  to 
soqwet  that  my  interest  in  it  is  mostly  factitioas. 
Hie  rdati<ms  of  races  to  the  physical  world  (only  to 
be  stodied  fruitfully  on  the  spot)  do  not  excite  in 
me  an  interest  at  all  proportionate  to  that  I  feel  in 
their  influence  on  the  moral  advance  of  mankind, 
whioh  one  may  as  easOy  trace  in  his  own  library  as 
on  the  spot.  The  only  useful  remark  I  remember 
to  have  made  here  is,  that,  the  sitoation  of  Rome 
being  far  less  strong  than  that  of  any  city  of  the 
Etruscan  league,  it  must  have  been  built  where  it 
i.4  for  purposes  of  commerce.  It  is  the  most  de- 
ft'ii^iWU'  point  near  the  mouth  of  the  Tiber.  It  is 
only  as  rival  trades-folk  that  Rome  and  Carthage 
had  any  eonyrdbeBStUe  oaose  of  qnarreL  It  is 
only  as  a  oammeraal  people  that  we  can  under- 
stand the  early  tendency  of  the  Romans  towards 
democracy.  As  for  antiquity,  after  reading  his- 
tory, one  is  haunted  by  a  discomforting  suspicion 
that  the  names  so  painfuUy  deciphered  in  hiero- 
glyphic or  arrowJiead  inscriptions  are  only  so 
many  more  Smiths  and  Browns  masking  it  in  an« 
known  tongnei.  Moreover,  if  we  Yankees  are 
twitted  with  not  knowing  the  difference  between 
bi^  and  greats  may  not  those  of  as  who  have 
learned  it  turn  round  on  many  a  monnment  over 
here  with  the  same  reproach  ?  I  confess  I  am  be* 
ginning  to  sympathiM  with  a  ooontrynuui  ol  oon 
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from  Michigan,  who  asked  our  Minister  to  direct 
him  to  a  specimen  ruin  and  a  Ri)ecimen  gallery, 
that  he  might  see  and  be  rid  of  them  once  for  all. 
I  saw  three  young  Englishmen  going  through  the 
Vatican  by  catalogue  and  number,  the  other  day, 
in  a  fashion  which  John  Bull  is  apt  to  consider 
exclusively  American.  *'  Number  300 1 "  say^  the 
one  with  catalogue  and  pencil,  **  have  you  seen 
it  ? "  **  Yes,"  answer  his  two  comrades,  and, 
checking  it  off,  he  goes  on  with  Number  301. 
Having  witnessed  the  unavailing  agonies  of  many 
Anglo-Saxons  from  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic  in 
their  effort  to  have  the  correct  sensation  before 
many  hideous  examples  of  antique  bad  taste,  my 
heart  warmed  toward  my  business-like  British 
cousins,  who  were  doing  their  aesthetics  in  this 
thrifty  auctioneer  fashion.  Our  cart-before-horse 
education,  which  makes  us  more  familiar  \«nth  the 
history  and  literature  of  Greeks  and  Romans  tlian 
with  those  of  our  own  ancestry,  (though  there  is 
nothing  in  ancient  art  to  match  Shakespeare  or  a 
Gothic  minster,)  makes  us  the  gulls  of  what  we 
call  classical  antiquity.  Europe  were  worth  visit- 
ing, if  only  to  be  rid  of  this  one  old  man  of  the 
sea.  In  sculpture,  to  be  sure,  they  have  us  on  the 
hip. 

I  am  not  ashamed  to  confess  a  sing^ular  sympathy 
with  what  are  known  as  the  Middle  Ages.  I  can- 
not help  thinking  that  few  periods  have  left  be- 
hind them  such  traces  of  inventiveness  and  power. 
Nothing  is  more  tiresome  than  the  sameness  of 
modern  cities ;  and  it  has  often  struck  me  that  this 
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imiftt  also  hare  been  true  of  those  aadent  ones  in 
which  Greek  architecture  or  its  derivatiTes  pre- 
vailed, —  true  at  least  as  respeets  public  buildings. 
But  medieval  towns,  espedaUy  in  Italy,  even  when 
only  fifty  miles  asunder,  have  an  individuality  of 
dittraoter  as  marked  as  that  of  trees.  Nor  is  it 
merdy  this  originality  that  attraols  me,  but  like- 
wise the  sense  that,  however  old,  they  are  nearer  to 
me  in  being  modem  and  Christian.  Far  enough 
away  in  the  past  to  be  picturesque,  they  are  still  so 
near  throu^  sympathies  of  thought  and  belief  as 
to  be  more  companionable.  I  find  it  harder  to 
bridge  over  the  gulf  of  Paganism  than  of  centuries. 
Apart  from  any  difference  in  the  men,  I  had  a  far 
deeper  emotion  when  I  stood  on  the  Scubo  di  DanU^ 
than  at  Horace's  Sabine  farm  <v  by  tiie  tomb  of 
VirgiL  The  latter,  indeed,  interested  me  chiefly 
by  its  association  with  comparatively  modem  le- 
gend ;  and  one  of  the  buildings  I  am  most  glad  to 
have  seen  in  Rome  is  the  Bear  Inn,  where  Mon- 
taigne lodged  on  his  arrivaL 

I  think  it  must  have  been  for  some  sooh  reason 
Uiat  I  liked  my  Florentine  better  than  my  Roman 
walk«.  though  I  am  va8%  more  contented  with 
m<'n>ly  U>ing  in  Rome.  Florence  is  more  noi^; 
indt-eil,  I  think  it  the  noisiest  town  I  was  ever  in. 
AVhat  with  the  oontinual  jangling  of  its  bells,  the 
rattle  of  Austrian  dmms,  and  the  street-cries,  Ai^ 
eora  wti  raeeaprieeia.  The  Italians  are  a  vooi* 
feroos  people,  and  most  so  among  them  the  Fkir* 
entines.  Walking  throng  a  back  street  one  day, 
I  saw  an  old  woman  higgling  with  a  peripatolio 
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dealer,  who,  at  every  intenral  affortled  him  by  the 
remarks  of  his  veteran  antagonist,  would  tip  his 
head  on  one  side,  and  shout,  with  a  kind  of  wonder- 
ing enthusiasm,  as  if  he  could  hardly  trust  the 
evidence  of  his  own  senses  to  such  loveliness,  O, 
che  hellezza  /  che  hell&^^ezza  !  The  two  had  been 
contending  as  obstinately  as  the  Greeks  and  Tro- 
jans over  the  body  of  Patroclus,  and  I  was  curious 
to  know  what  was  the  object  of  so  much  desire 
on  the  one  side  and  admiration  on  the  other.  It 
was  a  half-<lozen  of  weazeny  baked  pears,  beg- 
garly remnant  of  the  day's  traffic.  Another  time 
I  stopped  before  a  stall,  debating  whether  to  buy 
some  fine-looking  peaches.  Before  I  had  made  up 
my  mind,  the  vender,  a  stout  fellow,  with  a  voice 
like  a  prize-bull  of  Bashan,  opened  a  mouth  round 
and  large  as  the  muzzle  of  a  blunderbuss,  and  let 
fly  into  my  ear  the  following  pertinent  observation : 
"  BcUe  pesche  !  belle  pe-€'esche .' "  (crescendo.^  I 
stared  at  him  in  stimned  bewilderment ;  but,  seeing 
that  he  had  reloaded  and  was  about  to  fire  again, 
took  to  my  heels,  the  exploded  syllables  rattling 
after  me  like  so  many  buckshot.  A  single  turnip  is 
argimient  enough  with  them  till  midnight ;  nay,  I 
have  heard  a  ruffian  yelling  over  a  covered  basket, 
which,  I  am  convinced,  was  empty,  and  only  carried 
as  an  excuse  for  his  stupendous  voealism.  It  never 
struck  me  before  what  a  quiet  people  Americans 
are. 

Of  the  pleasant  places  within  easy  walk  of 
Rome,  I  prefer  the  garden  of  the  Villa  Albani,  as 
being  most  Italian.     One  does  not  go  to  Italy  for 
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examples  of  Price  on  the  Pictureaqne.  Compared 
with  hndMape-gudening,  it  is  Bacine  to  Shake> 
qieare,  I  g^rant ;  but  it  has  its  own  chamL,  neverthe- 
less. I  like  the  bdbitnided  terraces,  the  sun-proof 
kiarel  walks,  the  taaes  and  stataes.  It  is  only  in 
such  a  climate  that  it  does  not  seem  inhnman  to 
tiinut  a  naked  statue  out  of  doors.  Not  to  speak 
of  dwir  inoongruitj,  how  dreary  do  those  white 
%nres  look  at  Fountains  Abbey  in  that  shrewd 
Yorkshire  atmosphere !  To  put  them  there  shows 
the  same  bad  taste  that  led  Prince  Polonia,  as 
Thackeray  caDs  him,  to  build  an  artificial  ruin 
within  a  mile  of  Rome.  But  I  doubt  if  the  Italian 
garden  will  bear  tnuuplantation.  Farther  north, 
or  nnder  a  leas  constant  sunshine,  it  is  but  half- 
hardy  at  the  best.  Within  the  city,  the  garden  of 
the  French  Academy  is  my  favorite  retreat,  because 
littlf  frequented ;  and  there  is  an  arbor  there  in 
which  I  have  read  comfortably  (sitting  where  the 
son  could  reach  me)  in  January.  By  the  way, 
there  is  something  very  agreeable  in  the  way  these 
peo|de  have  of  making  a  kind  of  fiiende  of  the 
smishine.  With  us  it  is  either  too  hot  or  too  cool, 
or  we  are  too  busy.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  they 
have  no  soch  thing  as  a  chimney-comer. 

Of  course  I  haunt  the  collections  of  art  faith- 
fully f  but  my  favorite  gallery,  after  all,  is  the 
street  There  I  always  find  something  entertain- 
ing, at  least  The  other  day,  on  my  way  to  the 
Colonna  Pklaoe,  I  passed  the  Fountain  of  Trevi, 
from  which  the  water  is  now  shut  off  on  account  of 
repairs  to  the  aqoadnct    A  scanty  rill  of  soap> 
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sudsy  liquid  still  trickled  from  one  of  the  oondoits, 
and.  seeing  a  crowd,  I  stopped  to  find  out  what 
nothing  or  other  had  gathered  it  One  charm  of 
Bome  is  that  nobody  has  anything  in  particular  to 
do,  or,  if  he  has,  can  always  stop  doing  it  on  the 
slightest  pretext.  I  found  that  some  eels  had  been 
discovered,  and  a  very  vivacious  hunt  was  going 
on,  the  chief  Nimrods  being  boys.  I  happened  to 
be  the  first  to  see  a  huge  eel  wriggling  from  the 
mouth  of  a  pipe,  and  pointed  him  out.  Two  lads 
at  once  rushed  upon  him.  One  essayed  the  cap* 
ture  witli  his  naked  hands,  the  other,  more  provi- 
dent, liad  armed  himself  with  a  rag  of  woollen 
cloth  with  which  to  maintain  his  grip  more  se- 
curely. Hardly  had  tliis  latter  arrested  his  slip- 
pery prize,  when  a  ragged  rascal,  watehing  his  op- 
portunity, snatched  it  away,  and  instantly  secured 
it  by  thrusting  the  head  into  his  mouth,  and  dos- 
ing on  it  a  set  of  teeth  like  an  ivory  vice.  But 
alas  for  ill-got  gain  !     Bob  Roy*s 

"Good  old  plan, 
That  he  alMNild  Uke  who  has  the  powvi^ 
Aad  ha  ahoold  keep  who  can," 

did  not  serve  here.  There  is  scarce  a  square  rood 
in  Bome  without  one  or  more  stately  cocked  hats 
in  it,  emblems  of  authority  and  police.  I  saw 
the  flash  of  the  snow-white  cross-belts,  gleaming 
through  that  dingy  crowd  like  the  panache  of 
Henri  Quatre  at  Ivry,  I  saw  the  mad  plunge  of  the 
canvas-shielded  head-piece,  sacred  and  terrible  as 
that  of  Gessler ;  and  while  the  greedy  throng  were 
dancing  about   the  anguilliceps,  each   taking  his 
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diADoe  twitch  at  the  tiodulatlng  object  of  all  wishes, 
the  captor  dodging  his  head  hither  and  thither, 
(vidnerable,  like  AchiUes,  only  in  his  *eel,  as  a 
Cockney  tonriat  woold  say,)  a  pair  of  broad  blue 
shooUers  parted  the  assailants  as  a  ship^s  bows  part 
a  wave,  a  pair  of  blue  arms,  terminating  in  gloves 
of  Berlin  thread,  were  stilBtched  forth,  not  in  bene- 
dirtion,  <me  hand  grasped  the  slippery  Briseis  by 
the  waist,  the  other  bestowed  a  cuff  on  the  jaw-bone 
of  Achilles,  which  loosened  (rather  by  its  author- 
ity than  its  phjrsical  force)  the  hitherto  refractory 
incisors,  a  snuffy  bandanna  was  produced,  the  pris- 
oner was  deposited  in  this  temporary  watch-house, 
and  the  cocked  hat  sailed  majestically  away  with 
the  property  thus  sequestered  for  the  benefit  of  the 
state. 


Qai,  q«Mi  aoft*  fww,  narwdmhat  mml  " 


If  you  have  got  through  that  last  sentence  with- 
out stopping  for  breath,  you  are  fit  to  b^n  on  the 
Homer  of  Chapman,  who,  both  as  translator  and 
author,  has  the  longest  wind,  (espedally  for  a  com- 
parison,)  without  being  long-winded,  of  all  writers 
I  know  anything  of,  not  excepting  Jeremy  Taylor. 


KEATS 

1854 

There  are  few  poets  whose  works  contain  slighter 
hints  of  their  personal  history  than  those  of  Keats ; 
yet  there  are,  perhaps,  even  fewer  whose  real  lives, 
or  rather  the  conditions  upon  which  they  lived,  are 
more  clearly  traceable  in  what  they  have  written. 
To  write  the  life  of  a  man  was  formerly  understood 
to  mean  the  cataloguing  and  placing  of  circum- 
stances, of  those  things  which  stood  about  the  life 
and  were  more  or  less  related  to  it,  but  were  not 
the  life  itself.  But  Biography  from  day  to  day 
holds  dates  cheaper  and  facts  dearer.  A  man*8 
life,  so  ha  as  its  outward  events  are  concerned, 
may  be  made  for  him,  as  his  clothes  are  by  the 
tailor,  of  this  cut  or  that,  of  finer  or  coarser  mat^ 
rial ;  but  the  gait  and  gesture  show  through,  and 
give  to  trappings,  in  themselves  characterless,  an 
individuality  that  belongs  to  the  man  himself.  It 
is  those  essential  facts  which  underlie  the  life  and 
make  the  individual  man  that  are  of  importance, 
and  it  is  the  cropping  out  of  these  upon  the  sur- 
face that  gives  us  indications  by  which  to  judge  of 
the  true  nature  hidden  below.  Every  man  has  his 
block  given  him,  and  the  figure  he  cuts  will  depend 
very  much   upon  the  shape   of   that,  —  upon  the 
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knots  and  twuts  which  exuted  in  it  from  the  be- 
ginning. We  were  designed  in  the  cradle,  perhaps 
earltor«  and  it  is  in  finding  out  this  design,  and 
shaping  onrsdves  to  it,  that  our  years  are  spent 
wisely.  It  is  the  vain  endeavor  to  make  ourselves 
what  we  are  not  that  has  strewn  history  with  so 
many  broken  purposes  and  lives  left  in  the  rough. 

Keats  hardly  lived  long  enough  to  develop  a 
well^utlined  character,  for  Uiat  results  commonly 
from  the  reststanoe  made  by  temperament  to  the 
many  infloances  by  which  the  worid,  as  it  may  hap- 
pen then  to  be,  endeavors  to  mould  every  one  in 
its  own  image.  What  his  temperament  was  we 
can  see  deariy,  and  also  that  it  subordinated  itself 
more  and  more  to  the  discipline  of  art 

John  Keats,  the  second  of  four  children,  like 
Chauopf  and  Spenser,  was  a  Londoner,  but,  unlike 
them,  he  was  certainly  not  of  gentle  blood.  Lord 
Houghton,  who  seems  to  have  had  a  kindly  wish  to 
ereate  him  gentleman  by  brevet,  says  that  he  was 
^bom  in  the  upper  ranks  of  the  middle  class.** 
This  shows  a  commendable  tenderness  for  the 
nerves  of  EngliMh  society,  and  reminds  one  of 
Northoote*s  story  of  the  violin-player  who,  wishing 
to  oompUment  his  pnpil,  George  III.,  divided  all 
fiddlers  into  three  nlssses,  —  those  who  ooold  not 
play  at  all,  those  who  played  very  badly,  and  those 
who  played  veiy  wall, — assuring  his  Blajesty  that 
he  l»d  made  sodi  oommendable  piogress  as  to 
have  already  readied  the  second  rank.  We  shall 
not  be  too  greatly  shodnd  by  knowing  that  the 
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father  of  Keats  (as  Lord  Houghton  had  told  us  in 
an  earlier  biography)  "  was  employed  in  tlie  estab- 
lishment of  Mr.  Jennings,  the  proprietor  of  large 
livery-stables  on  the  Pavement  in  Moorfields,  nearly 
opposite  the  entrance  into  Finsbury  Circus."  So 
that,  after  all,  it  was  not  so  bad ;  for,  first,  Mr. 
Jennings  was  a  proprietor ;  second,  he  was  the 
proprietor  of  an  establishment  ;  third,  he  was  the 
proprietor  of  a  large  establishment;  and  fourth, 
this  large  establishment  was  nearly  opposite  Fins- 
bury  Circus,  —  a  name  which  vaguely  dilates  the 
imagination  with  all  sorts  of  potential  grandeurs. 
It  is  true  Leigh  Hunt  asserts  that  Keats  ^*  was  a 
little  too  sensitive  on  the  score  of  his  origin,"  '  but 
we  can  find  no  trace  of  such  a  feeling  either  in  his 
poetry  or  in  such  of  his  letters  as  have  been  printed. 
We  suspect  the  fact  to  have  been  that  he  resented 
with  becoming  pride  the  vulgar  Blackwood  and 
Quarterly  standard,  which  measured  genius  by 
genealogies.  It  is  enough  that  his  poetical  pedi- 
gree is  of  the  best,  tracing  through  Si^enser  to 
Chaucer,  and  that  Pegasus  does  not  stand  at  livery 
even  in  the  largest  establishments  in  Moorfields. 

As  well  as  we  can  make  out,  then,  the  father  of 
Keats  was  a  groom  in  the  service  of  Mr.  Jennings, 
and  married  the  daughter  of  his  master.  Thus,  on 
the  mother's  side,  at  least,  we  find  a  grandfather ; 
on  the  father's  there  is  no  hint  of  such  an  ancestor, 
and  we  must  charitably  take  him  for  granted.  It 
is  of  more  importance  that  the  elder  Keats  was  a 
man  of  sense  and  energy,  and  that  his  wife  was  a 
^  Hunt'*  AutobiogrofJ^y  (Am.  ed.)i  vol.  u.  p.  3d. 
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'*  lively  and  intelligent  woman,  who  hastened  the 
birth  of  the  poet  by  her  passionate  love  of  amuse* 
ment,'*  bringii^  him  into  the  worid,  ateTen-months* 
child,  on  the  29th  October,  1795,  instead  of  the 
'21Hh  of  December,  as  would  have  been  conven- 
tionaUy  proper.  Lord  Houghton  describes  her  as 
^  tall,  wUh  a  large  oTal  face,  and  a  somewhat  sat> 
umine  demeanour.*'  This  last  oiroamstance  does 
not  agree  rery  well  with  what  he  had  just  before 
told  OS  of  her  liveliness,  but  he  consoles  us  by  add- 
ing  that  ^  she  soooeeded,  however,  in  inspiring  her 
children  with  the  profoundest  affection."  This 
was  particularly  troe  of  JtAat,  who  once,  when  be- 
tween four  and  five  years  old,  mounted  guard  at 
her  chamber  door  with  an  old  sword,  when  she  was 
ill  and  the  doctor  had  ordered  her  not  to  be  dis- 
tnrbed.1 

In  1804,  Keats  being  in  his  ninth  year,  his  father 
was  killfd  by  a  fall  from  hk  horse.  His  mother 
seews  to  have  been  ambitious  for  her  children,  and 
there  was  some  talk  of  sending  John  to  Harrow. 
Fortonately  this  plan  was  thought  too  expensive, 
and  he  was  sent  instead  to  the  school  of  Mr.  Clarke 
at  Ekifldd  with  his  brothers.  A  maternal  uncle, 
who  had  distinguished  himself  by  his  courage 
oader  Dimcan  at  Camperdown,  was  the  hero  of  his 
nephews,  and  they  went  to  school  resolved  to  main- 
tain the  family  repatation  for  courage.  John  was 
alw^ri  fighting,  and  was  chiefly  noted  among  his 
sehooUellowt  aa  a  stvaage  compound  of  plnek  and 

1  Emj4m  tolb  «Im  Mary  «f MwUy,  bM  I  lUak  Lord  Hooffb. 


222  KEATS 

aentnhWity.  He  atteeked  an  usher  who  had  boxed 
hiH  brother*8  ears ;  and  when  hin  mother  died,  in 
1810,  was  moodily  inconsolable,  hiding  liimself  for 
several  days  in  a  nook  under  the  master's  desk, 
and  refusing  all  comfort  from  teacher  or  friend. 

He  was  popuhir  at  school,  as  boys  of  8])irit  al* 
ways  are,  and  impressed  his  companions  with  a 
sense  of  his  power.  They  thought  he  would  one 
day  be  a  famous  soldier.  This  may  have  been 
owing  to  the  stories  he  told  them  of  the  heroic 
uncle,  whose  deeds,  we  may  be  sure,  were  proixrly 
famoused  by  the  boy  Homer,  and  whom  they  prob- 
ably took  for  an  admiral  at  the  least,  as  it  would 
have  been  well  for  Keats's  literary  prosperity  if  he 
had  been.  At  any  rate,  they  thought  John  would 
be  a  great  man,  which  is  the  main  thing,  for  the 
public  opinion  of  the  playgroimd  is  truer  and  more 
discerning  than  that  of  the  world,  and  if  you  tell 
us  what  the  boy  was,  we  will  tell  you  what  the  man 
longs  to  be,  however  he  may  be  repressed  by  neces- 
sity or  fear  of  the  police  reports. 

Lord  Houghton  has  failed  to  discover  anything 
else  especially  worthy  of  record  in  the  school-life 
of  Keats.  He  translated  the  twelve  books  of  the 
^neid,  read  Robinson  Crusoe  and  the  Incas  of 
Peru,  and  looked  into  Shakespeare.  He  left  school 
in  1810,  with  little  Latin  and  no  Greek,  but  he 
had  studied  Spence's  Polymetis,  Tooke's  Pantheon, 
and  Lempriere's  Dictionary,  and  knew  gods, 
nymphs,  and  heroes,  which  were  quite  as  good  com- 
pany perhaps  for  him  as  aorists  and  aspirates.  It 
is  pleasant  to  fancy  the  horror  of  those  respectable 
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writers  if  their  pages  could  suddenly  have  become 
alive  under  their  pens  with  all  that  the  young  poet 
saw  in  them.^ 

On  leaving  aohool  he  was  apprenticed  for  five 
jrears  to  a  surgeon  at  Edmonton.  His  master  was 
a  Mr.  Hammond,  **  of  some  eminence  '*  in  his  pro- 
fession, as  Lord  Houghton  takes  care  to  assure  us. 
The  place  was  of  more  importance  than  the  master, 
for  its  neighborhood  to  Enfield  enabled  him  to 
keep  up  his  intimacy  with  the  family  of  his  funner 
teacher,  Mr.  Clarke,  and  to  borrow  books  of  them. 
In  1812,  when  he  was  in  his  seyenteenth  year,  Mr. 
Charles  Cowden  Clarke  lent  him  the  **  Faerie 
Qneene.**  Nothing  that  is  told  of  Orpheus  or  Am- 
phion  is  more  wonderful  than  this  miracle  of  Spen- 
ser's, transforming  a  surgeon^s  apprentice  into  a 
great  poet     Keats  learned  at  once  the  secret  of 


'  TImm  »  always  aooM  oaa  wOIutf  to  makm  hfaHdf  a  net  of 
aoMOMry  after  tlM  iMt  fai  aaysMOMa;  alwafs  ■■  old  womaa  or 
two,  nady  to  iwwfciii  oaMaa  of  aO  qaaaflilka  tmA  qaditlos  ia 
tiM  drfVihoort  of  perwtw  who  havo  bMouo  lilotlafiihhtii.  Ae- 
oordiafly,  a  eortaia  "  Mn.  Orafty,  of  Ctsvm  Stooot,  Flaabary,** 
mmim  Mr.  Goaqto  Koata,  wImo  ho  talk  Imt  dMi  Join  b  dotor- 
■daod  to  bo  a  port,  *'thattfcio  waa  Tory  odd,  booawo  whoa  ho 
ooald  joot  ipMih,  iaatoad  of  aaoworiaf  qaoatioaa  pat  to  Urn,  ho 
woald  always  mako  a  rhyoM  to  tho  last  word  poopio  tald,  aad 
thoa  laagh."  Tho  oarly  Mstorbo  of  horooa,  Uko  Aom  of  aatioaa, 
aio  always  Moeo  or  loss  aytUoal,  aad  I  gWo  tho  stoey  for  what  H 
b  worth.  Pftahtlwi  Aoro  fa «gka»  of  llolUgoaoo  fai  It,  for  tho 
old  lady  ymauaauM  It  odd  tiwi  aay  obo  ihoald  dftrrmimt  to  bo  a 
poot,  aad  asoBH  to  havo  wlshod  to  Mat  that  tho  ouktur  wao  dotor- 
■dasd  oarUsr  aad  by  a  hifhrr  dlspoilBf  powor.  Thsro  aro  f ow 
■hlHtsa  who  do  aot  sooa  dfaooror  tho  ahansof  ihys,  aad  po^ 
haps  fswor  who  oaa  laaist  maU^  f aa  of  tho  Mia.  Qiaftys  of 
Omvos  9tPsot,  Fiaabwy,  whoa  tlMv  boM  tho  ohaaoo.  Soo  Bay> 
doa's  AwtMfrapkf,  voL  L  p.  861 
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his  birth,  and  henceforwanl  hin  inclenturfis  ran  to 
Apollo  instead  of  Mr.  Hammond.  Thus  could  the 
Muse  defend  her  son.  It  b  the  old  story,  —  the 
lost  heir  discovered  by  his  aptitude  for  what  is 
gentle  and  knightly.  Haydon  tells  us  **  that  he 
used  sometimes  to  say  to  his  brother  he  feared 
he  should  never  be  a  poet,  and  if  he  was  not  he 
would  destroy  himself."  This  was  perhaps  a  half- 
conscious  reminiscence  of  Chatterton,  with  whose 
genius  and  fate  he  had  an  intense  sympathy,  it 
may  be  from  an  inward  foreboding  of  the  shortness 
of  his  own  career.^ 

Before  long  we  find  him  studpng  Chancer,  then 
Shake8|ieare,  and  afterward  Milton.  But  Chap- 
man's translations  had  a  more  abiding  influence 
on  his  style  both  for  good  and  evil.  That  he  read 
wisely,  his  comments  on  the  "  Paradise  Lost "  are 
enough  to  prove.  He  now  also  commenced  poet 
him»elf,  but  does  not  appear  to  have  neglected  the 
study  of  his  profession.  He  was  a  youth  of  energy 
and  purpose,  and,  though  he  no  doubt  penned  many 
a  stanza  when  he  should  have  been  anatomizing, 
and  walked  the  hospitals  accompanied  by  the  early 
gods,  nevertheless  passed  a  very  creditable  exami- 
nation in  1817.  In  the  spring  of  this  year,  also, 
he  prepared  to  take  his  first  degree  as  poet,  and 
accordingly  published  a  small  volume  containing  a 
selection  of  his  earlier  essays  in  verse.    It  attracted 

*  "I  nerer  uw  the  poet  KeatB  but  onoe,  bnt  he  then  read 
•ome  liaee  from  (I  think)  the  '  Bristowe  Tragedy '  with  aa  en- 
thnnaan  of  admiration  anch  aa  oonld  be  felt  only  by  a  poet,  and 
which  tnie  poetry  only  could  hare  excited."  — J.  H.  C,  in  NaUa 
ir  <iuene$j  4th  a.  z.  167. 
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little  attention,  and  the  rest  of  this  year  seems  to 
have  \h'vii  (X'cupied  with  a  joumoy  on  foot  in  Soot> 
land,  and  tlie  composition  of  *^  Endymion,"  which 
was  published  in  1818.  Milton's  '*  Tetrachordon  '* 
was  not  better  abused ;  but  Milton's  assailanti 
were  unorganised,  and  were  obliged  each  to  print 
and  pay  for  his  own  dingy  little  quarto,  trusting  to 
the  natural  laws  of  denuuid  and  supply  to  furnish 
him  with  readers.  Keats  was  arraigned  by  the 
oonstitiited  anthorities  of  literaij  jostice.  They 
miglit  be,  nay,  they  were  Jeffirieees  and  Scroggses, 
bat  the  sentence  was  published,  and  the  penalty 
tnlfieted  before  all  England.  The  difference  be- 
tween bis  fortune  and  Milton's  was  that  between 
being  pelted  by  a  mob  of  personal  enemies  and 
being  set  in  the  pillory.  In  the  first  case,  the  an- 
nojaaee  brushes  o£F  mostly  with  the  mod ;  in  the 
last,  there  is  no  solace  but  the  omisnionimowi  of 
suffering  in  a  great  oause.  This  solace,  to  a  cer- 
tain extent,  Keats  had;  for  his  amlntioii  was 
noble,  and  he  hoped  not  to  make  a  great  repnta* 
taon,  but  to  be  a  great  poet.  Haydon  says  that 
Wordsworth  and  Keats  wen  the  only  men  he  had 
erer  seen  who  looked  coaaoioas  of  a  lofty  purpose. 
It  is  curious  that  men  should  resent  more  fleroefy 
what  they  suspect  to  be  good  verses  than  whiU 
they  know  to  be  bad  morals.  Is  it  because  they 
fed  thenaelTes  incapable  of  the  one  and  not  of  ths 
other  ?  Proliably  a  oertain  amount  of  honest  loyal^ 
to  old  idols  in  dai^per  of  dethronement  is  to  be 
taken  into  aceonnt,  and  quite  as  much  ol  the  enft> 
elty  of  eritictsm  Is  doe  to  want  of  thooj^  as  to 


226  KEA  TS 

deliberato  injustice.  However  it  be,  the  best  poetry 
has  been  the  most  savagely  attacked,  and  men  who 
scrupulously  practised  the  Ten  Commandments  as 
if  there  were  never  a  not  in  any  of  them,  felt  every 
sentiment  of  their  better  nature  outraged  by  the 
*''  Lyrical  Ballads.**  It  is  idle  to  attem])t  to  show 
that  Keats  did  not  suffer  keenly  from  the  vidgari- 
ties  of  Blackwood  and  the  Quarterly.  He  suffered 
in  proportion  as  his  ideal  was  high,  and  he  was 
conscious  of  falling  below  it.  In  England,  espe- 
cially, it  is  not  pleasant  to  be  ridiculous,  even  if 
you  are  a  lord  ;  but  to  be  ridiculous  and  an  a]K>th- 
ecary  at  the  same  time  is  almost  as  bad  as  it  was 
formerly  to  be  excommunicated.  A  priori^  there 
was  something  absurd  in  poetry  written  by  the  son 
of  an  assistant  in  the  livery-stables  of  Mr.  Jen- 
nings, even  though  they  were  an  establishment, 
and  a  large  establishment,  and  nearly  opposite 
Finsbury  Circus.  Mr.  Gifford,  the  ex-cobbler, 
thought  so  in  the  Quarterly,  and  Mr.  Terry,  the 
actor,  ^  thought  so  even  more  distinctly  in  Black- 
wood, bidding  the  young  apothecary  "  back  to  his 
gallipots  I  '*  It  is  not  pleasant  to  be  talked  down 
upon  by  your  inferiors  who  hapi>en  to  have  the 
advantage  of  position,  nor  to  be  drenched  with 
ditch-water,  though  you  know  it  to  be  thrown  by 
a  scullion  in  a  garret. 

Keats,  as  his  was  a  temperament  in  which  sensi- 
bility was  excessive,  could  not  but  be  galled  by  this 
treatment.     He  was  galled  the  more  that  he  was 

1  Hsydoo  {AuUMograpkg,  toL  L  p.  379)  Mya  that  he  "atraigly 
■n^ecta  "  leaj  to  bar*  wxitten  the  artklee  in  BUckwood. 
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alio  a  man  of  strong  sense,  and  capable  of  under* 
standing  dearly  how  hard  it  is  to  make  men  ac- 
knowledge solid  value  in  a  person  whom  they  have 
onoe  heartily  laughed  at.  Reputation  is  in  itself 
only  a  farthing<candle,  of  wavering  and  uncertain 
flame,  and  easily  blown  out,  but  it  is  the  light  by 
which  the  world  looks  for  and  finds  merit  Keats 
longed  for  fame,  but  longed  above  all  to  deserve 
it  To  his  friend  Taylor  he  writes,  **  There  is  but 
one  way  for  me.  Tlte  road  lies  through  study,  ap- 
plication, and  thought"  Thrilling  with  the  elec- 
tric touch  of  sacred  leaves,  he  saw  in  vision,  like 
T>:inte,  that  small  proceanon  of  the  elder  poets  to 
uhich  only  elect  centuries  can  add  another  lau- 
relled head.  Might  he,  too,  deserve  from  posterity 
the  love  and  reverence  which  he  paid  to  those  an- 
tique glories  ?  It  was  no  unworthy  ambition,  but 
everything  was  against  him,  —  birth,  health,  even 
friends,  since  it  was  partly  on  their  account  that 
he  was  sneered  at.  His  very  name  stood  in  his 
way,  for  Fame  loves  best  such  syllables  as  are 
sweet  and  sonorous  on  the  tongue,  like  Spenserian, 
Shakespearian.  In  spite  of  Juliet  there  is  a  great 
deal  in  names,  and  when  the  fairies  come  with 
tlieir  gifts  to  the  cradle  of  the  selected  child,  let 
one,  wiser  than  the  rest,  choose  a  name  for  him 
from  which  well-soundmg  derivatives  can  be  made, 
and,  best  of  all,  with  a  termination  in  on.  Men 
jodge  the  current  coin  of  opinion  by  the  ring,  and 
are  readier  to  take  without  question  whatever  is 
Platonic,  Baconian,  Newtonian,  Johnsonian,  Wash- 
ingtonian,  Jeffersonian,  Napoleonic,  and  all  the 
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rest.  You  cannot  make  a  gomi  adjective  out  of 
Keats,  —  the  more  pity,  —  and  to  say  a  thing 
is  Kcatay  is  to  contemn  it.  Fortune  likes  fine 
names. 

Haydon  tells  us  that  Keats  was  very  much  de- 
pressed by  the  fortunes  of  his  book.  This  was 
natural  enough,  but  he  took  it  all  in  a  manly  way, 
and  determined  to  revenge  himself  by  writing  bet- 
ter poetry.  He  knew  that  activity,  and  not  de> 
spondency,  is  the  true  counterpoise  to  misfortune. 
Haydon  is  sure  of  the  change  in  his  spirits,  because 
he  would  come  to  the  painting-room  and  sit  silent 
for  hours.  But  we  rather  think  that  the  conversa- 
tion, where  Mr.  Haydon  was,  resembled  that  in  a 
young  author's  first  play,  where  the  other  inter- 
locutors are  only  brought  in  as  convenient  points 
for  the  hero  to  hitch  the  interminable  web  of  his 
monologue  upon.  Besides,  Keats  had  been  contin- 
uing his  education  this  year,  by  a  course  of  Elgin 
marbles  and  pictures  by  the  great  Italians,  and 
might  very  naturally  have  found  little  to  say  about 
Mr.  Haydon's  extensive  works,  that  he  would  have 
cared  to  hear.  Lord  Houghton,  on  the  other  hand, 
in  his  eagerness  to  prove  that  Keats  was  not  killed 
by  the  article  in  the  Quarterly,  is  carried  too  far 
towards  the  opposite  extreme,  and  more  than  hints 
that  he  was  not  even  hurt  by  it.  This  would  have 
been  true  of  Wordsworth,  who,  by  a  constiint  com- 
panionship with  mountains,  had  acquired  some- 
thing of  their  manners,  but  was  simply  impossible 
to  a  man  of  Keats's  temperament. 

On   the  whole,  perhaps,   we   need   not  respect 
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Keats  the  kn  for  having  been  gifted  with  senaibil- 
itj,  and  may  even  aaj  what  we  believe  to  be  true, 
that  hJB  health  was  injured  by  the  failure  of  his 
book.  A  man  cannot  have  a  sensooos  nature  and 
be  pachydennatooa  at  the  same  time,  and  if  he  be 
imaginative  as  well  as  sensooos,  he  suffers  just  in 
propovtion  to  the  amount  of  his  imagination.  It 
is  perfectly  true  that  what  we  call  the  world,  in 
these  affairs,  is  nothing  more  than  a  mere  Brocken 
spectre,  the  projected  shadow  of  ourselves ;  but  so 
long  as  we  do  not  know  this,  it  is  a  very  passable 
giant  We  are  not  without  experience  of  natures 
so  purely  intellectual  that  their  bodies  had  no  more 
conoem  in  their  mental  doings  and  sufferings  than 
a  boose  has  with  the  good  or  ill  fortune  of  its  occu- 
pant. But  poets  are  not  built  on  this  plan,  and  espe- 
dally  poets  like  Keats,  in  whom  the  moral  seems  to 
have  so  perfectly  interfused  the  physical  man,  that 
you  might  almost  say  be  could  feel  sorrow  with  his 
hands,  so  truly  did  his  body,  like  that  of  Donne*s 
Mistress  Boulstred,  think  and  remember  and  fore- 
bode. The  healthiest  poet  of  whom  our  eivilij»- 
tion  has  been  capable  says  that  when  he  behdds 

**  4(Mtt  •  bMtnr  bonk 
Aad  atrMftk  by  liiq^  •way  iH^btM, 
Ami  art  asdU  t<w(gM  Hwi  by  Mtboritj," 

alluding,  plainly  enough,  to  the  Giffords  of  hii 
day, 

"  Ami  ■mpW  tmtli  nuMsUcd  sunpucity,'' 

as  it  was  loa^  afterward  in  Wonlsworth*s  eaM, 

"  ft^t  ii|Tl  I  ITnni  ■IIhiBm  ri|i1ili  Ifl  - 
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that  then  even  he,  the  poet  to  whom,  of  all  others, 
life  seems  to  have  been  dearest,  as  it  was  also  the 
fullest  of  enjoyment,  **  tired  of  all  these,"  had  noth- 
ing for  it  but  to  cry  for  "  restful  Death." 

Keats,  to  all  appearance,  accepted  his  iU  fortune 
oourajftH)U8ly.  He  certainly  did  not  overestimate 
**  Endymion,"  and  perhaps  a  sense  of  humor  which 
was  not  wanting  in  him  may  have  served  as  a  buf- 
fer against  the  too  importunate  shock  of  disap- 
pointment. "  He  made  Ritchie  promise,"  says 
Haydon,  "  he  would  carry  his  *  Endymion  '  to  the 
great  desert  of  Sahara  and  Hing  it  in  the  midst." 
On  the  9tli  October,  1818,  he  writes  to  his  pub- 
lisher, Mr.  Hessey,  "  I  cannot  but  feel  indebted  to 
those  gentlemen  who  have  taken  my  part  As  for 
the  rest,  I  begin  to  get  acquainted  ^^ith  my  own 
strength  and  weakness.  Praise  or  blame  has  but  a 
momentary  effect  on  the  man  whose  love  of  beauty 
in  the  abstract  makes  him  a  severe  critic  of  his 
own  works.  My  own  domestic  criticism  has  given 
me  pain  without  comparison  beyond  what  Black- 
wood or  the  Quarterly  could  inflict ;  and  also,  when 
I  feel  I  am  right,  no  external  praise  can  give  me 
such  a  glow  as  my  own  solitary  reperception  and 
ratification  of  what  is  fine.  J.  S.  is  perfectly  right 
in  regard  to  '  the  slipshod  Endymion.'  That  it  is 
so  is  no  fault  of  mine.  No  !  though  it  may  sound 
a  little  paradoxical,  it  is  as  good  as  I  had  power  to 
make  it  by  myself.  Had  I  been  nervous  about  its 
being  a  perfect  piece,  and  with  that  view  aske<1 
advice  and  trembled  over  every  page,  it  would 
not  have  been  written  ;  for  it  is  not  in  my  nature 
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to  fiimhlo.  I  will  write  in(lc|)cndently.  I  have 
writ t.  II  imlopcmlently  ttithont  judgment.  I  may 
writ.'  iii.l.  j>.ndently  and  with  judgment^  hereafter. 
Til.'  Ueiiius  of  Poetry  must  work  out  its  own  sal- 
vation in  a  man.  It  cannot  be  matured  by  law 
and  precept,  but  by  sensation  and  watchfiUnesa  in 
itself.  That  which  is  creative  must  create  itself. 
In  *  Endymion '  I  leaped  headlong  into  the  sea, 
and  thereby  have  become  better  acquainted  with 
the  soundings,  the  quicksands,  and  the  rocks,  than 
if  I  had  stayed  upon  the  green  shore,  and  piped  a 
silly  pipe,  and  took  tea  and  comfortable  advice.  I 
was  never  afraid  of  failure;  for  I  would  sooner 
fail  than  not  be  amon^  the  greatest'* 

This  was  undoubtedly  tirue,  and  it  was  naturally 
the  side  which  a  large-minded  person  would  display 
to  a  friend.  This  is  what  he  thought,  but  whether 
it  was  what  he  felt  y  I  think  doubtful.  I  look  uix>n 
it  rather  as  one  of  the  phenomena  of  that  mtd- 
tanimoos  nature  of  the  poet,  which  makes  him  for 
the  moment  that  of  which  he  has  an  intellectual 
peroepdon.  Elsewhere  he  sajs  something  which 
■eems  to  hint  at  the  tme  state  of  the  case.  ^*  I 
most  think  that  difficulties  nenre  the  spirit  of  a 
man:  they  make  our  prime  dbjeete  a  r^f^e  a» 
well  as  a  passion,**  One  cannot  help  contrasting 
Keats  with  Wordsworth,  —  the  one  altogether 
poet;  the  other  essentially  a  Wordsworth,  with 
the  poetic  faculty  added,  —  the  one  shifting  from 
form  to  form,  and  from  style  to  ttyle,  and  pour- 
ing hb  hot  throbbing  life  into  every  mould ;  the 
other  remaining  always  the  imlividual,  producing 


282  KEA  TS 

works,  and  not  so  much  living  in  his  poems  a* 
memorlally  recortling  his  life  in  them.  When 
Wordsworth  alludes  to  the  foolish  criticisms  on  his 
writings,  he  speaks  serenely  and  generously  of 
W^ordsworth  the  poet,  as  if  he  were  an  unbiassed 
third  person,  who  t:ikes  up  the  argument  merely 
in  the  interest  of  literature.  He  towers  into 
a  bald  egotism  which  is  quite  above  and  l)eyond 
selfishness.  Poesy  was  his  employment ;  it  was 
Keats^s  very  existence,  and  he  felt  the  rough  treat* 
ment  of  his  verses  as  if  it  had  been  the  wounding 
of  a  limb.  To  Wordsworth,  composing  was  a 
healthy  exercise ;  his  slow  pulse  and  inii)erturbable 
self-trust  gave  him  assurance  of  a  life  so  long  that 
he  could  wait ;  and  when  we  read  his  poems  we 
should  never  suspect  the  existence  in  him  of  any 
sense  but  that  of  observation,  as  if  Wordsworth 
the  poet  were  a  half-mad  land-surveyor,  accompar 
nied  by  Mr.  Wordsworth  the  distributor  of  stamps 
as  a  kind  of  keeper.  But  every  one  of  Keats*8 
poems  was  a  sacrifice  of  vitality ;  a  virtue  went 
away  from  him  into  every  one  of  them  ;  even  yet, 
as  we  turn  the  leaves,  they  seem  to  warm  and  thrill 
our  fingers  with  the  flush  of  his  fine  senses,  and  the 
flutter  of  his  electrical  nerves,  and  we  do  not  won- 
der he  felt  that  what  he  did  was  to  be  done  swiftly. 
In  the  mean  time  his  younger  brother  languished 
and  died,  his  elder  seems  to  have  been  in  some  way 
unfortunate  and  had  gone  to  America,  and  Keats 
himself  showed  symptoms  of  the  hereditary  disease 
which  caused  his  death  at  last.  It  is  in  October, 
1818,  that  we  find  the  first  allusion  to  a  passion 
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whii-h  was  erdong  to  consume  him.  It  is  plain 
uiuugh  beforehand  that  those  were  not  moral  or 
mental  graoee  that  should  attract  a  man  like  Keats. 
His  intellect  was  satisfied  and  absorbed  by  his  art, 
his  books,  and  his  friends.  He  could  have  com- 
panionship and  appreciation  from  men  ;  what  he 
craved  of  woman  was  only  repose.  That  luxurious 
nature,  which  would  have  tossed  uneasily  on  a 
crumpled  rose-leaf,  must  have  something  softer  to 
rest  upon  than  intellect,  something  less  ethereal 
than  culture.  It  was  his  body  that  needed  to  have 
its  equilibrium  restored,  the  waste  of  his  nervous 
energy  that  must  be  repaired  by  deep  draughts  of 
the  overflowing  life  and  drowsy  tropical  force  of  an 
abundant  and  healthily  poised  womanhood.  Writ- 
ing to  his  sister-in-law,  he  says  of  this  nameless 
person :  **  She  is  not  a  Cleopatra,  but  is  at  least  a 
Charmian;  she  has  a  rich  Eastern  look;  she  has 
fine  ejres  and  fine  manners.  When  she  oomes  into  a 
room  she  makes  the  same  impression  as  the  beauty 
of  a  leopardess.  She  is  too  fine  and  too  conscious 
of  herself  to  repulse  any  man  who  may  address  her. 
From  habit,  she  thinks  that  nothing  particulctr,  I 
always  find  myself  at  ease  with  such  a  woman ;  the 
picture  before  me  always  gives  me  a  life  and  ani- 
mation which  I  cannot  possibly  feel  with  anything 
inferior.  I  am  at  such  tames  too  much  occupied  in 
luliniring  to  be  awkward  or  in  a  tremUe.  I  forget 
inyH«-lf  entirely,  because  I  live  in  her.  You  will  by 
this  time  think  I  am  in  love  with  her,  so,  before  I 
gu  any  farther,  I  will  tell  you  that  I  am  not.  Sba 
kept  me  awake  one  night,  as  a  tune  of  Monrt^s 
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might  do.  I  speak  of  the  thing  as  a  pastime  and  an 
amusement,  than  which  I  can  feel  none  deeper  than 
a  conversation  with  tin  imperial  woman,  the  very 
yes  and  no  of  whoso  life  [lips]  is  to  me  a  banquet 
...  I  like  her  and  her  like,  because  one  has  no 
sensatioH;  what  we  both  are  is  taken  for  granted. 
.  .  .  She  walks  across  a  room  in  such  a  manner 
that  a  man  is  drawn  toward  her  with  magnetic 
power.  ...  I  believe,  though,  she  has  faults,  the 
same  as  a  Cleopatra  or  a  Charmian  might  have  had. 
Yet  she  is  a  fine  thing,  speaking  in  a  worldly  way ; 
for  there  are  two  distinct  tempers  of  mind  in  which 
we  judge  of  things,  —  the  worldly,  theatrical,  and 
pantomimical ;  and  the  uneartlily,  spiritual,  and 
ethereal.  In  the  former,  Bonaparte,  Lord  Byron, 
and  this Cliarmian  hold  the  first  place  in  our  minds; 
in  the  latter,  John  Howard,  Bisho])  Hooker  rocking 
his  child's  cradle,  and  you,  my  dear  sister,  are  the 
conquering  feelings.  As  a  man  of  the  world,  I  love 
the  rich  talk  of  a  Charmian ;  as  an  eternal  being,  I 
love  the  thought  of  you.  I  should  like  her  to  ruin 
me,  and  I  should  like  you  to  save  me." 

It  is  pleasant  always  to  see  Love  hiding  his  head 
with  such  pains,  while  his  whole  body  is  so  clearly 
visible,  as  in  this  extract.  This  lady,  it  seems,  is 
not  a  Cleopatra,  only  a  Charmian ;  but  presently 
we  find  that  she  is  im])eriaL  He  does  not  love  her, 
but  he  would  just  like  to  be  ruined  by  her,  nothing 
more.  This  glimpse  of  her,  with  her  leopardess 
beauty,  crossing  the  room  and  drawing  men  after 
her  magnetically,  is  all  we  have.  She  seems  to 
have  been  still  living  in  1848,  and,  as  Lord  Hough- 
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ton  telU  OS,  kept  the  memory  of  the  poet  aacred. 

''  She  IB  an  East-Indian,**  Keata  saya,  **  and  ought 

to  be  her  grandfather's  heir/*     Her  name  we  do 

not  know.     It  appears  from  Dilke*s  **  Papers  of  a 

(  titio**  that  they  were  betrothed:  ^It  b  quite  a 

settled  thing  between  John  Keats  and  Miss , 

ri<Kl  help  them.     It  is  a  bad  thing  for  them.     The 

mother  says  she  cannot  prevent  it,  and  that  her 

only  hope  is  that  it  will  go  o£F.     He  don*t  like  any 

one  to  look  at  her  or  to  speak  to  her.**     Alas,  the 

tro|urn]  warmth  became  a  consuming  fire  I 

"  Hm  paaioa  «nMl  grown  took  on  •  ham 
Fieroo  «ad  Magaiiwow  " 

Between  this  time  and  the  spring  of  1820  he 
seems  to  have  worked  assiduously.  Of  course, 
worldly  snooess  was  of  more  importance  than  ever. 
He  began  **  Hyperion,"  but  had  given  it  up  in 
September,  1819,  beoaose,  as  he  said,  ''  there  were 
too  many  Miltonic  inversions  in  it.**  He  wrote 
^ Lamia**  after  an  attentive  study  of  Dryden*8 
versifksation.  This  period  also  produced  the  '*  Eve 
of  St  Agnes,**  "^IsabeUa,**  and  the  odes  to  the 
''Nightingale**  and  to  the  ** Grecian  Urn.**  He 
MtuJied  Italian,  read  Ariosto,  and  wrote  part  of  a 
liuinorous  poem,  **  The  Cap  and  Bells.**  He  tried 
his  hand  at  tragedy,  and  Lord  Houghton  has  pub- 
lished among  his  ''  Kemains,'*  ''  Otho  the  Great,** 
and  all  that  was  ever  written  of  ^  King  Stephen.*' 
We  tlitnk  ho  did  unwiiiely,  for  a  biographer  is 
hardly  called  upon  to  show  how  ill  his  biogtxipkiM 
could  do  anything. 

In  the  winter  of  1820  he  was  chilled  in  riding  on 
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the  top  of  a  ttage-ooaoh,  and  came  home  in  a  ttate 
of  feverish  excitement  He  was  persuaded  to  go 
to  bed,  and  in  getting  between  the  oold  aheeta, 
coughed  slightly.  ^That  is  blood  in  my  mouth,*' 
he  said ;  ^*  bring  me  the  candle ;  let  me  see  this 
blood."  It  was  of  a  brilliant  re<l,  and  his  medical 
knowledge  enabled  him  to  interpret  the  augury. 
Those  narcotic  odors  that  seem  to  breathe  seaward, 
and  steep  in  repose  the  senses  of  the  voyager  who 
is  drifting  toward  the  shore  of  the  mysterious  Other 
World,  appeared  to  envelop  him,  and,  looking  up 
with  sudden  calmness,  he  said,  "  I  know  the  color 
of  that  blood ;  it  is  arterial  blood ;  I  cannot  be  de- 
oeive<l  in  that  color.  That  drop  is  my  death-war- 
rant ;  I  must  die." 

There  was  a  slight  rally  during  the  summer  of 
that  year,  but  toward  autumn  he  grew  worse  again, 
and  it  was  decided  that  he  should  go  to  Italy.  He 
was  accompanied  thither  by  his  friend,  Mr.  Severn, 
an  artist.  After  embarking,  he  wrote  to  his  friend, 
Mr.  Brown.  We  give  a  part  of  this  letter,  which  is 
so  deeply  tragic  that  the  sentences  we  take  ahnost 
seem  to  break  away  from  the  rest  with  a  cry  of 
anguish,  like  the  branches  of  Dante's  lamentable 
wood. 

"  I  wish  to  write  on  subjects  that  will  not  agitate 
me  much.  There  is  one  I  must  mention  and  have 
done  with  it.  Even  if  my  body  would  recover  of 
itself,  this  would  prevent  it.  The  very  thing  which 
I  want  to  live  most  for  will  be  a  great  occasion  of 
my  death.  I  cannot  help  it.  Who  can  help  it  ? 
Were  I  in  health  it  would  make  me  ill,  and  how 
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can  I  bear  it  in  my  state  ?  I  dare  say  yon  will  be 
abli*  to  guess  on  what  subject  I  am  harping,  —  you 
know  what  was  my  greatest  pain  during  the  first 
part  of  my  illness  at  your  house.  I  wiah  for  death 
every  day  and  ni^t  to  deliver  me  from  these  pains, 
and  then  I  wish  death  away,  for  death  would  de> 
stroy  even  those  pains,  which  are  better  than  noth> 
ing.  Land  and  sea,  weakness  and  deeliue,  are 
great  separators,  but  Death  is  the  great  divorcer 
foraver.  When  the  pang  of  this  thooght  has 
passed  throng^  my  mind,  I  may  say  the  bitterness 
of  death  is  passed.  I  often  wish  for  you,  that  yon 
might  flatter  me  with  the  best.  I  think,  \%'itliout 
my  mentioning  it,  for  my  sake,  you  would  be  a 

friend  to  Miss when  I  am  dead.     You  think 

she  has  many  faults,  but  for  my  sake  think  she  has 
not  one.  If  there  is  anything  you  can  do  for  her 
by  word  or  deed  I  know  you  will  do  it.  I  am  in  a 
state  at  present  in  which  woman,  merely  as  woman, 
can  have  no  more  power  over  me  than  stocks  and 
stones,  and  yet  the  differeooe  of  mj  ssnsstirwis  with 

respect  to  Miss and  my  sister  b  smaaing,  — 

the  one  seems  to  absorb  the  other  to  a  degree  in- 
oredihle.    I  sddom  think  of  my  brother  and  sister 

in  America ;  the  thought  of  leaving  Miss b 

b^ond  everything  horrible,  —  the  sense  of  dark- 
ness  coming  over  me,  —  I  etemalfy  see  her  figure 
eternally  vanishing ;  some  of  the  phrases  she  was  in 
tlir  haliit  of  using  during  my  last  nursing  at  Wont- 
worth  Place  ring  in  my  ears.  Is  there  another 
lit'  Shall  I  awake  and  find  all  thb  a  dream? 
There  must  be ;  we  oannoi  be  created  for  thb  sort 
cl  suffering.  * 
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To  the  same  friend  be  writes  aguu  from  N^ilet, 
Ist  November,  1820 :  — 

**The  persuasion  tbat  I  sball  see  her  no  more 
will  kill  me.  My  dear  Brown,  I  should  have  bad 
her  when  I  was  in  health,  and  I  should  have  fe> 
mained  well.  I  can  bear  to  die,  —  I  cannot  bear 
to  leave  her.  O  God !  God  I  God !  Everything  I 
have  in  my  trunks  that  reminds  me  of  her  goes 
through  me  like  a  spear.  The  silk  lining  she  put 
in  my  travelling-cap  scalds  my  head.  My  imagi- 
nation is  honibly  vivid  about  her,  —  I  see  her,  I 
hear  her.  There  is  nothing  in  the  world  of  suf- 
ficient interest  to  divert  me  from  her  a  moment. 
This  was  the  case  when  I  was  in  England ;  I  can- 
not recollect,  without  shuddering,  the  time  that  I 
was  a  prisoner  at  Hunt's,  and  used  to  keep  my  eyes 
fixed  on  Hampstead  all  day.  Then  there  was  a 
good  hope  of  seeing  her  again,  —  now  I  —  O  that  I 
could  be  buried  near  where  she  lives !  I  am  afraid 
to  write  to  her,  to  receive  a  letter  from  her,  —  to 
see  her  handwriting  woidd  break  my  heart  Even 
to  hear  of  her  anyhow,  to  see  her  name  written, 
would  be  more  than  I  can  bear.  My  dear  Brown, 
what  am  I  to  do?  Where  can  I  look  for  consola- 
tion or  ease  ?  If  I  had  any  chance  of  recovery, 
this  passion  would  kill  me.  Indeed,  through  the 
whole  of  my  illness,  both  at  your  house  and  at 
Kentish  Town,  this  fever  has  never  ceased  wearing 
me  out." 

The  two  friends  went  almost  immediately  from 
Naples  to  Rome,  where  Keats  was  treated  with 
g^reat  kindness  by  the  distinguished  physician,  Dr. 
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(afterwarti  Sir  James)  Clark.*  But  there  was  no 
hope  from  the  first.  His  disease  was  beyond 
remedy,  as  his  heart  was  beyond  ocnnfort.  The 
ver>'  fact  that  life  might  be  happy  deepened  his 
despair.  He  might  not  have  sunk  so  soon,  but  the 
wares  in  which  he  was  straggling  looked  only  the 
blacker  that  they  were  shone  upon  by  the  signal- 
torch  that  promised  safety  and  love  and  rest. 

It  is  good  to  know  that  one  of  Keats's  last  plea* 
sores  was  in  hearing  Severn  read  aloud  from  a 
volume  of  Jeremy  Taylor.  On  first  coming  to 
Uotite,  he  had  bought  a  copy  of  Alfieri,  but,  find- 
ing on  the  second  page  these  lines, 

"  Miaafm  m* !  •oUmto  •  m*  noa  tmtm 
Attn  eh*  U  piuito,  td  U  piMito  4  ddkto,** 

he  laid  down  the  book  and  opened  it  no  more.  On 
the  14th  February,  1821,  Severn  speaks  of  a  change 
that  had  taken  place  in  him  toward  g^reater  quiet- 
ness and  peace.  He  talked  much,  and  fell  at  last 
into  a  sweet  sleep,  in  which  he  seemed  to  have 
happy  dreams.  Perhaps  he  heard  the  soft  footfall 
of  the  angel  of  Death,  pacing  to  and  fro  under 
his  window,  to  be  his  Valentine.  That  night  he 
asked  to  have  this  epitaph  inscribed  upon  his  grave- 
stone:— 

"  nmrnm  un  omt  wbosb  hamu  was  wut  hi  watks." 

On  the  2dd  he  died,  without  pain  and  as  if  falling 
asleep.    His  last  words  were,  **  I  am  dying ;  I  shall 

'    TlMlodglllf  «f  KMl*«M<NltlMPiMW<liSpl«M,btlwflnl 

hanm  m  th»  rigfct  hmmA  to  gohy  wp  Uw  HiwH—ts  Mr.Srrani's 
Studio  b  Mid  to  Wv«  bMB  to  th*  Gmm*Uo  ov«r  dM  gmrdM  gal*  «f 
Um  Vllto  N«fNal,  pli— tly  familwr  to  aU 
Bonaa  haaa  of  UmIt  iiiaaiijaiis  Cnwfotd. 
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die  easy ;  don^t  be  frightened,  be  firm  and  thank 
God  it  has  oome !  '* 

He  was  buried  in  the  Protestant  burial-ground  at 
Rome,  in  that  part  of  it  which  is  now  disused  and 
sechided  from  the  rest.  A  short  time  before  his 
death  he  told  Severn  that  he  thought  his  intensest 
pleasure  in  life  had  been  to  watch  the  growth  of 
flowers ;  and  once,  after  lying  peacefully  awhile,  he 
said,  "  I  feel  the  flowers  growing  over  me."  His 
grave  is  marked  by  a  little  headstone  on  which  are 
carve<l  somewhat  rudely  his  name  and  age,  and  the 
epitaph  dictated  by  himself.  No  tree  or  shrub  has 
been  planted  near  it,  but  the  daisies,  faithful  to 
their  buried  lover,  crowd  his  small  mound  with  a 
galaxy  of  their  innocent  stars,  more  prosperous 
than  those  under  which  he  live<l.^ 

In  person,  Keats  was  below  the  middle  height, 
with  a  head  small  in  proportion  to  the  breatlth  of 
his  shoulders.  His  hair  was  brown  and  fine,  fall- 
ing in  natural  ringlets  about  a  face  in  which  energy 
and  sensibility  were  remarkably  mixed.  Every 
feature  was  delicately  cut ;  the  chin  was  bold,  and 
about  the  mouth  something  of  a  pugnacious  expres- 
sion. His  eyes  were  mellow  and  glowing,  large, 
dark,  and  sensitive.  At  the  recital  of  a  noble 
action  or  a  beautiful  thought  they  would  suffuse 

1  Written  in  1854.  O  irony  of  Time !  Ten  jMn  after  the 
poet's  death  the  woman  he  had  so  loved  wrote  to  his  friend  Mr. 
Dilke,  that  "the  kindest  act  wonld  be  to  let  him  rest  forever  in 
the  obscnrity  to  which  circrnnstances  had  condemned  him "  I 
{Papers  of  a  Critic,  i.  11.)  O  Tmie  the  atoner !  In  1874  I  foond 
the  g^imve  planted  with  shmbs  and  flowers,  the  pions  homage  of 
tfte  daogfater  of  oar  most  eminent  American  sonlptor. 
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with  tears,  and  his  mouth  trembled.*  Haydon  ssjs 
that  his  eye8  had  an  inward  Delphian  look  that 
was  |R'rfectly  divine. 

The  faulta  of  Ke«te*8  poetry  are  obvioua  enough, 
but  it  nhould  be  remembered  that  he  died  at  twenty* 
Hve,  antl  that  he  offends  by  superabcmdanoe  and 
not  porerty.  That  he  was  overlanguaged  at  first 
there  can  be  no  doubt,  and  in  this  was  implied  the 
possibility  of  falling  back  to  the  perfect  mean  of 
diction.  It  is  only  by  the  ridi  that  the  costly  jilain- 
ness,  which  at  once  eatisfiee  the  taste  and  the  im- 
agination, is  attainable. 

Whether  Keats  was  original  or  not,  I  do  not 
think  it  nsefol  to  discuss  until  it  has  been  settled 
what  originality  is.  Lord  Houghton  tdls  as  that 
this  merit  (whatever  it  be)  has  been  denied  to 
Keats,  beosnse  his  poems  take  the  color  of  the 
authors  he  happened  to  be  reading  at  the  time  he 
wrote  them.  But  men  have  their  intellectual  an- 
cestry, and  the  likeness  of  some  one  of  them  is  f of>> 
eter  onezpeotedly  flashing  out  in  the  features  of  a 
descendant,  it  may  be  after  a  gap  of  se^reral  gen- 
erations. In  the  pariiaBMit  of  the  present  every 
man  represents  a  constitnenoy  of  the  past  It  is 
true  that  Keats  has  the  accent  of  the  men  from 
whom  he  learned  to  speak,  but  this  is  to  make 
originali^  a  mere  qnesti<m  of  externals,  and  in  this 
sense  the  anther  of  a  dictionary  might  bring  an 
action  of  trover  against  every  author  who  used  hi* 
words.  It  is  the  man  behind  the  words  that  girw 
them  value,  and  if  Shakespeare  help  himeelf  to  a 
>  Ldgk  Hoi'*  AtuUirtrk9,U,U, 
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verse  or  a  phrase,  it  is  with  ears  that  have  learntMl 
of  him  to  listen  that  we  feel  the  harmony  of  tht> 
one,  and  it  is  the  mass  of  his  intellect  that  makes 
the  other  weighty  with  meaning.  Enough  that  we 
recognize  in  Keats  that  indefinable  newness  said 
unexpectedness  which  we  call  genius.  The  sunset 
is  original  every  evening,  though  for  thousands  of 
years  it  has  built  out  of  the  same  li|?ht  and  va{)or 
its  visionary  cities  with  domes  aud  pinnacles,  and 
its  delectable  mountains  which  night  shall  utterly 
abase  and  destroy. 

Three  men,  almost  contemporaneous  with  each 
other,  —  Wordsworth,  Keats,  and  Byron,  —  were 
the  great  means  of  bringing  back  English  jx)ctry 
from  the  sandy  deserts  of  rhetoric,  and  recovering 
for  her  her  triple  inheritance  of  simplicity,  sensu- 
ousness,  and  passion.  Of  these,  Wordsworth  was 
the  only  conscious  reformer,  and  his  hostility  to  the 
existing  formalism  injured  his  earlier  poems  by 
tingeing  them  with  something  of  iconoclastic  ex- 
travagance. He  was  the  deepest  thinker,  Keats 
the  most  essentially  a  poet,  and  Byron  the  most 
keenly  intellectual  of  the  three.  Keats  had  the 
broadest  mind,  or  at  least  his  mind  was  open  on 
more  sides,  and  he  was  able  to  understand  Words- 
worth and  judge  Byron,  equally  conscious,  through 
his  artistic  sense,  of  the  greatnesses  of  the  one  and 
the  many  littlenesses  of  the  other,  while  Words- 
worth was  isolated  in  a  feeling  of  his  prophetic 
character,  and  Byron  had  only  an  uneasy  and  jea- 
lous instinct  of  contemporar}'  merit.  The  poems  of 
Wordsworth,  as  he  was  the  most  individual,  accord* 
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inf^W  reflect  the  moods  of  his  own  nature;  those 
of  Kettta,  frtm  sensitiTeness  of  organization,  the 
moods  of  his  own  taste  and  feeling ;  and  those  of 
Byron,  who  was  impressible  chiefly  through  the 
understanding,  the  intellectual  and  moral  wants  of 
the  time  in  which  he  lived.  Wordsworth  has  infln- 
enoed  most  the  ideas  of  soooeeding  poets ;  Keats, 
their  forms ;  and  Byron,  interesting  to  men  of  im- 
agination less  for  his  writings  than  for  what  his 
writin<]pi  indicate,  reappears  no  more  in  poetry,  but 
presents  an  ideal  to  yonth  made  restless  with  vague 
desires  not  yet  regulated  by  experience  nor  snp- 
plie<l  with  motives  by  the  duties  of  life. 

Keats  certainly  had  more  of  the  penetrative  and 
sjrmpathetic  imagination  which  belongs  to  the  poet, 
of  that  imagination  which  identifies  itself  with  the 
momentary  object  of  its  contemplation,  than  any 
man  of  these  later  days.  It  is  not  merely  that  he 
has  studied  the  Elizabethans  and  canght  their  ttim 
of  thought,  but  that  he  really  sees  things  with  their 
sorerMgn  eye,  and  feels  them  with  their  electrified 
senses.  His  imagination  was  his  bliss  and  bane. 
Was  he  cheerful,  he  **  hops  about  the  gravel  with 
the  sparrows  ** ;  was  he  morbid,  he  **  would  reject 
a  Petraroal  coronation,  —  on  account  of  my  dying 
day,  and  beoaose  women  have  cancers."  So  im- 
presnble  was  he  as  to  say  that  he  **  had  no  nature,** 
meaning  eharaetar.  But  he  knew  what  the  faculty 
was  worth,  and  says  finely,  ^  The  imagination  may 
be  compared  to  Adam*s  dream:  he  awoke  and 
found  it  truth.**  He  had  an  unerring  instinct  lor 
the  poetio  uaes  of  things,  and  for  him  they  had  no 
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other  use.  We  are  apt  to  talk  of  the 
naUsance  as  of  a  phenomenon  long  past,  nor  ever 
to  be  renewed,  and  to  think  tho  Greeks  and  lio- 
mans  alone  had  the  mighty  magic  to  work  Huch  a 
miracle.  To  me  one  of  the  most  interesting  a.spects 
of  Keats  is  that  in  him  we  have  an  example  of  the 
renaissance  going  on  almost  under  our  own  eyes, 
and  tliat  the  intellectual  ferment  was  in  him  kin- 
dled by  a  jjurely  English  leaven.  lie  had  properly 
no  scholurshi]>,  any  more  than  Shakespeare  had, 
but  like  him  he  assimilated  at  a  touch  whatever 
could  serve  his  purpose.  His  delicate  senses  ab- 
sorbed culture  at  every  pore.  Of  the  self-denial 
to  which  he  trained  himself  (unexampled  in  one  so 
young)  the  second  draft  of  Hyperion  as  compared 
with  the  first  is  a  conclusive  proof.  And  far  in- 
deed is  his  *^  Lamia ''  from  the  lavish  indiscrimi- 
nation of  *'  Endymion."  In  his  Odes  he  showed  a 
sense  of  form  and  proportion  which  we  seek  vainly 
in  almost  any  other  English  poet,  and  some  of  his 
sonnets  (taking  all  qualities  into  consideration)  are 
the  most  perfect  in  our  language.  No  doubt  there 
is  something  tropical  and  of  strange  overgrowth 
in  his  sudden  maturity,  but  it  loas  maturity  never- 
theless. Happy  the  young  poet  who  has  the  sav- 
ing fault  of  exuberance,  if  he  have  also  the  shaping 
faculty  that  sooner  or  later  wUl  amend  it  I 

As  every  young  person  goes  through  all  the 
world-old  experiences,  fancying  them  something 
peculiar  and  personal  to  himself,  so  it  is  with  every 
new  generation,  whose  youth  always  finds  its  repre- 
sentatives in  its  poets.     Keats  rediscovered  the  de- 
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light  and  wimder  thai  lay  enchanted  in  the  diction- 
ary. Wordsworth  rerolted  at  the  poetic  diction 
which  he  found  in  vogue,  but  his  own  language 
rareljr  rises  above  it,  except  when  it  is  upborne  by 
the  tbooght.  Keats  had  an  instinct  for  fine  words, 
which  are  in  themaelTea  pictures  and  ideas,  and 
had  more  of  the  power  of  poetic  expression  than 
any  modem  English  poet.  And  by  poetic  expres- 
sion I  do  not  mean  merely  a  vividnees  in  partico- 
lars,  but  the  ri^t  feeling  which  heightens  or  sub- 
does  a  passage  or  a  whole  poem  to  the  proper  tone, 
and  gives  entireness  to  the  effect  There  is  a  great 
deal  mom  than  is  oomm<mly  soiqposed  in  this  choice 
of  words.  Mai*s  thoughts  and  opinions  are  in  a 
great  degree  vassals  of  him  who  invents  a  new 
phrase  or  reapplies  an  old  epithet  The  thought 
or  feeling  a  thousand  times  repeated  becomes  his 
at  last  who  utters  it  best  This  power  of  language 
is  veiled  in  the  old  l^ends  which  make  the  invis- 
ible powers  the  servants  of  some  word.  As  soon 
as  we  have  discovered  the  word  for  oar  joy  or 
sorrow  we  are  no  longer  its  serfs,  but  its  lords. 
We  reward  the  discoverer  of  an  anasthetio  for  the 
body  and  make  him  member  of  all  the  soeietiea, 
but  him  who  finds  a  nepenthe  for  the  soul  we  eleel 
into  the  small  academy  of  the  immortals. 

The  poems  of  Keats  mark  an  epoch  in  English 
poetey ;  for,  however  often  we  may  find  traces  ci 
it  in  others,  in  them  found  its  most  uneonscioua 
expression  that  rsifCtion  against  the  barrelmtgaii 
style  whksh  had  been  reigning  by  a  kind  of  sleepy 
divine  right  for  half  a  eentory.    The  lowest  point 
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was  indicated  when  there  was  such  an  utter  con- 
founding of  the  common  and  the  uncommon  senae 
that  Dr.  Johnson  wrote  verse  and  Burke  proie. 
The  most  profound  gospel  of  criticism  was,  that 
nothing  was  good  poetry  that  could  not  be  trans* 
lated  into  good  prose,  as  if  one  should  say  that  the 
test  of  sufficient  moonlight  was  that  tallow-candlet 
could  be  made  of  it.  We  find  Keats  at  first  going 
to  the  other  extreme,  and  endeavoring  to  extract 
green  cucumbers  from  the  rays  of  tallow ;  but  we 
see  also  incontestable  proof  of  the  greatness  and 
purity  of  his  poetic  gift  in  the  constant  return 
toward  equilibrium  and  repose  in  his  later  poems. 
And  it  is  a  repose  always  lofty  and  clear-aired,  like 
that  of  the  eagle  balanced  in  incommunicable  sun- 
shine. In  him  a  vigorous  understanding  develojKxl 
itself  in  equal  measure  with  the  divine  faculty ; 
thought  emancipated  itself  from  expression  without 
becoming  in  turn  its  tyrant ;  and  music  and  meaning 
floated  together,  accordant  as  swan  and  shadow,  on 
the  smooth  element  of  his  verse.  Without  losing 
its  sensuousness,  his  poetry  refined  itself  and  grew 
more  inward,  and  the  sensational  was  elevated  into 
the  typical  by  the  control  of  that  finer  sense  which 
underlies  the  senses  and  is  the  spirit  of  them. 
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Makt  of  our  older  readers  can  remember  the 
aotictiNitioii  with  which  they  looked  for  each  sotv 
ITB  Yolome  of  the  late  Dr.  Young^s  excellent 
of  old  English  prose-writers,  and  the  delight 
with  which  they  carried  it  hrnne,  foesh  from  the 
press  and  the  bindery  in  its  appropriate  livery  of 
evergreen.  To  most  of  us  it  was  our  first  intro> 
(iuction  to  the  hig^iest  society  of  letters,  and  we 
still  feel  grateful  to  the  departed  scholar  who  gave 
OS  to  share  the  conversation  of  sooh  men  as  La^ 
mer.  More,  Sidney,  Taylor,  Browne,  Fuller,  and 
Walton.  What  a  sense  of  security  in  an  old  book 
Hliirh  Time  has  criticised  for  us!  What  a  pre- 
eions  feeling  ci  seclnsion  in  having  a  double  wall  of 
eeBtnriee  between  ns  and  the  heats  and  clamors  ol 
oontemporary  literatorel  How  limpid  seems  the 
thought,  how  pure  the  old  wine  of  scholarship  that 
has  been  settling  for  so  many  generations  in  those 
silent  esypls  and  Falemian  amphorm  of  the  Ptot  t 
No  other  writers  speak  to  us  with  the  authority  of 
those  whose  ordinary  speech  was  that  of  oar  trans- 
lation of  the  Scriptures;  to  no  modem  is  that 
frank  unecaseionineBi  possible  which  was  natural 
>  Loadoa :  Mm  RaaaO  flirilk    IBM  01 
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to  a  period  when  yet  reviews  were  not ;  and  no 
later  style  breathes  that  country  charm  characteris- 
tic of  days  ere  the  nietrojwlis  had  drawn  all  lit- 
erary activity  to  iteelf,  and  the  trampling  fec-t  of 
the  multitude  had  banished  tlie  lark  and  the  daisy 
from  the  fresh  privacies  of  language.  Truly,  as 
compared  with  the  present,  these  old  voices  seem 
to  come  from  the  morning  fields  and  not  the  paved 
thoroughfares  of  thought. 

Even  the  *'  Retrospective  Review  "  continues  to 
be  good  reading,  in  virtue  of  the  antique  aroma 
(for  wine  only  acquires  its  bouquet  by  age)  which 
pervades  its  pages.  Its  sixteen  volumes  are  so 
many  tickets  of  admission  to  the  vast  and  devious 
vaults  of  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries, 
through  which  we  wander,  tasting  a  thimbleful 
of  rich  Canary,  honeyed  Cyprus,  or  subaeidulous 
Hock,  from  what  dusty  butt  or  keg  our  fancy 
chooses.  The  years  during  which  this  review  was 
published  were  altogether  the  most  fruitful  in  gen- 
uine appreciation  of  old  English  literature.  Books 
were  prized  for  their  imaginative  and  not  their  an- 
tiquarian value  by  young  writers  who  sate  at  the 
feet  of  Lamb  and  Coleridge.  Rarities  of  style,  of 
thought,  of  fancy,  were  sought,  rather  than  the  bar- 
ren scarcities  of  typography.  But  another  race  of 
men  seems  to  have  sprung  up,  in  whom  the  futile 
enthusiasm  of  the  collector  predominates,  who  sub- 
stitute archaeologic  perversity  for  fine-nerved  schol- 
arship, and  the  worthless  profusion  of  the  curiosity- 
shop  for  the  sifted  exclusiveness  of  the  cabinet  of 
Art     They  forget,  in  their  fanaticism  for  anti- 
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quity,  that  the  dnst  of  never  so  many  oentories  is 
impotent  to  tranifonn  a  eorioaty  into  a  gem,  that 
only  good  books  absorb  mellowness  of  tone  from 
age,  and  that  a  baptiwnal  register  which  proves  a 
patriarchal  longevity  (if  existence  be  life)  cannot 
make  mediocri^  anything  but  a  bore,  or  garrulous 
commonplace  oitertaining.  There  are  volumes 
winch  have  the  old  age  of  Plato,  rich  with  gath- 
ering experience,  meditation,  and  wisdom,  which 
seem  to  have  sucked  color  and  ripeness  from  the 
gtnial  aotmnns  of  all  the  select  intelligences  that 
have  steeped  them  in  the  sonshine  of  their  love  and 
appreciation ; — these  quaint  freaks  of  russet  tell  of 
Montaigne ;  these  stripes  of  crimson  fire,  of  Shake- 
speare; this  sober  gold,  of  Sir  Thomas  Browne; 
this  purpling  bloom,  of  Lamb ;  in  such  fruits  we 
taste  the  l^^endaiy  gardens  of  Alcinoiis  and  the 
orchards  of  AUas  ;  and  there  are  volumes  again 
wliich  can  chum  only  the  inglorioiis  isnility  of  Old 
Parr  or  older  Jenkins,  which  have  outlived  their 
half-dosen  of  kings  to  be  the  prize  of  showmoi  and 
treasuries  of  the  bom-to-be-forgotten  trifles  of  a 
hundred  years  ago. 

We  oonfeis  a  bibliotheoarian  avarice  that  givaa 
all  books  a  valne  in  our  eyes ;  there  is  for  us  a 
recondite  wisdom  in  the  phrase,  **A  book  is  a 
book  '* ;  from  the  time  when  we  made  the  first  cat- 
alogue of  our  library,  in  which  **  Bible,  large,  1 
vol,**  and  "« Bible,  small,  1  vol,**  asserted  their  al- 
phabelie  individuality  and  were  the  sole  B»  m  our 
littfe  hive,  we  have  had  a  weakness  even  for  those 
eheekar-board  volumes  that  only  fill  up.    We  oao* 
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not  breathe  the  thin  air  of  that  Pepysian  self- 
denial,  that  Himalajran  selectness,  which,  content 
with  one  bookcase,  would  have  no  tomes  in  it  but 
porphyrogeniti^  books  of  the  bluest  blood,  making 
room  for  choicer  new-comers  by  a  continuous  ostra- 
cism to  the  garret  of  present  incumbents.  There 
18  to  us  a  sacredness  in  a  volume,  however  dull ; 
we  live  over  again  the  author^s  lonely  labors  and 
tremulous  hopes ;  we  see  him,  on  his  first  appear- 
ance after  parturition,  ''*■  as  well  as  could  be  ex- 
pected," a  nervous  sympathy  yet  surviving  between 
the  late-severed  umbilical  cord  and  the  wondrous 
offspring,  as  he  doubtfully  enters  the  Mermaid,  or 
the  Devil  Tavern,  or  the  Coffee-house  of  Will  or 
Button,  blushing  under  the  eye  of  Ben  or  Dr}-den 
or  Addison,  as  if  they  must  needs  know  him  for 
the  author  of  the  ^*  Modest  Enquiry  into  the  Pre- 
sent State  of  Dramatique  Poetry,"  or  of  the  "  Uni- 
ties briefly  considered  by  Philomusus,"  of  which 
they  have  never  heard  and  never  will  hear  so  much 
as  the  names ;  we  see  the  country-gentlemen  (sole 
cause  of  its  surviving  to  our  day)  who  buy  it  as  a 
book  no  gentleman's  library  can  be  complete  with- 
out ;  we  see  the  spendthrift  heir,  whose  horses  and 
hounds  and  Pharaonic  troops  of  friends,  drowned 
in  a  Red  Sea  of  claret,  bring  it  to  the  hammer,  the 
tall  octavo  in  tree-calf  following  the  ancestral  oaks 
of  the  park.  Such  a  volume  is  sacred  to  us.  But 
it  must  be  the  original  foundling  of  the  book-stall, 
the  engraved  blazon  of  some  extinct  baronetcy 
within  its  cover,  its  leaves  enshrining  memorial- 
flowers   of    some   passion   which   the   churchyard 
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smothered  ere  the  Stuarts  were  yet  discrowned, 
gugj^estive  of  tbe  trail  of  laoed  ruffles,  burnt  here 
and  there  with  ashes  from  the  pipe  of  some  dozing 
poet,  its  binding  worn  and  weather-stained,  that 
has  felt  the  inquisitive  finger,  perhaps,  of  Malone, 
or  thrilled  to  the  touch  of  Lamb,  doubtful  between 
desire  and  the  odd  sixpence.  When  it  comes  to  a 
qAestion  of  reprinting,  we  are  more  choice.  The 
new  duodecimo  is  bald  and  bare,  indeed,  compared 
with  its  battered  prototype  that  could  draw  us  with 
a  single  hair  of  association. 

It  is  not  easy  to  divine  the  rule  which  has  gov- 
erned Mr.  Smith  in  making  the  selections  for  his 
aeries.  A  choice  of  old  authors  should  be  a^orUe- 
gimmj  and  not  a  botanist's  hortus  nccus,  to  which 
grasses  are  as  important  as  the  single  shy  blossom 
of  a  summer.  The  old-maidenly  genius  of  anti- 
quariaaism  seems  to  have  presided  over  the  editing 
of  the  **  Library.'*  We  should  be  inclined  to  sur- 
mise that  the  works  to  be  reprinted  had  been  com- 
monly suggested  by  gentlemen  with  whom  they 
were  especial  favorites,  or  who  were  ambitious  that 
their  own  names  shoold  be  signalized  on  the  title- 
pages  with  the  suffix  of  Editor.  The  volumes  al- 
ready published  are :  Increase  Mather's  **  Remark- 
able Providences";  the  poems  of  Drummond  of 
Hawthomden ;  the  "'  Visions  of  Piers  Ploughman  " ; 
the  works  in  prose  and  verse  of  Sir  Thomas  Over- 
bury  ;  the  ''  Hymns  and  Songs  "  and  the  **  Halleln- 
jah  "  of  George  Wither ;  the  {loems  of  Southwell ; 
Selden's  "« Table-Talk  " ;  the  '*  Enchiridion  "  of 
Quarles ;  the  drmmatio  works  of  Marsfeon,  Webster* 
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and  Lilly;  Chapmaii*8  transUtioii  of  Hotner; 
Lovelace,  and  four  volumes  of  **  Early  Gnglwh 
Poetry.'*  The  volume  of  Mather  is  curious  and 
entertaining,  and  fit  to  stand  on  the  same  shelf  with 
the  ^  Magnalia  *'  of  his  book-suffocated  son.  Cun- 
ningham's  comparatively  recent  edition,  we  should 
think,  might  satisfy  for  a  long  time  to  come  the 
demand  for  Drummond,  whose  chief  value  to  pos- 
terity is  as  the  Boswell  of  Ben  Jonson.  Sir  Thomas 
Overbury's  "  Characters  '*  are  interesting  illustra- 
tions of  contemporary  manners,  and  a  mine  of  foot- 
notes to  the  works  of  better  men,  —  but,  with  the 
exception  of  "  The  Fair  and  Happy  Milkmaid," 
they  are  dull  enough  to  have  pleased  James  the 
First ;  his  "  Wife "  is  a  cento  of  far-fetohed  con- 
ceits, —  here  a  tomtit,  and  there  a  hen  mistaken  for 
a  pheasant,  like  the  contents  of  a  cockney's  game- 
bag,  and  his  chief  interest  for  us  lies  in  his  having 
been  mixed  up  with  an  inexplicable  tragedy  and 
poisoned  in  the  Tower,  not  without  suspicion  of 
royal  complicity.  The  "  Piers  Ploughman  **  is  a 
reprint,  with  very  little  improvement  that  we  can 
discover,  of  Mr.  Wright's  former  edition.  It  would 
have  been  very  well  to  have  republished  the  "  Fair 
Virtue,"  and  "Shepherd's  Hunting"  of  George 
Wither,  which  contain  aU  the  true  poetry  he  ever 
wrote;  but  we  can  imagine  nothing  more  dreary 
than  the  seven  hundred  pages  of  his  "  Hymns  and 
Songs,"  whose  only  use,  that  we  can  conceive  of, 
would  be  as  penal  reading  for  incorrigible  poetas- 
ters. If  a  steady  course  of  these  did  not  bring  them 
out  of  their  nonsenses,  nothing  short  of  hanging 
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would.     Take  this  as  »  saqiple,  hit  on  by  openiag 
at  nuadcmi:  — 

TVonblivr  fear  poMMiM  mm  ; 
I  that  twwbloM  day  might  rwl : 
For,  »lwa  Ub  approaehM  ba 
Oavaid  to  Um  paopk  nada, 
Hia  atnar  trooaa  will 


Sootliwell  is,  if  poanUe,  wone.  He  panphnMB 
David,  putting  into  his  mouth  such  punning  oon- 
oeita  as  **  fears  are  my  feres,'*  and  in  his  **  Saint 
Peler*8  CompUiint"  makes  that  rashest  and 
shottest-spoken  of  th^  ApoaUea  drawl  through 
thirty  pages  of  maudlin  repentance,  in  which  the 
distinctBons  between  the  north  and  northeast  sides 
of  ft  smthnentality  are  worthy  of  Duns  Scotas.  It 
does  not  follow,  that,  because  a  man  is  hanged  for 
his  faith,  be  is  able  to  write  good  veises.  We 
would  almost  match  the  fortitude  that  quails  not  at 
the  good  Jesuit's  poems  with  his  own  which  carried 
him  serenely  to  the  fatal  tree.  The  stuff  of  which 
poeli  an  made,  whether  finer  or  not,  is  of  a  very 
diffsreDt  fibre  from  that  which  is  used  in  the  tough 
&brio  of  mftrtyrs.  It  is  time  that  an  earnest  pro* 
test  should  be  ottered  against  the  wrong  done  to 
the  rel^;ioo8  sentiment  bj  the  greater  part  of  what 
is  called  religious  poetry,  but  which  is  commonly  a 
painful  something  misnamed  by  the  noun  and  mis- 
qualified  bj  the  adjeetire.  To  dilute  David,  and 
make  doggerel  of  tint  majestic  prose  of  the  Proph- 
ets wUeh  has  the  glow  and  wide-orfailad  metre 
of  ooMtiillitinni,  maj  be  ft  Qfefal  oceupfttioB  to 
keep  ooontry-gendMMO  out  of  litigatkn  or  retired 
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clergymen  from  polemics;  but  to  regard  these 
metrical  mechanics  as  sacred  because  nobody  wishes 
to  touch  theuL,  as  meritorious  because  no  one  can 
be  merry  in  their  company,  —  to  rank  them  in  the 
same  class  with  those  ancient  songs  of  the  Church, 
sweet  with  the  breath  of  saints,  sparkling  with  the 
tears  of  forgiven  penitents,  and  warm  with  the 
fervor  of  martyrs,  —  nay,  to  set  them  up  beside 
such  poems  as  those  of  Herbert,  composed  in  the 
upper  chambers  of  the  soul  that  open  toward  the 
sun's  rising,  is  to  confound  piety  with  dulness,  and 
the  manna  of  heaven  with  its  sickening  namesake 
from  the  apothecary's  drawer.  The  "  Enchiridion" 
of  Quarles  is  hardly  worthy  of  the  author  of  the 
**  Emblems,"  and  is  by  no  means  an  unattainable 
book  in  other  editions,  —  nor  a  matter  of  heart- 
break, if  it  were.  Of  the  dramatic  works  of  Mars- 
ton  and  Lilly  it  is  enough  to  say  that  they  are  truly 
icorlcs  to  the  .reader,  but  in  no  sense  dramatic,  nor, 
as  literature,  worth  the  paper  they  blot.  They  seem 
to  have  been  deemed  worthy  of  republication  be- 
cause they  were  the  contemporaries  of  true  poets ; 
and  if  all  the  Tuppers  of  the  nineteenth  century 
will  buy  their  plays  on  the  same  principle,  the  sale 
will  be  a  remunerative  one.  It  was  worth  while, 
perhaps,  to  reprint  Lovelace,  if  only  to  show  wliat 
dull  verses  may  be  written  by  a  man  who  has  made 
one  lucky  hit.  Of  the  "Early  English  Poetry," 
nine  tenths  had  better  never  have  been  printed  at 
all,  and  the  other  tenth  reprinted  by  an  editor  who 
had  some  vague  suspicion,  at  least,  of  what  they 
meant.     The  Homer  of  Chapman  is  so  precious  a 
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gift,  that  we  are  ready  to  forgive  all  Mr.  Smith's 
shortcomings  in  consideration  of  it.  It  Is  a  vast 
ftfacery  full  of  nuggets  for  the  philologist  and  the 
lover  of  poetry. 

Having  now  run  cursorily  through  the  series  of 
Mr.  Smith's  reprints,  we  come  to  the  closer  ques- 
tion of  Hotp  are  they  edited?  Whatever  the  merit 
of  the  original  works,  the  editors,  whether  self- 
eleoted  or  chosen  by  the  publisher,  should  be  ao- 
corate  and  scholarly.  Tlie  editing  of  the  Homer 
we  can  heartily  commend ;  and  Dr.  Rimbault,  who 
earned  the  works  of  Overbory  through  the  press, 
has  done  his  work  well ;  but  the  other  volumes  of 
the  Library  are  very  creditable  neither  to  English 
scholarship  nor  to  English  typography.  The  Intro- 
ductions to  some  of  them  are  enough  to  make  us 
think  that  we  are  fallen  to  the  necessity  of  re- 
printing our  old  authors  because  the  art  of  writ- 
ing oorrect  and  graceful  English  has  been  lost. 
William  R  Tumbull,  Esq.,  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  Bar- 
rister at  Law,  says,  for  instance,  in  his  Introduction 
to  Southwell:  ** There  was  resident  at  Uxendon, 
near  Harrow  on  the  Hill,  in  Middlesex,  a  Catholic 
family  of  the  name  of  Bellamy  whom  [which] 
Southwell  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting  and  provid- 
ing with  religious  instruction  when  he  exchanged 
his  ordinary  [ordinarily]  close  confinement  for 
a  porer  atmosphere  '*  (p.  xxiL)  Again,  (p.  xxii,) 
*'  He  had,  in  this  manner,  for  six  years,  pursued, 
with  very  great  snooees,  the  objects  of  his  mission, 
when  these  wen  tbniptly  terminated  by  his  fonl 
betrayal  mto  the  hands  of  his  enemies  in  1592.*' 
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We  should  like  to  have  Mr.  TumbuU  explain  how 
the  object*  of  a  mission  could  be  terminated  by  a 
betrayal,  however  it  might  be  with  the  miasion  it- 
self. From  the  many  similar  flowers  in  the  Intro- 
duction to  Mather's  "  Providences,"  by  Mr.  George 
Offor,  (in  whom,  we  fear,  we  recognize  a  country- 
man,) we  select  the  following:  *^It  was  at  this 
period  when,  [that,]  oppressed  by  the  ruthless  hand 
of  persecution,  our  Pilgrim  Fathers,  threatened 
with  torture  and  death,  succumbed  not  to  man,  but 
trusting  on  [in]  an  almighty  arm,  braved  the  dan- 
gers of  an  almost  unknown  ocean,  and  threw  them- 
selves into  the  arms  of  men  called  savages,  who 
proved  more  beneficent  than  national  Christians." 
To  whom  or  what  our  Pilgrim  Fathers  did  succumb, 
and  what  '■''  national  Christians  "  are,  we  leave,  with 
the  song  of  the  Sirens,  to  conjecture.  Speaking  of 
the  "Providences,"  Mr.  Offor  says,  that  "  they 
faithfully  delineate  the  state  of  public  opinion  two 
hundred  years  ago,  the  most  striking  feature  being 
an  implicit  faith  in  the  power  of  the  [in-]  visible 
world  to  hold  visible  intercourse  with  man  :  —  not 
the  angels  to  bless  poor  erring  mortals,  but  of  de- 
mons imparting  power  to  witches  and  warlocks  to 
injure,  terrify  and  destroy,"  —  a  sentence  which  we 
defy  any  witch  or  warlock,  though  he  were  Michael 
Scott  himself,  to  parse  with  the  astutest  demonic 
aid.  On  another  page,  he  says  of  Dr.  Mather,  that 
**he  was  one  of  the  first  divines  who  discovered 
that  very  many  strange  events,  which  were  con- 
sidered preternatural,  had  occurred  in  the  course 
of  nature  or  by  deceitful  juggling ;  that  the  Devil 
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eonld  not  speak  English,  nor  prermil  with  Protet- 
tSBta ;  the  smell  of  herbs  aUrms  the  Devil ;  that 
medicine  drives  out  Satan !  "  We  do  not  wonder 
that  Mr.  Off  or  put  a  maik  of  exclamation  at  the  end 
of  this  snrprising  sentence,  but  we  do  confess  our 
astonishment  that  the  vermilion  pencil  of  the  proof- 
reader suffered  it  to  pais  onchallenged.  Leaving  its 
bad  English  oat  of  the  question,  we  find,  on  refer- 
ring to  Mather  s  text,  that  be  was  neTer  guilty  of  the 
absnrditj  of  beliering  that  Satan  was  less  doquent 
in  English  than  in  any  other  language ;  that  it  was 
the  British  (Welsh)  tongue  which  a  certain  demon 
whose  edocation  had  been  neglected  (not  t^e  Devil) 
eould  not  speak ;  that  Mather  is  not  fool  enough  to 
say  that  the  Fiend  cannot  prevail  with  Protestants, 
nor  that  the  smell  of  herbs  alarms  him,  nor  that 
medieine  drives  him  out.  Anything  more  helplessly 
inadequate  than  Mr.  Offer's  preliminary  disserta* 
tion  on  Witchcraft  we  never  read ;  but  we  could 
hardly  expect  much  from  an  editor  whose  eitataons 
from  the  book  he  is  editing  show  that  he  had 
aither  not  read  or  not  understood  it 

Mr.  Offor  u  superbly  Protestant  and  ieonocha' 
tic,  —  not  sparing,  as  we  have  seen,  even  Priaeian*s 
iMad  among  the  rest ;  but,  en  rev€tnch€^  Mr.  Turn- 
bull  is  ultramontane  beyond  the  editors  of  the  C¥- 
viitU  Cattoltra.  He  allows  himself  to  say,  that, 
**iihvT  Smthwcll's  death,  one  of  hb  lislera,  a 
Catholic  in  heart,  but  timidly  and  bhunably  sio^ 
uUting  heresy,  wrought,  with  some  relics  of  the 
martyr,  several  cures  on  persons  alHietwl  with  dea* 
perate  and  deadly  diaeases,  which  had  baffled  tht 
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skiU  of  all  physicians/*  Mr.  Tumbull  is,  we  sua* 
pect,  a  recent  convert,  or  it  would  occur  to  him 
that  doctors  are  still  secure  of  a  lucrative  prac- 
tice in  countries  full  of  the  relics  of  greater  saints 
than  even  Southwell.  That  father  was  hanged 
(according  to  Protestants)  for  treason,  and  the 
relic  which  put  the  whole  pharmacopoeia  to  shame 
was,  if  we  mistake  not,  his  neckerchief.  But  what- 
ever the  merits  of  the  Jesuit  himself,  and  how- 
ever it  may  gratify  Mr.  Tumbull's  catechumen- 
ical  enthusiasm  to  exalt  the  curative  properties  of 
this  integimient  of  his,  even  at  the  expense  of 
Jesuits*  bark,  we  cannot  but  think  that  he  has 
shown  a  credulity  that  unfits  him  for  writing  a 
fair  narrative  of  his  hero's  life,  or  making  a  toler- 
ably just  estimate  of  his  verses.  It  is  possible, 
however,  that  these  last  seem  prosaic  as  a  necktie 
only  to  heretical  readers. 

We  have  singletl  out  the  Introductions  of  Messrs. 
Tumbidl  and  Offor  for  special  animadversion  be- 
cause they  are  on  the  whole  the  worst,  both  of 
them  being  offensively  sectarian,  while  that  of  Mr. 
Offor  in  particular  gives  us  almost  no  informa- 
tion whatever.  Some  of  the  others  are  not  with- 
out grave  faults,  chief  among  which  is  a  vague 
declamation,  especially  out  of  place  in  critical 
essays,  where  it  serves  only  to  weary  the  reader 
and  awaken  his  distrust.  In  his  Introduction  to 
Wither's  "  Hallelujah,"  for  instance,  Mr.  Farr  in- 
forms us  that  *^  nearly  all  the  best  poets  of  the 
latter  half  of  the  sixteenth  century  —  for  that  was 
the   period   when   the   Keformation   was  fully  es- 
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tabliahed  —  and  the  whole  of  the  leventeenth  con- 
turj  were  taered  poets,'*  and  that  ''even  Shake- 
speare and  the  contemporary  dramatists  of  his 
age  sometimes  attuned  their  well-etrong  harps  to 
the  songs  of  Son.**  Comment  on  statements  like 
these  would  he  as  useless  as  the  assertions  them- 
selves are  ahsurd. 

We  hare  quoted  these  examples  only  to  justify 
OS  in  saying  that  Mr.  Smith  must  select  his  editors 
with  more  care  if  he  wishes  that  his  "Library 
of  Old  Authors  **  should  deserve  the  confidence 
and  thereby  gain  the  good  word  of  intelligent 
readers,  —  without  which  such  a  series  can  neither 
win  nor  keep  the  patronage  of  the  public.  It  is 
impossible  that  men  who  cannot  construct  an  Eng- 
lish sentence  correctly,  and  who  do  not  know  the 
value  of  clearness  in  writing,  should  be  able  to 
disratai^  the  knots  which  slovenly  printers  have 
tied  in  the  thread  of  an  old  author's  meaning; 
uid  it  is  more  than  doubtful  whether  they  who  as- 
sert cardeisly,  cite  inaccurately,  and  write  loosely 
are  not  by  nature  disqualified  for  doing  thoroughly 
what  they  undertake  to  do.  If  it  were  unreasim- 
able  to  demand  of  every  one  who  assumes  to  edit 
one  of  our  early  poets  the  critical  acumen,  the 
genial  sense,  the  illimitable  reading,  the  philologi- 
cal scholarship,  which  in  combination  would  alone 
make  the  ideal  editor,  it  is  not  presumptuous  to 
expect  some  one  of  these  qualifications  singly,  and 
we  have  the  right  to  insist  upon  patience  and  aooo- 
racy,  which  are  within  the  reach  of  every  one, 
and  without   which  all   the  others  are  wellnigh 
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vfun.  Now  to  this  virtue  of  accuracy  Mr.  Offor 
spooiBcally  lays  claim  in  one  of  hio  remarkable 
sentences.  **We  are  bound  to  admire/'  he  says, 
**  the  accuracy  and  beauty  of  this  specimen  of 
typography.  Following  in  the  path  of  my  late 
friend  William  Pickering,  our  publisher  rivals 
the  Aldine  and  Elzevir  presses,  which  liave  been 
so  universally  admired."  We  should  think  tliat 
it  was  the  product  of  those  presses  which  had 
been  admired,  and  that  Mr.  Smith  presents  a 
still  worthier  object  of  admiration  when  he  con- 
trives to  follow  a  path  and  rival  a  press  at  the 
same  time.  But  let  that  pass  ;  —  it  is  the  chum 
to  accuracy  which  we  dispute ;  and  we  deliberately 
affirm,  that,  so  far  as  we  are  able  to  judge  by 
the  volumes  we  have  examined,  no  claim  more 
unfounded  was  ever  set  up.  In  some  cases,  as 
we  shall  show  presently,  the  blunders  of  the  origi- 
nal work  have  been  followed  with  painful  accu- 
racy in  the  reprint;  but  many  others  have  been 
added  by  the  carelessness  of  Mr.  Smith's  printers 
or  editors.  In  the  thirteen  pages  of  Mr.  Offer's 
own  Introduction  we  liave  found  as  many  as  seven 
typographical  errors,  —  unless  some  of  them  are 
to  be  excused  on  the  ground  that  Mr.  Offor's  stud- 
ies have  not  yet  led  him  into  those  arcana  where 
we  are  taught  such  recondite  mysteries  of  lan- 
guage as  that  verbs  agree  with  their  nominatives. 
In  Mr.  Farr's  Introduction  to  the  "  Hj-mns  and 
Songs"  nine  short  extracts  from  other  poems  of 
Wither  are  quoted,  and  in  these  we  have  found 
no  less   than   seven   misprints   or  false   readings 
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which  materially  affect  the  senae.  Textual  in- 
moeanej  is  a  grave  fault  in  the  new  editioii  of 
an  old  poet;  and  Mr.  Farr  is  not  only  liable  to 
this  ohaige,  bat  also  to  that  of  making  blunder* 
ing  mtiiihitMnents  which  are  calculated  to  mislead 
the  careless  or  uncritical  reader.  Infected  by  the 
absurd  cant  which  has  been  prevalent  for  the  lasl 
doMii  years  among  literary  sciolists,  he  says, — 
''The  language  used  by  Wither  in  all  his  vari- 
oos  works  —  iHiether  seeolar  or  nored  —  is  pure 
Saxon.**  Taken  literalfy,  this  assertion  is  mani- 
festly ridicukms,  and,  allowing  it  every  possible 
limitation,  it  is  not  only  untrue  of  Wither,  but 
of  every  English  poet,  from  Chaucer  down.  The 
translators  of  our  Bible  made  use  of  the  German 
venion,  and  a  poet  versifying  the  EInglish  Scrip- 
tores  would  therefore  be  likely  to  use  more  words 
ol  Teutonic  origin  than  in  his  original  composi- 
tions. But  no  English  poet  can  write  English 
poetry  except  in  English,  —  that  is,  in  that  oom> 
pound  ol  Teutonic  and  Romanic  which  derives  its 
heartineiB  and  strength  from  the  one  and  its  oa- 
nonnis  elegance  from  the  other.  The  Sax<m  Isd- 
gnage  does  not  sing,  and,  though  its  tough  mor> 
tar  serve  to  hold  together  the  Ims  compact  Latin 
words,  porous  with  vowels,  it  is  to  the  Latin  that 
oar  verse  owes  majesty,  harmony,  variety,  and 
tfM  capaetty  for  rhyme.  A  quotation  of  six  lines 
from  Wither  ends  at  the  top  of  the  very  page 
on  which  Mr.  Farr  lays  down  his  eztraotdinary 
dieham^  and  we  will  let  thb  answer  Urn,  ItaB> 
eisiBg  the  words  of  HnBUBri  derivatioB :  — 
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"  Em  tnw  btamtf  Imtm  bdiiad 
Afpnknmom  la  tfa*  miad. 
Of  mon  nrMteMM  tban  all  art 
Or  tmwNtiom  eta  impart ; 
Tbongbts  too  deep  to  be  expre$»edf 
And  too  ■trong  to  be  ttgjpnsted." 

Mr.  Halliwell,  at  the  close  of  his  Preface  to  the 
Works  of  Marston,  (vol.  L  p.  zxii,)  sayv,  ^  The 
dramas  now  collected  together  are  reprinted  abso- 
lutely from  the  early  editions,  which  were  placed 
in  the  hands  of  our  printers,  who  thus  had  the  ad- 
vantage of  following  them  without  the  intervention 
of  a  transcriber.  They  are  given  as  nearly  as  pos- 
sible in  their  original  state,  the  only  moderniza- 
tions attempted  consisting  in  the  alternations  of  the 
letters  i  and  j^  and  t^  and  v,  the  retention  of  which  '* 
(does  Mr.  Ilalliwell  mean  the  letters  or  the  **  alter- 
nations "  ?)  **  would  have  answered  no  useful  pur- 
pose, while  it  woidd  have  unnecessarily  perplexed 
the  modem  reader.*' 

This  is  not  very  clear ;  but  as  Mr.  Halliwell  is 
a  member  of  several  learned  foreign  societies,  and 
especially  of  the  Royal  Irish  Academy,  perhaps  it 
would  be  unfair  to  demand  that  he  should  write 
clear  English.  As  one  of  Mr.  Smith's  editors,  it 
was  to  be  expected  that  he  should  not  write  it  id- 
iomaticaUy.  Some  malign  constellation  (Taurus, 
perhaps,  whose  infaust  aspect  may  be  supposed  to 
preside  over  the  makers  of  bulls  and  blunders) 
seems  to  have  been  in  conjunction  with  heavy  Sat- 
urn when  the  Library  was  projected.  At  the  top 
of  the  same  page  from  which  we  have  made  our 
quotation,  Mr.  Halliwell  speaks  of  '**  conveying  a 
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favorable  imprenion  on  modem  readers."  It  was 
surely  to  no  such  phrase  as  this  that  Ensign  Pistol 
alludiHl  when  he  said,  ^Convey  the  wise  it  calL" 

A  literal  reprint  of  ad  old  author  may  be  of  vahie 
in  two  ways :  the  orthography  may  in  certain  oases 
indicate  the  ancient  pronunciation,  or  it  may  put 
OS  on  a  scent  which  shaU  lead  us  to  the  burrow  of 
a  word  among  the  roots  of  language.  But  in  order 
to  this,  it  rarely  is  not  needful  to  undertake  the  re- 
prixluetion  of  all  the  original  errors  of  the  press ; 
and  even  were  it  so,  the  proofs  of  carelessness  in 
tiie  editorial  department  are  so  glaring,  that  we 
are  left  in  doubt,  after  all,  if  we  may  congratulate 
onr^lves  on  possessing  all  these  sacred  blunders  of 
thr  Klizabethan  type4wtters  in  their  integrity,  and 
without  any  debasement  of  modem  alloy.  If  it  be 
gratifying  to  know  that  there  lived  stupid  men  I>e- 
fore  oar  contemporary  Agamemnons  in  that  kind, 
yet  we  demand  absolute  accuracy  in  the  report  of 
the  phenomena  in  order  to  arrive  at  anything  like 
safe  statistics.  For  instance,  we  find  (vol.  i.  p. 
89)  "Actus  Secuvdus,  Scena  Pbdiub,**  and 
(vol.  iii.  p.  174)  **  exit  ambo,'*  and  we  are  inter- 
ested to  know  that  in  a  London  printing-house,  two 
oentoriee  and  a  half  ago,  there  was  a  philanthro- 
pist who  wished  to  simplify  the  study  of  the  Latin 
language  by  reducing  all  the  nouns  to  one  geodn 
•ad  all  the  verbs  to  one  numWr.  Had  his  emaad- 
pated  theories  of  grammar  prevailed,  how  much 
easier  would  that  part  of  boys  which  cherubs  want 
have  found  the  school-room  benches  I  How  would 
birchen  bark,  as  an  educational  tonic,  have  fallen 
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in  repute  !  How  white  would  have  been  the  (now 
black-and-blue)  memories  of  Dr.  Busby  and  so 
many  other  educational  Victors^  who,  with  tlieir 
bundles  of  rods,  heralded  not  alone  the  consuls,  but 
all  other  Roman  antiquities  to  us  !  We  dare  not, 
however,  indulge  in  the  grateful  vision,  since  there 
are  circumstances  which  lead  us  to  infer  that  Mr. 
Halliwell  himself  (member  though  he  be  of  so 
many  learned  societies)  has  those  vague  notions  of 
the  speech  of  ancient  Rome  which  are  apt  to  pre- 
vail in  regions  which  count  not  the  betula  in  their 
Flora.  On  page  xv  of  his  Preface,  he  makes 
Drummond  say  that  Ben  Jonson  ^*  was  dilated  '* 
(delatedj  —  Gifford  gives  it  in  English,  accused') 
**  to  the  king  by  Sir  James  Murray,"  —  Ben,  whose 
corpulent  person  stood  in  so  little  need  of  that  ma- 
licious increment ! 

What  is  Mr.  Halliwell's  conception  of  editorial 
duty  ?  As  we  read  along,  and  the  once  fair  com- 
plexion of  the  margin  grew  more  and  more  pitted 
with  jjencil-marks,  like  that  of  a  bad  proof-sheet, 
we  began  to  think  that  he  was  acting  on  the  prin- 
ciple of  every  man  his  own  washerwoman,  —  that 
he  was  making  blunders  of  set  purpose,  (as  teach- 
ers of  languages  do  in  their  exercises,)  in  order 
that  we  might  correct  them  for  ourselves,  and  so 
fit  us  in  time  to  be  editors  also,  and  members  of 
various  learned  societies,  even  as  Mr.  Halliwell 
himself  is.  We  fancied,  that,  magnanimously  wav- 
ing aside  the  laurel  with  which  a  grateful  posterity 
crowned  General  Wade,  he  wished  us  "  to  see  these 
roads  before  they  were  made,"  and  develop  our  in- 
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tfllii'tual  miiaeles  in  getting  over  them.  But  no  ; 
Mr.  IliilliweU  baa  appended  notoH  to  his  edition, 
and  among  them  are  some  which  correct  misprints, 
and  therefore  seem  to  imply  that  he  considers  that 
senrioe  as  belonging  properly  to  the  editorial  func- 
tion. We  are  obliged,  then,  to  give  up  our  theory 
that  bis  intention  was  to  make  every  reader  an  ed- 
itor, and  to  suppose  that  be  wished  rather  to  show 
how  disgracefully  a  book  might  be  edited  and  yet 
reoeive  the  commendation  of  professional  critics 
who  read  with  the  ends  of  their  fingers.  If  this 
were  bis  intenti<m,  Marston  himself  never  published 
so  biting  a  satire. 

I^t  OS  look  at  a  few  of  the  intricate  passages,  to 
help  us  through  which  Mr.  Halliwell  lends  ns  the 
light  of  his  editorial  lantern.  In  the  Induction  to 
**  What  yon  Will "  occurs  the  striking  and  unusual 
phrase,  **Now  out  up-pont,**  and  Mr.  llalliwell 
favors  ns  with  the  following  note:  **Fage  221, 
line  10.  Up-porU.  —  That  is,  upon  *t**  Again  in 
the  same  play  we  find,  — 

"  IM  twitMf  i—  ilintii  nth—  tmkt 
I  am  BO  dkh  for  nuaoia  fMot" 

Of  oourse,  it  should  read,  — 

**L«t  twirtUfaif  [twuUISmg]  nuM  oImmI*  oOms'  nal, 
I  am  M  dkh  for  RuBor's  foMl.'* 

Mr.  Halliwell  oomea  to  our  assistanoe  thus:  **P^e 
244,  line  21,  [22  it  should  lje,]  /  urn,  —  a  printer*8 
error  for  /  am.**  Digmu  vindiee  nodus  /  five 
lines  above,  we  have  *«who]e**  for  **wbo*l],**  and 
four  lines  bekw,  **  helmetb  **  for  '*  wbebneth  " ;  but 
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Mr.  Halliwell  youchsafes  no  note.  In  the  "  Fawn  ** 
we  read,  ^  Wise  neads  use  few  words,"  and  the 
editor  says  in  a  note,  **  a  misprint  for  headit  *' ! 
KindMr.  HaUiweUI 

Having  g^ven  a  few  examples  of  our  "  Eilitor's  " 
corrections,  we  proceed  to  quote  a  passage  or  two 
which,  it  is  to  be  presumed,  he  thought  perfectly 
clear. 

'*  A  man  can  akaros  pnt  on  a  tackt-np  cap, 
A  bntton'd  frizado  mte,  akarce  eate  g^ood  m— f, 
Anckovea,  caviare,  bat  bee's  aatjred 
And  term'd  phantaaricall.     By  tbe  muddy  qwwa* 
Of  aljrmie  nengfataa,  wben  trotb,  phaatMtieknMn 
That  which  tbe  naturall  aopbyaten  team* 
Phantusia  incomplexa  —  is  a  function 
Eren  of  tbe  bright  immortal  part  of  man. 
It  is  tbe  oommon  pease,  tbe  aaered  dore. 
Unto  tbe  prire  ebamber  of  tbe  sonle ; 
That  bar'd,  nongbt  paaaetb  past  tbe  bMsr  eoot 
Of  outward  scenoe  by  it  tb*  inamocmte 
Most  lively  tbinkes  be  sees  tbe  abeeat  beaatiei 
Of  bis  loT'd  misties."     (VoL  L  p.  241.) 

In  this  case,  also,  the  true  readings  are  clear 
enough :  — 


"  And  termed  fantastical  by  tbe  muddy  spaw 
Of  slimy  newU"; 


and 


past  the  baser  oonxt 
Of  outward  aenae  "  ;  — 


but,  if  anything  was  to  be  explained,  why  are  we 
here  deserted  by  our  ^da  compagnaf  Again, 
(voL  ii.  pp.  65,  66,)  we  read,  "  This  Granuffo  is 
a  right  wise  good  lord,  a  man  of  excellent  discourse, 
and   never  speakes  his  signes  to  me,  and  men  of 
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])nir<)und  reach  instruct  aboondantlj ;  bee  b^;ge8 
Huitt.s  with  signes, gives  thanks  wiUi  signes,**  ete. 
This  Granuffo  is  qualified  among  the  **Interloo> 
utora  **  as  **  a  silent  lord,"  and  what  fun  there  is 
in  Uie  character  (which,  it  must  be  confessed,  is 
rather  of  a  lenten  kind)  consists  in  his  genius  for 
saying  nothing.  It  is  plain  enough  that  the  pas- 
sage should  read,  ^  a  man  of  excellent  discourse, 
and  never  speaks ;  his  signs  to  me  and  men  of  pro- 
found reat'h  instrnet  abundantly,*'  etc. 

In  both  the  passages  we  have  quoted,  it  is  not 
difficult  for  the  reader  to  set  the  text  right.  But 
if  not  difficult  for  the  reader,  it  should  certainly 
not  have  been  so  for  the  editor,  who  should  have 
done  what  J^tMune  was  said  to  have  done  for  Pope 
in  his  Homer,  —  **  gone  before  and  swept  the  way.** 
A^  '*'  >n  of  an  English  author  ought  to  be  intel- 
li,  '  Knglish  readers,  and,  if  the  editor  do  not 

make  it  so,  he  wrongs  the  old  poet,  for  two  cen- 
turies lapt  in  lead,  to  whose  works  he  nndertakea 
to  play  the  gentleman-usher.  A  play  written  m 
our  own  tongue  should  not  be  as  tough  to  us  as 
.£schylus  to  a  ten  years*  graduate,  nor  do  we  wish 
to  be  reduced  to  the  level  of  a  chimpansee,  and 
foroed  to  gnaw  our  way  through  a  thick  shell  ol 
misprints  and  mispointings  only  to  find  (as  is  gen- 
erally the  case  with  Marston)  a  rancid  kernel  of 
meaning  after  aH  But  even  Marston  sometimes 
deviates  into  poetry,  as  a  man  who  wrote  in  that 
age  eoold  haMly  help  doing,  and  one  of  the  few 
instuoea  of  it  is  in  a  speech  of  Erichtho^  in  the 
ftnt  soene  of  the  fourth  act  of  **  Sophonisba,** 


268  LIBRARY  OP  OLD  AUTHORS 

(vol.  i.  p.  1970  which  Mr.  Ilalliwell  preeeoti  to 
OS  in  this  shape :  — 

"  hardbj  Um  ramvnt  (! )  raioM 
Of  •  oooe  f  lorioos  tamj^  rMr'd  to  Jot* 
WhoM  TM7  mbbiah        .... 

yet  beuM 

A  deathlene  maJMty,  though  now  quite  rac'd,  [nutadj 
Hori'd  down  by  wmth  and  Inst  of  impious  king*, 
So  that  where  holy  Flamins  [FUmens]  wont  to  liag 
Sweet  hynuMM  to  HaaTon,  there  the  daw  and  erov, 
The  ill-Toye'd  ravaa,  aad  atOl  ohattetiag  pye, 
Sand  oat  ongratef  all  aooada  aad  loatheome  filth ; 
Where  etatoee  and  Jorea  acts  were  riTely  limba, 

Where  tomha  and  beantioas  nmes  of  well  dead  turn 
Stood  in  aanired  rest,"  etc 

The  htst  verse  and  a  half  are  worthy  of  Chapman ; 
but  why  did  not  Mr.  Ilalliwell,  who  explains  up- 
porU  and  /  wm,  change  **  Joves  acts  were  vively 
limbs  "  to  ^*  Jove's  acts  were  lively  limned,"  which 
was  unquestionably  what  Marston  wrote  ? 

In  the  "Scourge  of  Villanie,"  (vol  iii.  p.  252,) 
there  is  a  passage  which  till  lately  had  a  modem 
application  in  America,  though  happily  archaic  in 
England,  which  Mr.  Halliwell  suffers  to  stand 
thus:  — 

**  Onoe  Albion  tired  in  such  a  cmel  age 
Than  man  did  hold  by  servile  vilenage : 
Poore  brats  were  slaree  of  boudmen  that  were  bont^ 
And  raarted,  sold :  but  that  rude  law  is  tome 
And  disannuld,  as  too  too  inhumane." 

This  should  read  — 

**  Jfan  man  did  hold  in  aerrile  rillanage ; 


Poor  btata  were  slaves  (of  bondmen  that  wen  ban) 


»». 
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ftnd  perliaps  some  American  poet  will  one  day  write 
in  tlie  past  tense  similar  Terses  of  the  barbarity  of 
hb  forefathers. 

We  will  give  one  more  ecrap  of  Bfr.  Halliwell*s 
text:  — 

"TfdA.  wfcy  th— .  miiriiMiM  ■iitfc, 

Flag;r'4  yjiwi,  sw—f,  planp  with  fmb^afiHMl  JoJmI  '* 

which  Marston,  dooblleM,  wrote  thus :  — 


"Pfaitli.  why  thM,  -ptfaioM  Mbth, 
aUp  Ucht  Mckoow  ■  ow  fraUs  blood  I 
Flags'd  voiH,  «w«U  plomp  with  liti.  iof ■■oil  joy !  " 

We  hate  quoted  only  a  few  examples  ixoat 
among  die  soores  that  we  had  marked,  and  against 
■ooh  a  style  of  ^  editing  "  we  invdce  the  shade  of 
Manton  himself.  In  the  Pre&use  to  the  Second 
£dltaoa  of  the  **  Fawn/*  he  says,  **  Reader,  know  I 
hate  pemsed  this  coppy,  to  make  tome  uUis/action 
/or  the  f ml  faulty  impreasian;  ytt  m  urgent  hath 
beemmjfbuainesstAatBomeeirorBkaoeti^  passed^ 
wAmA  thy  dUeretiom  may  amend.** 

Literally,  to  be  sore,  Mr.  Halliwell  has  availed 
hiiiiHt'lf  iif  the  permission  of  the  poet,  in  leaving  all 
eiiK'iubtion  to  ihd  reader;  but  certainly  he  has 
b('«-n  falM>  to  the  spirit  of  it  in  his  self^assnmed 
office  of  editor.  The  notes  to  explain  up-pont  and 
/  mm  give  us  a  kind  of  stendard  of  the  highest 
intelligence  which  Mr.  Ilalliwell  dares  to  take  for 
granted  in  the  <mlinary  reader.  Supposing  this 
noummteUr  of  his  to  be  a  oentignMle,  in  what  hith> 
erto  nnooBceiTed  depths  of  oold  obstrootioo  ean  he 
find  hb  aero-pmnt  of  entire  idioqy  ?   The  expansive 
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force  of  average  wits  cannot  be  reckoned  upon,  as 
we  see,  to  drive  them  up  as  far  as  the  temperate 
degree  of  misprints  in  one  syllable,  and  those,  too, 
in  their  native  tongue.  A  fortiori^  then,  Mr. 
Halliwell  is  bound  to  lend  us  the  aid  of  his  great 
learning  wherever  his  author  has  introduced  foreign 
words  and  the  old  printers  have  made  pie  of  them. 
In  a  single  case  he  has  accepted  his  responsibility 
as  dragoman,  and  the  amount  of  his  snocess  is  not 
such  as  to  give  us  any  poignant  regret  that  he  has 
everywhere  else  left  us  to  our  own  devices.  On 
p.  119,  vol.  ii.,  Francischina^  a  Dutchwoman, 
exclaims,  "  O,  mine  aderliver  love."  Here  is  Mr. 
Halli well's  note  :  ''''Aderliver.  —  This  is  the  speak- 
er's error  for  alder-liever^  the  best  beloved  by  alL'* 
Certainly  not  "  the  speaker's  error,"  for  Marston 
was  no  such  fool  as  intentionally  to  make  a  Dutch- 
woman blunder  in  her  own  language.  But  is  it  an 
error  for  alderliever?  No,  but  for  cUderliefnter. 
Mr.  Halliwell  might  have  found  it  in  many  an  old 
Dutch  song.  For  example.  No.  96  of  Hoffmann 
von  Fallersleben's  "  Niederliindische  Volkslieder" 
begins  thus :  — 

"  Mijn  hert  altijt  heeft  TerUtn^ben 
Naer  a,  die  alderlie/ste  mijn." 

But  does  the  word  mean  "  best  beloved  by  all "  ? 
No  such  thing,  of  course ;  but  "  best  beloved  of 
all,"  —  that  is,  by  the  speaker. 

In  "Antonio  andMellida"  (vol.  i.  pp.  60,  61) 
occur  some  Italian  verses;  and  here  we  hoped  to 
fare  better;  for  Mr.  Halliwell  (as  we  learn  from 
the  title-page  of  his  Dictionary)  is  a  member  of 
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the  **  Reale  Academia  di  Fireme,**  This  is  the 
Aceademia  della  Crusca^  founded  for  the  conserva- 
tion of  the  Italian  langnage  in  its  purity,  and  it  is 
rather  a  fatal  symptom  that  Mr.  Halliwell  should 
indulge  in  the  hereey  of  spelling  Aceademia  with 
only  one  e.  But  let  us  see  what  our  Della  Orus- 
oan*8  notions  of  conserving  are.  Here  is  a  speci- 
men:— 

"  Baaiaaaait  te^&mt  V  aam  odoala 

CIm  ia  aaa  atgfia  ia  qaaOo  dolM  labim. 

Dnuai  piaipwo  dal  tao  gradik'  uaoM.*' 

It  is  dear  enough  that  we  ought  to  read,  — 

"  LHoiaad  eofUar,  .  .  .  Gha  ha  na  m§gl»,  .  .  .  Daauai  1'  iia> 


A  Delia  Crusoaa  aoademioian  might  at  least  have 
corrected  by  his  dictionary  the  spelling  and  number 
of  labra. 

We  think  that  we  have  sustained  our  indictment 
of  Mr.  Halli well's  text  with  ample  proof.  The  title 
of  the  book  should  have  been,  **  The  Works  of  John 
Marston,  containing  all  the  Misprints  of  the  origi- 
nal Copies,  together  with  a  few  added  for  the  first 
Time  in  this  Edition,  the  whole  carefully  bt  alone 
by  James  Orchard  Halliwell,  F.  R.  S.,  F.  S.  A.** 
It  occurs  to  us  that  Mr.  Halliwell  may  be  also  a 
^~      '\v  of.  the  Geological  Sodety,  and  may  have 

^iit  from  its  members  the  enthusiasm  which 

I<*ads  him  to  attach  so  extraordinaiy  a  value  to 
every  goose-track  of  the  Eliaabethan  formation.  It 
w  bad  MMragfa  to  be,  as  Marston  was,  one  of  thoce 
niiddliiqf  poets  whom  neither  gods  nor  men  nor 
rolurons  (Horace  bad  never  teen  a  newtp^wr) 
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tolerate ;  but,  really,  even  they  do  not  desenre  the 
frightful  retribution  of  being  reprinted  by  a  Halli- 
well. 

We  have  said  that  we  could  not  feel  even  the 
dubious  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  the  blunders 
of  the  old  copies  had  been  faithfully  followed  in  the 
reprinting.  We  see  reason  for  doubting  whether 
Mr.  Halliwell  ever  read  the  proof-sheets.  In  his 
own  notes  we  have  found  several  mistakes.  For 
instance,  he  refers  to  p.  159  when  he  means  p.  158; 
he  cites  "  I,  but  her  /»/«?,'*  instead  of  "  lip  " ;  and 
he  makes  Spenser  speak  of  "  old  Pithonus.'*  Mar- 
ston  is  not  an  author  of  enough  importance  to  make 
it  desirable  that  we  should  be  put  in  possession  of 
all  the  corrupted  readings  of  his  text,  were  such 
a  thing  possible  even  with  the  most  minute  pains- 
taking, and  Mr.  Halliwell's  edition  loses  its  only 
claim  to  value  the  moment  a  doubt  is  cast  upon 
the  accuracy  of  its  inaccuracies.  It  is  a  matter  of 
special  import  to  us  (whose  means  of  access  to 
originals  are  exceedingly  limited)  that  the  English 
editors  of  our  old  authors  should  be  faithful  and 
trustworthy,  and  we  have  singled  out  Mr.  Ilalli- 
well's  Marston  for  particular  animadversion  only 
becaiise  we  think  it  on  the  whole  the  worst  edition 
we  ever  saw  of  any  author. 

Having  exposed  the  condition  in  which  our  editor 
has  left  the  text,  we  proceed  to  test  his  competency 
in  another  respect,  by  examining  some  of  the  em- 
endations and  explanations  of  doubtful  passages 
which  he  proposes.  These  are  very  few ;  but  ha*l 
they  been  even  fewer,  they  had  been  too  many. 


UBRARY  OF  OLD  AUTHORS  278 

Axaang  the  dramatU  personm  of  the  **FawiL,** 
•8  we  aaad  before,  oocun  '^Oranoffo,  a  mlmU  lord.'* 
He  speaks  only  onoe  daring  the  pUy,  and  that  in 
the  last  scene.  In  Act  L  Scene  2,  Gofoago  says, 
speaking  to  Granufo^ — 

'  Saw,  mtfy  thoa  att  •  ■•■ 
Of  •  moat  I— nwd  teitmmt,  sad  oa»  wImm  wmitt 
Om  bia  BMii  pnliow  to  IM." 

This  seems  quite  phun,  bat  Mr.  Halliwell  anno- 
tates thus:  **  Seam¥!e.^Qjmrj,9eieneer  Theoom- 
moB  reading,  stZsnoe,  may,  however,  be  what  is  in- 
tended/' That  the  spelling  should  have  troubled 
Mr.  Halliwell  is  remarkable ;  for  elsewhere  we  find 
"  K«J-boy  "  for  **  good-bye,**  "  seaoe  "  for  "  cease,** 
*ljodies**  for  **boddice,"  "pollice**  for  "policy,** 
**  pitittying  *'  for  *♦  pitying,**  *♦  soence  **  for  "sense,** 
''Misenaus**  for  "  Meamtius,**  "Ferases**  for 
**  Ferrarese,**  —  and  plenty  beside,  equally  odd. 
Thai  he  should  have  doubted  the  meaning  is  no 
less  strange;  for  on  p.  41  of  the  same  play  we 
read,  "  My  Lord  Granuffo,  you  may  likewise  stay, 
for  I  know  you'l  say  nothing^''*  —  on  pp.  55,  56, 
"  This  Granuffo  is  a  ri^t  wise  good  lord,  a  mam  <^ 
OBoeUent  dUeaune  and  never  wpeaka^  —  and  on 
p.  94.  we  find  the  following  diakgne:  — 

"Goik  My  Low!  flwiffo,  thfa  FkwM  fa  —  wwlkaHritow. 


"  Om.  1  mmrm  frnfor  my  lord  ken." 

In  the  «UM  pby  (p.  44)  are  these  linea:  — 


**  I  apt  for  loTt  * 
UC  k^  Mmm  SM  faU  of  wia* 

HMtod  Witk  MMtM.  ygh  Md»  with  Iwtiali  OM* 

Ooo  dot*  oa  oalkr  [oolar].    A»htm»,  mkf.imlkmi 
loMrtlksMkf* 
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This  is  Mr.  Halliwell's  note:  ** Death  a  aence. — 
•Earth  a  sense/  ed.  1688.  Mr.  Dilke  suggests: 
*For  me,  why,  earth's  as  sensible.*  The  original 
is  not  necessarily  corrupt  It  may  mean,  —  why, 
you  might  as  well  think  Death  was  a  sense,  one  of 
the  senses.  See  a  like  phra.se  at  p.  77.**  What 
help  we  should  get  by  thinking  Death  one  of  the 
senses,  it  would  demand  another  CEdipus  to  un- 
riddle. Mr.  Ilalliwell  can  astonish  us  no  longer, 
but  we  are  surprised  at  Mr.  Dilke,  the  very  com- 
petent editor  of  the  "  Old  English  Plays,"  1815. 
From  him  we  might  have  lioi)ed  for  better  things. 
**  Death  o'  sense ! "  is  an  exclamation.  Through- 
out these  volumes  we  find  a  for  o\  —  as,  "a  clock" 
for  "  o'clock,"  "  a  the  side  *'  for  "  o'  the  side."  A 
similar  exclamation  is  to  be  found  in  three  other 
places  in  the  same  play,  where  the  sense  is  obvious. 
Mr.  Ilalliwell  refers  to  one  of  them  on  p.  77, — 
**  Death  a  man  !  is  she  delivered  ? "  The  others 
are,  —  "  Death  a  justice !  are  we  in  Normandy  ?  " 
(p.  98) ;  and  "  Death  a  discretion !  if  I  should 
prove  a  foole  now,"  or,  as  given  by  Mr.  Ilalliwell, 
**  Death,  a  discretion !  "  Now  let  us  apply  Mr. 
Halliwell's  explanation.  "  Death  a  man  I  "  yon 
might  as  well  think  Death  was  a  man,  that  is,  one 
of  the  men !  —  or  a  discretion,  that  is,  one  of  the 
discretions  !  —  or  a  justice,  that  is,  one  of  the  quo- 
rum !  We  trust  Mr.  Halliwell  may  never  have  the 
editing  of  Bob  Acres's  imprecations.  "Odd's  trig- 
gers!*' he  would  say,  "that  is,  as  odd  as,  or  as 
strange  as,  triggers." 

VoL    iii.   p.    77,  "the  vote-killing  mandrake." 
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>(r.  Halliweirs  note  ia,  **  VoteMUing.  —  *  Voioe- 
killing/  ed.  1613.  It  may  well  be  doubte<l  wbether 
either  be  the  correct  reading.**  He  then  gives  a 
familiar  citation  from  Browne's  **  Vulgar  Errors." 
**  Vote-killing  **  maj  be  a  mere  misprint  for  **  note- 
killing  ;  "  but  "  voice-killing  **  is  certainly  the  bet- 
ter  reading.  Either,  however,  makes  sense.  Al- 
though Sir  Thomas  Browne  does  not  allnde  to  the 
doatlly  property  of  the  mandrake's  shriek,  yet  Mr. 
Ilalliwell,  who  has  edited  Shakespeare,  might  have 
remembered  the 

'  W«da  wnaM  km,  « (/orA  lAe  mndraktU  gnan,*" 
(SmqmI  Ptwt  of  Hmbj  VL,  A«e  m.  Seeae  2,) 

antl  the  notes  thereon  in  the  variorum  edition.  In 
Jacob  Grimm*s  "  Deutsche  Mythologie/*  (Vol.  II. 
p.  1154,)  nnder  the  word  Alraun,  may  be  found  a 
full  account  of  the  superstitions  oonoeming  the 
mandrake.  ^When  it  is  dug  up,  it  groans  and 
shrieks  so  dreadfully  that  the  digger  will  surely 
die.  One  must,  therefore,  before  sunrise  on  a  Fri- 
day, having  first  stopped  one's  ears  with  wax  or 
ootton-wool,  take  with  him  an  entirely  black  dog 
without  a  white  hair  on  him,  make  the  sign  of  the 
cross  three  times  over  the  alraun,  and  dig  about  it 
till  the  root  holds  only  by  thin  fibres.  Then  tie 
these  by  a  string  to  the  taU  of  the  dog,  show  him  a 
piece  of  bread,  and  run  away  as  fast  as  possibk. 
The  dog  runs  eagerly  after  the  bread,  pulls  up  the 
root,  and  falls  stricken  dead  by  its  groan  of  pain.** 
These,  we  believe,  are  the  only  instanoes  in  which 
Mr.  Halliwell  has  ventured  to  give  any  opinion 
uix>n  the  text,  except  as  to  a  palpable  misprint, 
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here  and  there.  Two  of  these  wc  have  already 
cited.  There  is  one  other,  —  "  p.  46,  line  10.  lu- 
constant.  —  An  error  for  inconstant.^*  Wherever 
there  is  a  real  difficult}',  he  leaves  us  in  the  lurch. 
For  example,  in  "  What  you  Will,"  he  prints  with- 
out comment,  — 

**  Ha!  he  momit  Chirmll  on  dM  wiagi  of  fame !  *' 

(Vol.  L  p.  239.) 

which  should  be  **  mount  cheval,"  ^  as  it  is  given  in 
Mr.  Dilke's  edition  (Old  English  Plays,  voL  ii. 
p.  222).  We  cite  this,  not  as  the  worst,  but  the 
shortest,  example  at  hand. 

Some  of  Mr.  Halliwell's  notes  are  useful  and  in- 
teresting, —  as  that  on  "  keeling  the  pot,"  and  a 
few  others,  —  but  the  greater  part  are  utterly  use- 
less. He  thinks  it  necessary,  for  instance,  to  ex- 
plain that  *''to  speak  pure  Jbole  is  in  sense  equiva- 
lent to  '  I  will  speak  like  a  pure  fool,' "  —  that 
"  belkt  up  "  means  "  belched  up,"  —  that  **  apre- 
oodcB  "  means  *^  apricots."  He  has  notes  also  upon 
**  meal-mouthed,"  "  luxuriousnesse,"  "tennagant," 
"fico,"  "estro,"  "a nest  of  goblets,"  which  indicate 
either  that  the  "  general  reader "  is  a  less  inteUi- 
gent  person  in  England  than  in  America,  or  that 
Mr.  Halliwell's  standard  of  scholarship  is  very  low. 
We  ourselves,  from  our  limited  reading,  can  supply 
him  with  a  reference  which  will  explain  the  allu- 
sion to  the  **  Scotch  barnacle  "  much  better  than 
his  citations  from  Sir  John  Maundeville  and  Gi- 
raldus  Cambrensis,  —  namely,  note  8,  on  page  179 

^  "  Mount  oar  CheTmUs."  Dekker's  Northwmid  Ho !  Works. 
iu.56. 
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of  a  Treatiae  on  WonnSf  by  Dr.  Rameaoy.  court 
phyncian  to  ChaxlM  II. 

We  turn  now  to  BIr.  Haslitt*s  edition  of  Web- 
ster. We  wish  he  had  ohoeen  Chapman ;  for  Mr. 
Djroe's  Webster  is  hardly  out  of  print,  and,  we  be> 
licvc,  has  jost  gome  through  a  seocuid  and  revised 
e<liti«in.  Webafeer  was  a  far  more  oonsiderable  man 
than  Marston,  and  infinitely  above  him  iu  genius. 
Without  the  poetic  nature  of  Blarlowe,  or  Chap- 
man's somewluit  unwieldy  vigor  of  thought,  he  had 
that  inflammability  of  mind  which,  untempered  by 
a  S4>li«l  understanding,  made  his  plays  a  strange 
inixt  lire  of  ririd  expression,  incoherent  declamation, 
ilniinatic  intensity,  and  extravagant  conception  of 
chanutcr.  He  was  not,  in  the  hi^iest  sense  of  the 
word,  a  great  dramatist.  Shakespeare  is  the  <mly 
one  of  that  age.  Marlowe  had  a  rare  imagination, 
u  (It  licacy  of  sense  that  nuule  him  the  teacher  of 
Shakespeare  and  Milton  in  versification,  and  was, 
perhaps,  as  purely  a  poet  as  any  that  England  has 
produced ;  but  his  mind  had  no  balanoe-wheeL 
Chiqwntn  abounds  in  iplndid  enthusiasms  of  dio> 
tion,  and  now  and  ikaa  OTiftM  oar  tmagiwationi 
with  suggestions  of  [wofoand  poe^  depth.  Ben 
Jonson  was  a  ooBseiaotiooa  and  intelligent  work- 
man, whose  playi  glow,  Iwre  and  there,  with  the 
golden  pollen  of  that  poetic  feeling  with  which  his 
age  impr^;nated  all  thought  and  expression ;  but 
his  leading  characteristic,  like  that  of  his  great 
namesake,  Samuel,  was  a  hearty  conmon  turnttt^ 
which  fitted  him  rather  to  be  a  great  oritio  than  a 
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great  poet.     lie  had  a  keen  and  ready  eye  for  the 
comic  in  situation,  but  no  humor.     Fletcher  was  as 
much  a  poet  as  fancy  and  sentiment  can  make  any 
man.     Only  Shakespeare  wrote  comedy  and  tra^ 
gedy  with  truly  ideal  elevation  and  brea^lth.    Only 
Shakespeare  had  that  true  sense  of  humor  which, 
like  the  universal  solvent  sought  by  the  alchemists, 
so  fuses  together  all  the  elements  of  a  character, 
(as  in  Faliita£f,)  that  any  question  of  good  or  evil, 
of  dignified  or  ridiculous,  is  silenced  by  the  appre- 
hension of  its  thorough  humanity.     Kabelais  shows 
gleams  of  it  in  Panurge ;  but,  in  our  opinion,  no 
man   ever   possessed   it  in  an  equal  degree  with 
Shakespeare,  except  Cervantes ;  no  man  has  since 
shown  an}'thing  like  an  approach  to  it,  (for  Mo- 
liere's  quality  was  comic  power  rather  than  humor,) 
except    Sterne,    Fielding,    and    perhaps    Richter. 
Only  Shakespeare  was  endowed  with  that  healthy 
equilibrium  of  nature  whose  point  of  rest  was  mid- 
way between  the  imagination  and  the  understand- 
ing, —  that  perfectly  unruffled  brain  which  reflected 
all  objects  with  almost  iidiuman    impartiality, — 
that  outlook  whose  range  was  ecliptical,  dominating 
aU  zones  of  human   thought  and   action,  —  that 
power  of  veri-similar  conception  which  could  take 
away  Richard  III.  from  History,  and  Ulysses  from 
Homer,  —  and  that  creative  faculty  whose  equal 
touch  is  alike  vivifying  in  Shallow  and  in  Lear. 
He  alone  never  seeks  in  abnormal  and  monstrous 
characters  to  evade  the  risks  and  responsibilities 
of  absolute  truthfulness,  nor  to  stimulate  a  jaded 
imagination  by  Caligulan  horrors  of  plot.     He  is 
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never,  like  luany  of  his  fellow-dramatists,  con- 
fronted with  unnatural  Frankensteins  of  his  own 
making,  whom  he  most  get  off  his  hands  as  best  he 
may.  Given  a  human  foible,  he  can  incarnate  it 
in  the  nothingness  of  Slender,  or  make  it  loom 
gigantic  through  the  tragic  twilight  of  Hamlet 
We  are  tired  of  the  yagneneas  which  classes  all  the 
Eliaabethan  playwrights  together  as  **  great  drama- 
lists,** — as  if  Shakespeare  did  not  differ  from  them 
in  kind  as  well  as  in  degree.  Fine  poets  some  of 
them  were ;  but  though  imagination  and  the  power 
of  poetic  expression  are,  singly,  not  uncommon 
gifts,  and  even  in  combination  not  without  secular 
examples,  yet  it  is  the  rarest  of  earthly  phenomena 
to  find  them  joined  with  those  Unities  of  percep- 
tion, arrangement,  and  plastic  instinct  in  the  lov- 
ing union  which  alone  makes  a  great  dramatic 
poet  possible.  We  sospeot  that  Shakespeare  will 
long  continue  the  only  specimen  of  the  genus.  His 
contemporaries,  in  their  comedies,  either  force  what 
they  csil  **a  humor  "  till  it  becomes  Isntastkal,  or 
hunt  for  jokes,  like  rat-catchers,  in  the  sewers  of 
human  nature  and  of  language.  In  their  trage- 
dies they  become  heavy  without  grandeur,  like 
Jonson,  or  wistske  the  stilts  for  the  cothurnus,  as 
( 'hapman  and  Webster  too  often  do.  Every  new 
e<lition  of  an  Elixabethan  dramatist  is  but  the  put- 
ting of  another  witness  into  the  box  to  prove  the 
inacccHMtbility  of  Shakespeare's  stand-point  as  poet 
and  artist. 

Webster's  most  Ihuods  works  are  **  The  Dnch- 
SM  of  Malfy  **  and  **  Vittoria  Corombona,*'  but  we 
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»re  strongly  inclined  to  call  "  The  Devirs  Law« 
Case"  his  best  play.  The  two  former  arc  in  a 
great  measure  answerable  for  the  **  spasmodic " 
school  of  poets,  since  the  extravaganoes  of  a  man 
of  genius  are  as  sure  of  imitation  as  the  equable 
self-possession  of  his  higher  moments  is  incapable 
of  it.  Webster  had,  no  doubt,  the  primal  requisite 
of  a  poet,  imagination,  but  in  him  it  was  truly  un- 
tamed, and  Aristotle's  admirable  distinction  be- 
tween the  Horrible  and  the  Terrible  in  tragedy 
was  never  better  illustrated  and  confirmed  than  in 
the  "  Duchess  "  and  "  Vittoria."  His  nature  had 
something  of  the  sleuth-hound  quality  in  it,  and  a 
plot,  to  keep  his  mind  eager  on  the  trail,  must  be 
sprinkled  with  fresh  blood  at  every  turn.  We  do 
not  forget  all  the  fine  things  that  Lamb  has  said  of 
Webster,  but,  when  Lamb  wrote,  the  Elizabethan 
drama  was  an  £1  Dorado,  whose  micaceous  sand, 
even,  was  treasured  as  auriferous,  —  and  no  won- 
der, in  a  generation  which  admired  the  "  Botanic 
Garden."  Webster  is  the  Gherardo  della  Notte  of 
his  day,  and  himself  calls  his  *^  Vittoria  Corom- 
bona  "  a  "  night-piece."  Though  he  ha<l  no  con- 
ception of  Nature  in  its  large  sense,  as  something 
jMTV'ading  a  whole  character  and  making  it  consis- 
tent with  itself,  nor  of  Art,  as  that  which  dominates 
an  entire  tragedy  and  makes  all  the  characters  foils 
to  each  other  and  tributaries  to  the  catastrophe, 
yet  there  are  flashes  of  Nature  in  his  plays,  struck 
out  by  the  collisions  of  passion,  and  dramatic  inten- 
sities of  phrase  for  which  it  would  be  hard  to  find 
the  match.     The  "  prithee,  undo  this  button  "  of 
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Lear,  by  which  Shakespeare  makes  us  feel  the 
■welling  of  the  did  king^s  heart,  and  that  the  bod- 
ilj  reeolts  of  mental  anguish  have  gone  so  ^  as 
to  deaden  for  the  moment  all  intellectual  conaoioos- 
nees  and  forbid  all  expression  of  grief,  la  hardly 
finer  than  the  broken  verse  which  Webster  puts 
into  the  mouth  of  Ferdinand  when  he  seea  the  body 
of  his  sister,  murdered  by  his  own  procurement :  — 

' '  Cow  Imt  Im*  :  wakm  cjm  daai* :  ah*  dkd  jvoag." 

He  has  not  the  condensing  power  of  Shakespeare, 
who  sqneeied  meaning  into  a  phrase  with  an  hy- 
dranlio  press,  but  he  could  carve  a  cherry-stone 
with  any  of  the  coneetHsti,  and  abounds  in  imagi- 
native quaintnosses  that  are  worthy  of  Donne,  and 
epigrammatic  tersenesses  that  remind  ua  of  Fuller. 
Nor  is  he  wanting  in  poetic  phrases  of  the  purest 
ciystallixadon.     Here  are  a  few  examples :  — 

-Ok,  if  llMN  be  SMtlMr  world  V  tk'  nooa, 

A«  MM  l^lMliai  dlMM,  I  «mU  Wkk  aO  MM, 

^M  wImI*  nut  fl(  thMii,  for  tkiir  fawoMtaMj, 
8aak  tliithw  to  PMpI*  Aaft !  *' 

(Old  Chaucer  was  yet  slier.  After  saying  that 
T^umeeh  was  the  first  faithless  lover,  he  adds,  — 

"  Aad  Im  IbimHiI  IMIc,  niMi  ■•■  U*,"  — 

implying  that  he  wm  the  proto^rp^  <^  nomadio 

men.) 

"  VlrtM  b  9fm mmhig  ti  her  aMcb: 
la  Um  tiiiiliii.  for  Um  MUior;  la  tko  vakafal  Htmtf^ 
ParUMaokolar;  la  Um  farrowo  of  Um  na. 
For  awa  of  oar  pi  iif  iMJua  [■oiahati] ;  aUof  wUdi 
Afka  aad  ipciaf  ap  kaaor.** 

("  Of  all  which,'*  Mr.  Haalitt  prints  \Vi 
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"  Poor  Jolrato !  Bhonld  nhe  hear  of  this, 
Sh*  woald  not  «f tor  the  report  keep  fmh 
So  \aug  M  flowets  on  gr^Tee." 

"  For  nn  and  shaine  are  ever  tied  togatlMr 
With  Oordian  knots  of  soeh  •  ■troof  thrwid  wptm, 
Thmj  OMuot  without  Tioleaee  be  nadone." 

''One  wboee  mind 
Appwn  mon  like  •  oeremoniotu  chapel 
Fall  of  iweet  mono,  than  a  thronpng  pfVMM*.*' 

"  What  ta  death  ? 
The  lafeat  trench  i'  th'  world  to  keep  man  free 
Yrota  Fortooe'e  pinahot." 

"  It  haa  erer  been  my  opioioa 
That  there  are  none  lore  perfectly  indeed. 
Bat  thoee  that  haog:  or  drown  themselree  for  lore,'* 

says  Julio,  anticipating  Butler's 

"  Bat  he  that  drowns,  or  blows  oat 's  brains, 
Hie  Deril  's  in  him,  if  he  feigns." 

He  also  anticipated  La  Rochefoucauld  and  Byron 
in  their  apophthegm  concerning  woman's  last  love. 
In  "  The  Devil's  Law-Case,"  Leonora  says,  — 

"  For,  as  we  lore  oar  joongeet  children  beat, 
So  the  last  fnut  of  oar  affection. 
Wherever  we  bestow  it,  is  most  strong, 
Most  riolent,  most  nnresistible ; 
Since  'tis,  indeed,  oar  latest  harrestJionM, 
Last  menimmit  'fore  winter." 

It  is  worth  remark  that  there  are  a  greater  num- 
ber of  reminiscences,  conscious  or  unconscious,  of 
Shakespeare  in  Webster's  plays  thxin  in  those  of 
any  other  Elizabethan  dramatist. 

In  editing  Webster,  Mr.  Hazlitt  had  the  advan- 
tage (except  in  a  single  doubtful  play)  of  a  pre- 
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deeeaaor  in  the  Rer.  Alexander  Dyce,  beyond  all 
question  the  best  living  scholar  of  the  literature  of 
the  times  of  EUixabeth  and  James  I.  If  he  give  no 
proof  of  remarkable  fitness  for  his  task,  he  seems, 
at  least,  to  have  been  diligent  and  painstaking.  His 
notes  are  short  and  to  the  point,  and  —  which  we 
ooosider  a  great  merit  —  at  the  foot  of  the  page.  If 
be  bad  added  a  glossarial  index,  we  should  have 
been  still  better  pleased.  Mr.  Hazlitt  seems  to 
have  read  over  the  text  with  some  care,  and  he  has 
had  the  good  sense  to  modernize  the  orthography, 
or,  as  he  says,  has  ^  observed  the  existing  standard 
of  spelling  throughout."  'Vet  —  for  what  reason 
we  cannot  imagine  —  he  ^  prints  **  I  "  for  **  ay," 
taking  the  pains  to  explain  it  every  time  in  a  note, 
and  retains  ^  banquerout "  and  "  coram  *'  appar- 
ently for  the  sake  of  telling  us  that  they  mean 
** bankrupt**  and  *^ quorum."  He  does  not  seem 
to  have  a  quick  ear  for  scansion,  which  wotild 
sometimes  have  assisted  him  to  the  true  reading. 
We  pve  an  example  or  two :  — 

"Th«  obligmtkNi  vlMTtia  w*  all  tteod  bead 
C^aaoC  b*  bommIiiI  [cametlUJ]  witlMMt  invat  rapnaalk.** 

"TlMiwfaB,  Bottbey, 

M«(b«NCMd«L      B«(w»]llTC^Mdb0U, 

W«  mn  tb«  p«opl«*«  faatan." 
"SImII  mat  b«  o'tibiiilwuJ  [nm'hmitmi]  fai  ov nigm.** 

A  OMtry  iMAfit 
AmI  •  food  •tooMcb  to  [m]  f«Mt  u*  all** 

'  H«v«  bOT  OMM  MTT'd  ap  by  bawds  aad  ivAui.*' [dU^  "  «^"  j 

**  BroUMT  «r  fadHT 
Is  [a]  lihliBSl  aait,  dbaU  ba  toM.** 
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**  What'*  sIm  in  R«aM  yov ftMtai  oaoaot  aw*, 
Or  yoor  rich  pone  porehaM  ?    PrnmiiM  and  thrmto.**     [ddt 
Um  Mooad  "  your."] 

"  Throogli  oloods  of  enry  and  diaast  [rous]  change." 
*'  The  Devil  driTee;  'tis  [it  u]  fall  time  to  ga" 

He  has  overlooked  some  strange  blunders.  What 
is  the  meaning  of 

"  Laogfa  at  yonr  miaery,  ae  foredeeming  yoa 
An  idle  meteor,  which  drawn  forth,  the  ettA 
Would  soon  be  lost  i'  the  air  "  ? 

We  hardly  need  say  that  it  should  be 

"  An  idle  meteor,  which,  drawn  forth  the  earth, 
Would,"  Ac 

"  jPorwardness "  for  "/rowardness/'  (voL  ii.  p. 
87,)  "  tennis-balls  struck  and  banc?e<^ "  for  "  bwi- 
diedy*  (lb.  p.  275,)  may  be  errors  of  the  press ; 
but 

"  Come,  1 11  lore  yoa  wisely : 
That 'a  jealoosy," 

has  crept  in  by  editorial  oversight  for  "wisely, 
that 's  jealously."     So  have 

"  Ay,  the  great  emperor  of  [or]  the  mighty  Cham  "; 

and 

"  Thia  wit  [witk]  taking  long  jouneya  "  ; 

and 

"  Virginias,  thou  dost  bnt  supply  my  place, 
I  thine  :  Fortune  hath  lift  me  [thee]  to  my  ehait. 
And  thrown  me  h— dloag  to  thy  pleading  bar  " ; 

and 

"  I  '11  poor  my  soul  into  my  daughter's  belly,  [bodg,] 
And  with  my  soldier's  tears  embalm  her  wounds." 

We  suggest  that  the  change  of  an  a  to  an  r  would 
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Biake  wenae  of  the  following:  **Come,  my  little 
punk,  with  thy  two  oompoeitora,  to  this  unlawful 
painting-boaM,**  [printing-hou«e,]  which  Mr.  Has- 
litt  awkwardly  MideaTon  to  explain  by  this  note 
on  the  word  compoaitors^  —  **  i.  e.  (conjecturally), 
making  up  the  composition  of  the  picture  " !  Our 
luaduiu  can  decide  for  themaelrea ;  ~~  the  passage 
oaems  toI.  i.  p.  214. 

We  think  Mr.  Hazlitt*s  notes  are,  in  the  miun, 
good ;  but  we  should  like  to  know  his  authority  for 
saying  that  pemek  means  **  the  hole  in  a  bench  by 
^^ioh  it  was  taken  np,*'  —  that  ^descant**  means 
**]ook  askant  on,**  —  and  that  ''  I  wis  '*  is  equiva- 
lent to  **  I  surmise,  imagine,"  which  it  surely  is  not 
in  the  passage  to  which  his  note  is  appended.  On 
page  9,  vol  i.,  we  read  in  the  text, 

I  >  wkam,  my  lord,  beads  that  toot  sw»," 

and  i:>  •■  note,  i.  e.  submission.  Hie  original 
ban  uul,  \s hich,  if  it  mean  ove,  is  unmeaning  here.** 
Did  Mr.  Ilazlitt  never  see  a  picture  of  the  An- 
nunciation with  ove  written  on  the  scroll  proceed- 
ing from  the  bending  angel*s  mouth  ?  We  find  the 
word  in  voL  iiL  p.  217 :  — 


"  Whow  ttalka'*  taQt  oa  stmi  aad  i 

VoL  iii.  pp.  47, 48 :  — 

"  A»d Uw wmlt,  i<«da  b— — ;  ftipmf 
Tlw«  wiMa  by  Um  pntim  jmt  •(•  viaw'd. 

A  WipiHIlil—  b*  M«  MSd 

To  woy»  jvm  to  •  plaao  SMto  au>, 

TbAt  ia  joar  itoad  tboy  may  kmp  obary 

fltoakOab  or  wiMal,  for  tbo  abaooa 

Of  MwflMi  hatv*  fiMil  gravoa  to  vlkr  mm.** 
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To  the  last  verse  Mr.  Ilazlitt  appends  this  note, 
"  Than  that  of  burning  men's  bones  for  fneL" 
There  is  no  allusion  here  to  burning  men's  boneSf 
but  simply  to  the  desecration  of  gpraveyards  by 
building  warehouses  upon  them,  in  digging  the 
foundations  for  which  the  bones  would  be  thrown 
out.  The  allusion  is,  perhaps,  to  the  *'  Churchyard 
of  the  Holy  Trinity  " ;  —  see  Stow's  Survey y  ed. 
1603,  p.  126.  Elsewhere,  in  the  same  play,  Web- 
ster alludes  bitterly  to  "  begging  church-land." 

VoL  i.  p.  73,  "And  if  he  walk  through  the 
street,  he  ducks  at  the  penthouses,  like  an  ancient 
that  dares  not  flourish  at  the  oath  taking  of  the 
prsetor  for  fear  of  the  signposts."  Mr.  Hazlitt's 
note  is,  ^''Ancient  was  a  standard  or  flag ;  also  an 
ensign^  of  which  Skinner  says  it  is  a  corruption. 
What  the  meaning  of  the  simile  is  the  present 
editor  cannot  suggest."  We  confess  we  find  no 
difficulty.  The  meaning  plainly  is,  that  he  ducks 
for  fear  of  hitting  the  penthouses,  as  an  ensign  on 
the  Lord  Mayor's  day  dares  not  flourish  his  stan- 
dard for  fear  of  hitting  the  signposts.  We  suggest 
the  query,  whether  ancient^  in  this  sense,  be  not 
a  corruption  of  the  Italian  word  anziano. 

Want  of  space  compels  us  to  leave  many  other 
passages,  which  we  had  marked  for  comment,  un- 
noticed. We  are  surprised  that  Mr.  Hazlitt,  (see 
his  Introtluction  to  "  Vittoria  Corombona,")  in  un- 
dertaking to  give  us  some  information  concerning 
the  Dukedom  and  Castle  of  Bracciano,  should  uni- 
formly spell  it  Brachiano.  Shakespeare's  Petru- 
chio  might  have  put  him  on  his  guard.   We  should 
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lx>  jhul  also  to  know  in  what  part  of  Italy  he  placet 

Mr.  I Lulitt's 'General  Introduction  supplies  us 
t«-ith  no  new  information,  but  this  was  hardly  to  be 
(>xpected  where  Mr.  Dyce  had  already  gone  over 
the  field.  We  wish  that  he  had  been  able  to  give 
us  better  means  of  disdngnishing  the  three  almost 
contemporary  John  Websters  one  from  the  other, 
for  we  think  the  internal  evidence  is  enough  to 
show  that  all  the  plays  attributed  to  the  author  of 
the  "*  Duchess*'  and  '"Vittoria"  could  not  have 
been  written  by  the  same  person.  On  the  whole, 
he  has  given  us  a  very  reepeotable,  and  certainly  a 
very   pretty,  edition  of  an  eminent  poet 

We  could  almost  forgave  aU  otlier  shortcomingt 
of  Mr.  Smith's  library  for  the  g^reat  gift  it  brings 
us  in  the  five  volumes  of  Chapman's  translations. 
Coleridge,  sending  Chapman's  Homer  to  Word»> 
worth,  writes,  **  What  is  stupidly  siud  of  Shake- 
speare  is  really  true  and  appropriate  of  Chapman ; 
mighty  faults  conntaiwised  by  mighty  beantiea. 
.  .  .  It  is  as  truly  an  ori^nal  poem  as  the  Faery 
Qneene ;  —  it  will  give  yon  nnall  idea  of  Homer, 
thoogh  a  far  truer  one  than  Pope*s  epignuns,  or 
Cowper's  cumbersome  most  anti-Homeric  Milton- 
ism.  For  Chapman  writes  and  feels  as  a  poet,  — 
aa  Homer  might  have  written  had  he  lived  in  Eng> 
Und  in  the  reign  of  Queen  EUmbeth.  In  short, 
it  b  an  exquisite  poem,  in  spite  of  its  frequent  and 
iwrverse  quaintnesses  and  harshneseee,  which  are, 
iiowever,  amply  repidd  by  ahnoet  miesampled  sweet* 
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11688  and  beauty  of  langoage,  all  over  Bpirit  and 
feeling. "  *  From  a  pa88age  of  his  Preface  it  would 
appear  that  Chapman  had  been  criticised  pretty 
sharply  in  his  own  day  for  amplifjdng  his  author. 
"  And  this  one  example  I  thought  necessary  to  in- 
sert here  to  show  my  detractors  that  they  hafve  no 
reason  to  vilify  my  circumlocution  sometimes,  when 
their  most  approved  Grecians,  Homer's  interpre- 
ters generally,  hold  him  fit  to  be  so  converted. 
Yet  how  much  I  differ,  and  with  what  authority, 
let  my  impartial  and  judicial  reader  judge.  Al- 
ways conceiving  how  pedantical  and  absurd  an 
affectation  it  is  in  the  interpretation  of  any  author 
(much  more  of  Homer)  to  turn  him  word  for 
word,  when  (according  to  Horace  and  other  best 
lawgivers  to  translators)  it  is  the  part  of  every 
knowing  and  judicial  interpreter  not  to  follow  the 
number  and  order  of  words,  but  the  material  things 
themselves,  and  sentences  to  weigh  diligently,  and 
to  clothe  and  adorn  them  with  words  and  such  a 
style  and  form  of  oration  as  are  most  apt  for  the 
language  in  which  they  are  converted."  Again  in 
his  verses  To  the  Reader^  he  speaks  of 

"  The  ample  tranamigration  to  be  thown 
By  natore-loTing  Poeey," 

and  defends  his  own  use  of  '^  needful  periphrases," 

and  says  that  "  word  for  word  "  translation  is  to 

"  Make  fish  with  fowl,  camels  with  whales,  eagaadar." 

"  For  even  as  different  a  prodnction 
Ask  Greek  and  English  :  since,  as  they  in  aoniicb 
And  letten  shun  one  form  and  nnison, 

*  LUenry  Bewudtu,   vol.  i.  pp.  2S0,  260l 
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80  Imt*  tMr  mmm  aad  iligBtiBy ' 

Is  tMV  oiiBlfVMMa  ■■taVHi  MM  iv^aw 

Oidy  •  jadfaMak  tp  aak*  both  < 

la  MMM 


There  are  two  theories  of  tranahitioii, — literal 
panqphrmse  and  free  reprodaction.  At  best,  the 
translation  of  poetij  is  bat  an  imitation  of  natoral 
flowers  in  cambric  or  wax  ;  and  however  much  of 
likeiie»  there  may  be,  the  aroma,  whose  charm  of 
indefinable  soggestion  in  the  association  of  ideas  is 
so  powerful,  is  precisely  what  is  lost  irretrievably. 
**T1m  parting  fMuvia  with  liKUaf  Mat  " 

from  whrre  it  larked  in  the  immortal  verse,  a  pre- 
S4iii*e  tlivined  rather  than  ascertained,  baffling  the 
ear  which  it  enchanted,  escaping  the  grasp  which 
yet  it  thrilled,  airy,  evanescent,  imperishable,  beck- 
oning the  imagination  with  promises  better  than 
any  fulfilment.  The  paraphrase  is  a  plaster-cast 
of  the  Grecian  nm ;  the  reproduction,  if  by  a  man 
of  genius,  such  as  the  late  Mr.  Fitzgerald,  is  like 
Keats*s  ode,  which  makes  the  fignres  move  and  the 
leaves  tremble  again,  if  not  with  the  old  life,  with 
a  soroeiy  which  deceives  the  fancy.  Of  all  Eng- 
lish poets,  Keats  was  the  one  to  have  translated 
Homer. 

In  any  other  than  a  mere  prose  version  of  a 
t^'at  ]>oem,  w<'  liuve  a  right  to  demand  that  it  give 
11.4  at  least  an  mioqtiate  impression  of  force  and 
originality.  We  have  a  right  to  ask.  If  tins  poem 
were  pnUished  now  for  the  first  time,  as  the  work 
of  a  contemporary,  should  we  read  it,  not  with  ik» 
same,  but  with  anything  like  the  mme  eonviotiM 
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of  its  freshness,  vigor,  and  ori^nality,  its  higli 
level  of  style  and  its  witchery  of  verse,  that  Homer, 
if  now  for  the  first  time  discovered,  wouhl  infaUi- 
bly  beget  in  us?  Perhaps  this  looks  like  asking 
for  a  new  Homer  to  translate  the  old  one  ;  but  if 
this  be  too  much,  it  is  certainly  not  unfair  to  insist 
that  the  feeling  given  us  should  be  that  of  life,  and 
not  artifice. 

The  Homer  of  Chapman,  whatever  its  defects, 
alone  of  all  English  versions  has  this  crowning 
merit  of  being,  where  it  is  most  successful,  thor- 
oughly alive.  He  has  made  for  us  the  best  poem 
that  has  yet  been  Englished  out  of  Homer,  and  in 
so  far  gives  us  a  truer  idea  of  him.  Of  all  trans- 
lators he  is  farthest  removed  from  the  fault  with 
which  he  charges  others,  when  he  says  that  **  our 
divine  master's  most  ingenious  imitating  the  life 
of  things  (which  is  the  soul  of  a  poem)  is  never 
respected  nor  perceived  by  his  interpreters  only 
standing  pedantically  on  the  grammar  and  words, 
utterly  ignorant  of  the  sense  and  grace  of  him." 
His  mastery  of  English  is  something  wonderful 
even  in  an  age  of  masters,  when  the  language  was 
still  a  mother-tongue,  and  not  a  contrivance  of  ped- 
ants and  grammarians.  He  had  a  reverential  sense 
of  "  our  divine  Homer's  depth  and  gravity,  which 
will  not  open  itself  to  the  curious  austeritj'  of 
belaboring  art,  but  only  to  the  natural  and  most 
ingenious  soul  of  our  thrice-sacred  Poesy."  His 
task  was  as  holy  to  him  as  a  version  of  Scripture  ; 
he  justifies  the  tears  of  Achilles  by  those  of  Jesus, 
and  the  eloquence  of  his  horse  by  that  of  Balaam's 


LIBRARY  OF  OLD  AUTHORS  291 

]eas  noble  animal.  He  does  not  always  keep  doM 
to  his  original,  but  he  sins  no  more,  even  in  this, 
than  any  of  his  rivals.  He  is  especiaUy  great  in 
the  similcA.  Here  he  rouses  himself  always,  and 
if  his  enthusiasm  sometimee  lead  him  to  heighten  a 
little,  or  even  to  add  oatright,  he  gives  as  a  picture 
full  of  life  and  action,  or  of  the  grandeor  and 
U'auty  of  natore,  as  stirring  to  the  &ncy  as  his 
ori«^*ii:iL  Of  all  who  have  attempted  Homer,  he 
luis  the  topping  merit  of  being  inspired  by  him. 

In  the  recent  discnsnons  of  Homeric  translation 
ill  Kii-^'Iand,  it  has  always  been  taken  for  granted 
thai  we  had  or  could  have  some  adequate  concep- 
tion of  Homers  metre.  Lord  Derby,  in  his  Pre> 
f.i<e,  phunly  aawnmes  this.  Bat  there  can  be  no 
greater  fallacy.  No  human  ears,  much  less  Grreek 
ones,  conld  have  endured  wliat,  with  our  mechan- 
ical knowledge  of  the  verse,  ignorance  of  the  ac- 
cent, and  En<4lish  pronunciation,  wo  blandly  ac- 
cept fur  Mucli  luusio  as  Homer  chanted.  We  have 
utterly  lost  the  tane  and  cannot  reproduce  it  Mr. 
Newman  oonjectares  it  to  have  been  something 
like  Yankee  Doodle;  Mr.  Amdd  is  sare  it  was 
the  Elnglixh  hexameter ;  and  they  are  both  partly 
right  so  fur  as  we  may  trust  oar  reasonable  impres- 
Hions ;  for,  after  all,  an  impression  is  all  that  we 
have.  Cowper  attempts  to  give  the  ring  of  the 
^fjvpioto  fiuio  by 

which  only  too  fatally  recalls  the  oU  Scottish  dan 

eing-tone, — 
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**  Anwidt  I  gaUk 
To  M«,  l«d  ai  oomniMMl, 
A  atimmpaat  and  rampant 
Feni  lyon  in  hk  hand." 

The  attempt  was  in  the  right  direction,  however, 
for  Homer,  like  Dante  and  Shakespeare,  like  all 
who  really  command  lang^uage,  seems  fond  of 
playing  with  assonances.  No  doubt  the  Homeric 
verse  consented  at  will  to  an  eager  rapidity,  and 
no  doubt  also  its  general  character  is  that  of  pro- 
longed but  unmonotonous  roll.  Everybody  says  it 
is  like  the  long  ridges  of  the  sea,  some  overtopping 
their  neighbors  a  little,  each  with  an  inde]>endent 
undulation  of  its  crest,  yet  all  driven  by  a  common 
impulse,  and  breaking,  not  with  the  sudden  snap 
of  an  unyielding  material,  but  one  after  the  other, 
with  a  stately  curve,  to  slide  back  and  mingle  with 
those  that  follow.  Chapman's  measure  (in  the 
Iliad)  has  the  disadvantage  of  an  association  with 
Stemhold  and  Hopkins,  but  it  has  the  merit  of 
length,  and,  where  he  is  in  the  right  mood,  is  free, 
spirited,  and  sonorous.  Above  all,  there  is  every- 
where the  movement  of  life  and  passion  in  it 
Chapman  was  a  master  of  verse,  making  it  hurry, 
linger,  or  stop  short,  to  suit  the  meaning.  Like  all 
great  versifiers  he  must  be  read  with  study,  for  the 
slightest  change  of  accent  loses  the  expression  of 
an  entire  passage.  His  great  fault  as  a  translator 
is  that  he  takes  fire  too  easily  and  runs  beyond  his 
author.  Perhaps  he  intensifies  too  much,  though 
this  be  a  fault  on  the  right  side ;  he  certainly  some- 
times weakens  the  force  of  passages  by  crowding  in 
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particulars  which  Homer  had  wisely  omitted,  for 
Homer*8  simplici^  i«  by  no  means  mere  simplicity 
of  thought,  nor,  as  it  is  often  foolishly  caUed,  of 
nature.  It  is  the  simplicity  of  consummate  art, 
the  last  achieTement  of  poets  and  the  invariable 
eliaraoteristio  of  the  greatest  among  them.  To 
Chapman*s  mind  onoe  warmed  to  its  work,  the 
words  are  only  a  mist,  suggesting,  while  it  hides, 
the  divine  form  of  the  original  image  or  thought ; 
and  his  imagination  strives  to  body  forth  that, 
as  he  ooooeives  it,  in  all  its  celestial  proportions. 
Let  us  compare  with  Lord  Derby's  version,  as  the 
latest,  a  passage  where  Cha]Hnan  merely  intensi- 
fies, (Book  XIII.,  beginning  at  the  86th  verse  in 
Lord  Derby,  the  73d  of  Chapman,  and  the  76th  of 
Homer) :  — 

"  Whom  aatwered  thus  th«  son  of  TeUman : 
'  My  bands,  too,  graap  with  firmtr  bold  tbo  cpsar. 
My  spirit,  lHu  tUao,  b  stirrMl ;  I  CmI  my  feet 
IwtiiMt  whk  6ery  life;  aor  aboold  I  fear 
Wnk  Baelor,  aon  «i  Priam,  ia  hia  adglit 
AloM  to  mma,  and  giappU  to  tha  daa^*  ** 


Thus  Lord  Derby.    Chapman  rendnv : — 


TUi  TakoMaiaa  thw  raarfvad :  *  So,  to  ay  thonglila,  ay  1 
Ban  with  d«ii«  to  ta«  mj  \mm ;  mAfm  kmmaA  mm  i 
Bart  m  hriflkjln  tmrmkU  ipmd  ;  wtj  haatt  ia  laiaad  ae  hi|^ 
That  to  aaiiuiiBtai  Haalar'a  aalf  I  loaf  faaalktaly-'  " 


There  is  no  qnettion  which  venion  is  the  more 
energetio.  Is  Lord  Derby's  nearer  the  original  in 
being  tamer?  He  has  taken  the  ** instinct  with 
fieiy  life'*  from  Chapman's  hint  The  original 
has  simply  **  rwtleii,**  or  more  familiarly  ^*in  a 
fidget"    There  ia  nodimg  about  *«  grappling  to  the 
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death,**  and  ^  nor  should  I  fear  *'  is  feeble  where 
Cha])man  with  his  "  long  insatiately "  is  literal. 
We  will  give  an  example  where  Chapman  has  am- 
plified his  original  (Book  XVI.  v.  426 ;  Derby, 
4»4 ;  Chapman,  405)  :  — 

**  DowD  jumped  be  from  hia  ebariot ;  down  leapt  his  foe  m  light ; 
And  at,  on  mnim  &r4oolcbi|r  toek,  a  east  of  mltims  fight. 
Fly  CD  each  other,  etrike  and  tmae,  part,  meet,  and  thea  etfak  by, 
Tog  both  with  crooked  beaks  and  eeree,  ery,  fight,  aad  flglt  and 

cry, 
So  fiercely  fought  these  aagry  kiogs.**  * 

Lord  Derby's  version  is  nearer :  — 

**  He  said,  and  from  his  car,  aoeoatred,  iprang ; 
Patroelns  saw  and  he  too  leiqwd  to  earth. 
As  on  a  lofty  rock,  with  angry  screams. 
Hook-beaked,  with  talons  cnrred,  two  Tnltiirss  fight, 
So  with  load  shoats  these  two  to  battle  rushed." 

Chapman  has  made  his  first  line  out  of  two  in 
Homer,  but,  granting  the  license,  how  rapid  and 
springy  is  the  verse !  Lord  Derby's  "  withs  "  are 
not  agreeable,  his  **  shouts  "  is  an  ill-chosen  word 
for  a  comparison  with  vidtures,  "  talons  curved  "  is 
feeble,  and  his  verse  is,  as  usual,  mainly  built  up 
of  little  blocks  of  four  syllables  each.  "  To  battle  " 
also  is  vague.  With  whom?  Homer  says  that 
they  rushed  each  at  other.  We  shall  not  discuss 
how  much  license  is  loyal  in  a  translator,  but,  as 
we  think  his  chief  aim  should  be  to  give  a  feeling 
of  that  life  and  spirit  which  makes  the  immortality 
of  his  original,  and  is  the  very  breath  in  the  nos- 
trils of  all  poetry,  he  has  a  right  to  adapt  himself 
to  the  genius  of  his  own  language.     If  he  would 

1  Chapman  himself  was  eridently  pleawd  with  this,  for  he  «t«e 
H  M  a  sample  of  his  yeaiom. 
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do  justice  to  his  author,  he  must  make  np  in  one 
passage  for  his  unavoidable  ahortoomings  in  an- 
other. He  may  here  and  there  take  for  granted 
eertain  ezigenoiea  ol  rerse  in  his  original  which  he 
feels  in  his  own  ease.  Even  Dante,  who  boasted 
that  no  word  had  ever  made  him  say  what  he  did 
not  wish,  should  have  made  an  exception  of  rhvin- 
ii^  ooa^  for  theae  sometimeB,  even  in  so  abuutlunt 
a  language  as  the  Italian,  have  driven  the  moat 
straightforward  of  poeta  into  an  awkward  ditour. 
We  give  one  mora  pMiage  from  Chapman :  — 


"  And  aU  ia  goldM 
H«  dodMd  liimtlf  ;  tb*  ipold—  Mootg*  OMife  •Itgastly  doa* 
HateokaiidiMatadtoUiiMt;  and  iImi  dM  god  b4:«a 
To  drirs  Us  dtwiot  throogli  the  w»tm.    FWmb  lAU-fte  Wfwtj 

^y 

TWwlMlM«nH«dwidwya.UMlkMwtMrldv;  tUiM 
For  joy  did  o|Mi^  aad  kfa  hMM  w  swift  aad  lifMy  ibv 
1^  oador  mIo  teoo  of  btoM  no  drop  of  water  drrw." 

Here  the  first  half  is  sluggish  and  inadequate,  but 
what  smging  vigor,  what  tumult  of  the  sea,  what 
swiftneas,  in  the  last !  Here  is  Lord  Derhy^s  a^ 
tempt:  — 

**  AJl  dad  ia  guld,  the  goldui  1Mb  b«  giMpod 
Of  oarioas  work,  aad,  awtaatit  oa  hb  oar, 
SUaaaad  o*«r  tha  waw ;  from  aO  tbo  dsptia  btlow 
fkwiinniii  ■ifliid  till  mtiMlMs  uf  Uii  Jiiii, 
Adkaovlodgiag  tlMir  kii« ;  tbo  jojeasna 
PtetadlMrwavHi  swift  flrv  tho  boaadiiV  i 
Nor  was  tiM  bnasa  ask  wot  witli  apoj-" 


Chapman  here  b  truer  to  his  master,  and  the  mo* 
tion  is  in  the  vena  itaelf.  Lord  Derby*8  is  d^ 
•ortptioD,and  Dotpietore.  ''Mooaleraof  thedeep** 
is  an  example  of  the  hackneyed  periphraaea  in 
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which  he  abounds,  like  all  men  to  whom  langnage 
is  a  literary  tradition,  and  not  a  living  gift  of  the 
Mases.  **  Lcish  *'  is  precisely  the  wrong  word. 
Chapman  is  always  g^reat  at  sea.  Here  is  another 
example  from  the  Fourteenth  Book :  — 

"  Aad  as,  when  with  nnwieldy  w»tm  the  gnat  Bea/orffttU  wimds 
lliat  both  w»js  mnrmar,  and  no  way  har  oettain  enmat  fiada, 
Bat  panta  and  awalb  eoofuaadlj,  hera  goaa,  and  there  will  suy, 
Till  on  it  air  eaala  one  firm  wind,  and  then  it  roUa  away." 

Observe  how  the  somewhat  ponderous  movement  of 
the  first  verse  assists  the  meaning  of  the  words. 
He  is  great,  too,  in  single  phrases  and  lines  :  — 

"  And  aa,  from  top  of  aome  steep  hill,  the  lightener  str^  a  eload 
Amd  ltt$  a  gnat  $k]f  out  of  Heaven,  in  whoae  deli^taone  light 
All  prominent  foreheads,  fonata,  towers,  and  temples  eheer  the 
sight."  (Book  XVL  T.  288.) 

The  lion  ^^  lets  his  rough  brows  down  so  low  they 
hide  his  eyes  "  ;  the  flames  **  wrastle  "  in  the 
woods;  **rude  feet  dim  the  day  with  a  fog  of 
dust ; "  and  so  in  a  hundred  other  instances. 

For  an  example  of  his  more  restrained  vigor, 
take  the  speech  of  Sarpedon  in  the  Twelfth  Book 
of  the  Iliad,  and  for  poetic  beauty,  the  whole  story 
of  Ulysses  and  Nausikaa  in  the  Odyssey.  It  was 
here  that  Keats  made  himself  Grecian  and  learned 
to  versify. 

Mr.  Hooper  has  done  his  work  of  editing  welL 
But  he  has  sometimes  misapprehended  his  author, 
and  distorted  his  meaning  by  faulty  punctuation. 
In  one  of  the  passages  already  cited,  Mr.  Hoop- 
er's text  stands  thus :  *'  Lest  I  be  prejudiced  with 
opinion,  to  dissent,  of  ignorance,  or  singularity." 
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All  the  oomnuM  which  darken  the  senae  should  be 
removed.  Chiyman  meant  to  say,  ^  Lest  I  be 
eoBdemned  beforehand  by  people  thinking  I  dis> 
sent  out  of  ignorance  or  singularity."  (Iliad,  voL 
i.  p.  23.)  So  on  the  next  page  the  want  of  a  hy- 
phen makes  nonsense :  **  And  saw  the  round  com- 
ing [roond-coming]  of  this  silver  bow  of  our  Phoe- 
bus," that  is,  the  crescent  coming  to  the  full  cin^le. 
In  the  translations,  too,  the  pointing  needs  refor- 
BatMm  now  and  then,  but  shows,  on  the  whole,  a 
pniseworthy  fidelity.  We  will  give  a  few  exam- 
ples of  what  we  believe  to  be  errors  on  the  part  of 
Mr.  Hooper,  who,  by  the  way,  is  weakest  on  points 
which  concern  the  language  of  Chiqwnan's  day. 
We  follow  the  order  of  the  text  as  most  oonveuient 
*''  Hid  "  (XL  i.)  b  explained  to  mean  **  threaten, 
cJttlicnge,"  whorf'  "  offer  "  would  be  the  right  word. 

*'AadeMt 
nMoJEklafaUtotlMdMp."    (IL  L  800.) 

Surely  a  slip  of  Chapman's  pen.  He  must  have 
intended  to  write  '*  Of  all  the  o£Eal,"  a  transversion 
common  with  him  and  needed  here  to  avoid  a  pun- 
ning jingle. 


"So  ■— h  I  — t  aMtm  omt  po<Wff  ttmtdM  th'  inhahifnt," 

{lliL  iia) 

Mr.  Hooper's  note  is  **  inhabiters,  via.  of  Troy." 
**  Inhabitant "  is  an  adjeotiva  agreeing  with 
*'  |M>wrr."    Our  power  without  exceeds  that  within. 

"Tat  an  tUs  tfaM  la  ■lay, 
Ot  9l  9n  imigmmm,  for  «w  cad,  aad  aow  to  laka  oar  vsj 
Wllheal  te  w«M  abawdaad  Vila."    (IL  IL  2S7.) 

A  note  on  this  pMMfe  tells  us  that  **  out  of  judf- 
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ments  "  means  **  agaiiut  our  inclinations."  It 
means  simply  **  in  accordance  with  our  good  judg- 
ment," just  as  we  still  say  **  out  of  his  wisdom.** 
Compare  IL  iii.  63, 

"  Haetor,  beesoM  thy  abarp  reproof  u  oitf  o/jtutiet  gtraa, 

I  Uka  it  welL" 
"  And  M  Jore,  braiidiahinf  a  star  wfakli  mea  •  oooMt  aall, 

Hnris  ont  hia  eorlM  hair  abroad,  that  from  bin  braad  ezhala 

A  thonnnd  sparks."    (0.  ir.  85.) 

Mr.  Hooper's  note  is  "  '  WTiich  men  a  comet  coil ' 
—  so  both  the  folios.  Dr.  Taylor  has  printed 
*  which  man  a  comet  callsJ'  This  certainly  suits 
the  rhyme,  but  I  adhere  to  Chapman's  text." 
Both  editors  have  misunderstood  the  passage. 
The  fault  is  not  in  **  call "  but  in  *'  exhals,**  a  clear 
misprint  for  ^*exhall,"  the  spelling,  as  was  com- 
mon, being  conformed  to  the  visible  rhyme. 
*■''  That "  means  *'  so  that "  (a  frequent  Elizabethan 
construction)  and  "  exhall "  is  governed  by 
"  sparks."  The  meaning  is,  "  As  when  Jove, 
brandishing  a  comet,  hurls  out  its  curled  hair  so 
that  a  thousand  sparks  exhale  from  its  burning." 

*  "  The  evicke  skipping  from  the  rock." 

Mr.  Hooper  tell  us,  "  It  is  doubtful  what  this  word 
really  is.  Dr.  Taylor  suggests  that  it  may  proba- 
bly mean  the  evicts  or  doomed  one  —  but  ?  It  is 
possible  Chapman  meant  to  Anglicize  the  Greek 
ali ;  or  should  we  read  Ibex,  as  the  al^  liaXoi  was 
such  ?  "  The  word  means  the  chamois^  and  is 
merely  the  English  form  of  the  French  ibiche.  Dr. 
Taylor's  reading  would  amaze  us  were  we  not  ia^ 
miliar  with  the  commentators  on  Shakespeare. 
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"  Aad  BOW  tWy  mi-^rmf  to  yev  AmC"    (D.  t.  7QS.) 

^  (hU-roy  —  ipread  out  in  array ;  abbreviated  from 
arraj.  Dr.  Taylor  says  *  rush  out,*  from  the  Anglo* 
Saxon  *  rean^  to  flow ;  but  there  leems  no  necessity 
f<nr  sooh  an  etymcdogy/*  We  should  think  not! 
Chapman,  like  Pope,  made  his  first  sketch  from  the 
French,  and  corrected  it  by  the  Greek.  Those  who 
would  understand  Chapman's  English  must  allow 
for  traeea  of  his  French  guide  here  and  tliere. 
This  is  one  of  them,  perhaps.  The  word  is  etymo> 
logically  unrelated  to  array.  It  is  merely  the  old 
French  otdtrSer,  a  derivatiTe  of  ultra.  It  means 
'*  they  pass  beyond  their  gatea  ervn  to  your  fleet.** 
He  had  said  juat  before  that  formerly  ^'your  foes 
durst  not  a  foot  address  without  their  ports''  The 
word  occurs  again,  IL  xxiii.  413. 


Tfi&Am  to  twwiri  ■■■■nit  or  iwMd  tnt  A*  1Sk> 

(U.  Tiu.217.) 

"  Tydide*.  —  He  led  Tydides,  i.  e.  Tydides  he  led. 
An  unusual  construction.'*  Not  in  the  least.  The 
old  printers  or  authors  sometimes  put  a  comma 
where  some  connecting  particle  was  left  out  We 
had  just  now  an  instance  where  one  took  the  place 
of  so.  Here  it  supplies  that,  ^  None  ooald  make 
his  vaunt  that  he  led  (that  is,  was  before)  Tydides.** 
We  still  use  the  word  in  the  smbs  sense,  as  the 
**  leading  '*  horse  in  a  race. 


Aad  aU  did  vafaUy  cspMl  Um 

(IL  tUL  497.) 
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•*  Wilfidly  —  willingly,  anxiously."  Wish/uily,  as 
elsewhere  in  Chapman. 

"  And  at,  upon  m  rich  man's  crop  of  bariey  or  of  whoat, 
Opposed  for  swiftiMM  at  their  woHk,  a  eott  of  reapen  sweat.'* 

^*  Opposed — standing  opposite  to  one  another  for 
expetlition*8  sake."  We  hope  Mr.  IIoojK'r  under- 
stood his  own  note,  for  it  ba£Bes  us  utterly.  The 
meaning  is  simply  **  pitted  against  each  other  to 
see  which  will  reiip  most  swiftly."  In  a  note  (II. 
xi.  417)  we  are  told  that  "the  etymology  [of  Itt- 
cem']  seems  uncertain."  It  is  nothing  more  than 
a  corruption  of  the  old  French  leucerve  (JLoup- 
cervwr). 

"  I  would  then  make-in  in  deed  and  steep 
My  iooome  in  their  blooda."     (IL  xriL  481.) 

"  Income  —  communication,  or  infusion,  of  courage 
from  the  Gods.  The  word  in  this  sense  Todd  says 
was  a  favorite  in  Cromwell's  time."  A  surprising 
note !  Income  here  means  nothing  more  than  "  on- 
fall," as  the  context  shows. 

"Topntthehestinw*.**     (IL  zriL  545.) 

"C^re  —  use.  Skinner  thinks  it  a  contraction  of 
usura.  It  is  frequent  in  Chaucer.  Todd  gives  ex- 
amples from  Hooker  and  L'Estrange."  The  word 
is  conmion  enough,  but  how  Mr.  Hooper  could 
seriously  quote  good  old  Skinner  for  such  an  ety- 
mology we  cannot  conceive.  It  does  not  mean  "  in 
use,"  but  "to  work,"  being  merely  the  English 
form  of  en  oeuvre^  as  "  manure  "  is  of  manaeuvrer. 

"  So  troop-meal  Troy  pnrsoed  a  while. "     (U.  xriL  634.) 
**  Troop -meal  —  in   troops,    troop   by  troop.      So 
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piece-meal.  To  meal  was  to  mingle,  mix  together ; 
from  the  f'reiieh  miler,  .  .  .  The  reader  would  do 
well  to  consult  Dr.  Jamieson's  excellent  *■  Dictionary 
of  the  Soottiah  Language'  in  voce  *melL*'*  No 
doubt  the  reader  mig^t  profit  by  consulting  it  under 
any  other  word  beginning  with  M,  and  any  of  them 
would  be  as  much  to  the  purpose  as  meil.  Troop- 
mru/,  like  inch-meal^  piee^^metU^  implies  separation, 
not  mingling,  and  is  from  a  Teutonic  root  Mr. 
lIoo]M'r  is  always  weak  in  his  linguistic.  In  a  note 
on  11.  xviii.  144,  he  informs  us  that  '*  To  sterve  is 
to  die ;  and  the  sense  of  storve,  with  cold  or  hun- 
ger originated  in  the  17th  century."  We  would 
it  had!  But  we  suspect  that  men  had  died  of 
both  these  diseases  earlier.  What  he  should  have 
said  was  that  the  restriction  of  meaning  to  that  of 
dying  with  hunger  was  modem. 

IL  XX,  239  we  have  "  the  God's  "  for  "  the  Gods'," 
and  a  few  lines  below  *'  Anchisiadea*  "  for  ^  Anchi- 
■iades's  " ;  IL  xxL  407, ''  press'd  "  for  ''  prest" 

We  had  noted  a  considerable  number  of  other 
slips,  but  we  will  mention  only  two  more.  **  Treen 
broches  "  is  explained  to  mean  **  branohes  of  ix«ea." 
(Hymn  to  Hermes,  227.)  It  meant  ** wooden 
spits."  In  the  Baochos  (28,  29)  Mr.  Hooper  n. 
itoree  a  corrupt  reading  which  Mr.  Singer  (for  a 
wonder)  had  set  right     He  prints, — 

**  Nay,  wUdi  of  aU  tU  Pow'r  foUyiliTiMd 

Of  coarse  it  should  be  powerfully  •divined,  for 
otherwise  we  most  read  **  Pow'ra."  The  five  vot 
umes  need  a  very  oaiffnl  rerision  in  their  pimot» 
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ation,  and  in  another  edition  we  should  advise  Mr. 
Hooper  to  strike  out  every  note  in  which  he  has 
been  tempted  into  etymology. 

We  come  next  to  Mr.  W.  C.  Hazlitt's  edition  of 
Lovelace.  Three  short  pieces  of  Lovelace's  have 
lived,  and  deserved  to  live:  **To  Lucasta  from 
Prison,"  ^  To  Lucasta  on  going  to  the  Wars,"  and 
"  The  Grasshopper."  They  are  graceful,  airy,  and 
nicely  finished.  The  last  especially  is  a  charming 
poem,  delicate  in  expression,  and  fiUl  of  quaint 
fancy,  which  only  in  the  latter  half  is  strained  to 
conceit.  As  the  verses  of  a  gentleman  they  are 
among  the  best,  though  not  of  a  very  high  order  as 
poetry.  He  is  to  be  classed  with  the  lucky  authors 
who,  without  great  powers,  have  written  one  or  two 
pieces  so  facile  in  thought  and  forttmate  in  phrase 
as  to  be  carried  lightly  in  the  memory,  poems  in 
which  analysis  finds  little,  but  which  are  charming 
in  their  frail  completeness.  This  faculty  of  hitting 
on  the  precise  lUt  of  thought  and  measure  that  shall 
catch  the  universal  ear,  and  make  them  sing  them- 
selves in  everybody's  memory,  is  a  rare  gift.  We 
have  heard  many  ingenious  persons  try  to  explain 
the  cling  of  such  a  poem  as  "  The  Burial  of  Sir 
John  Moore,"  and  the  result  of  all  seemed  to  be, 
that  there  were  oertsun  verses  that  were  good,  not 
because  of  their  goodness,  but  because  one  could  not 
forget  them.  They  have  the  great  merit  of  being 
portable,  and  we  have  to  carry  so  much  luggage 
tlirough  life  that  we  should  be  thankful  for  what 
will  pack  easily  and  take  up  no  room. 
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All  that  Lovekoe  wrote  beside  these  three  poems 
U  utterly  worthless,  mere  chaff  £rom  the  threshing 
of  his  wits.  Take  out  the  four  pages  on  which  they 
are  printed,  and  we  have  two  hundred  and  eighty- 
nine  left  of  the  sorriest  stuff  that  ever  spoiled 
paper.  The  poems  are  obscure,  without  anything 
in  them  to  reward  persereranoe,  dull  without  being 
moral,  and  full  of  conoeits  so  far-fetched  that  we 
oould  wish  the  author  no  worse  &te  than  to  carry 
them  back  to  where  th^  came  from.  We  are  no 
emmifia  to  what  are  commonly  called  conceits,  but 
andioffs  bear  them,  as  heralds  say,  with  a  difference. 
And  a  terrible  difference  it  is!  With  men  like 
Eark,  Donne,  Fuller,  Butler,  Manrell,  and  even 
Qoariea,  conceit  means  wit ;  they  would  canre  the 
merest  cherry-stone  of  thought  in  the  quaintest  and 
deKcateat  fashion.  But  with  duller  and  more  pain- 
fol  writers,  soch  as  Ghtfcoigne,  Marston,  Felltham, 
and  a  score  of  others,  even  with  cleverer  ones  like 
Waller,  Crashawe,  and  Suckling,  where  they  in- 
sisted on  being  fine,  their  wit  is  conceit.  Difficulty 
without  sooeess  is  perhaps  the  least  tolerable  kind 
of  writing.  Mere  stupidity  is  a  natural  failing; 
we  skip  and  pardon.  Bat  the  other  is  Dolness  in 
a  domino,  that  travesties  its  familiar  fignre,  and 
lures  us  only  to  disappoint  These  unhappy  verses 
of  Lovelace's  had  been  dead  and  lapt  in  congenial 
lead  these  two  hundred  years;  —  wliat  harm  had 
they  done  Mr.  Hazlitt  that  he  should  disinter 
them?  There  is  no  soch disenohanler  of  peaceable 
reputations  as  one  of  these  lesmreclioiHneB  of  lit* 
eratore,  who  will  not  let  mediocrities  rest  in  the 
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grave,  where  the  kind  sexton,  Oblivion,  had  bnried 
them,  but  dig  them  up  to  make  a  profit  on  their 
lead. 

Of  all  Mr.  Smith*8  editors,  Mr.  W.  Carew  Uaz- 
litt  is  the  worst.  He  is  at  times  positively  incred- 
ible, worse  even  than  Mr.  Ilalliwell,  and  that  is 
saying  a  good  deaL  Worthless  as  Lovelaoe*s  poems 
were,  they  should  have  been  edited  correctly,  if 
edited  at  alL  Even  dulness  and  dirtiness  have  a 
right  to  fair  play  and  to  be  dull  and  dirty  in  their 
own  fashion.  Mr.  Hazlitt  has  allowed  all  the  mis- 
prints of  the  original  (or  by  far  the  greater  part 
of  them)  to  stand,  but  he  has  ventured  on  many 
emendations  of  the  text,  and  in  every  important 
instance  has  blundered,  and  that,  too,  even  where 
the  habitual  practice  of  his  author  in  the  use  of 
words  might  have  led  him  right.  The  misappre- 
hension shown  in  some  of  his  notes  is  beyond  the 
belief  of  any  not  familiar  with  the  way  in  which 
old  books  are  edited  in  England  by  the  job.  We 
have  brought  a  heavy  indictment,  and  we  proceed 
to  our  proof,  choosing  only  cases  where  there  can 
be  no  dispute.  We  should  premise  tliat  Mr.  Haz- 
litt professes  to  have  corrected  the  pimctuation. 

"  And  though  he  tees  it  fall  of  woands, 
Cmel  one,  stOl  he  wonixlB  it    (p.  34.) 

Here  the  original  reads,  ^  Cruel  still  on,"  and  the 
only  correction  needed  was  a  comma  after  "  cruel." 

"  And  by  the  glorioos  light 
Of  both  tboee  stars,  which  of  their  spheres  bereft, 
Only  the  jelly  's  left."     (p.  41.) 

The  original  has   **of   which,"   and   rightly,   for 
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^  thor  spheres  bereft  **  is  parenthetic,  and  the 
aense  is  **  of  which  only  the  jelly  ^s  left,"'  Love- 
laoe  b  speaking  of  the  eyes  of  a  mistress  who  has 
grown  old,  and  his  image,  confused  as  it  is,  is 
based  on  the  belief  that  stars  shooting  from  their 
spheres  fell  to  the  earth  as  jellies,  —  a  belief,  by 
the  way,  still  to  be  met  with  in  New  England. 

Lovelace,  describing  a  cow  (and  it  is  one  of  the 
few  pretty  paasagea  in  the  Tolome),  says,  — 

"  Sh*  «■■  tk*  la^fHk,  goodUMt  baM* 
Thai  •*«  aaad  «r  altar  biMt, 


Thaa  is  Ih*  MOky.Way  ia  yghl."    (p^M.) 

Mr.  Uaslitt  changes  to  **  Bound  was  her  udder,'* 
thus  making  that  white  instead  of  the  cow,  as 
LoTelace  intended.    On  the  next  page  we  read,  — 

'*gk»  lakaa  bar  Umw  o*  th*  aMmnrfal  aaa*, 
WW,  hj  Imt  tamthk,  aow  priMth  hOT  Ufa, 
Wortiiy  akNM  tba  htdlowwl  knife." 

Compare  Chapman  (Iliads,  xviiL  480) :  — 

"Slaw  aU  their  wUto  flaee'd  aheap  aad  aMt** 

The  orig^inal  was  **  prise  their  life,^  and  the  nae  of 
^  neat  **  as  a  singnlar  in  this  way  is  so  nncommon, 
if  not  unprecedented,  and  the  Terse  as  corrected 
so  halting,  that  we  have  no  doubt  Lovelace  so 
wrote  it  Of  conne  **  hollowed  **  ihoald  be  ''  hal- 
lowed," though  the  broader  pronmiciation  still  lin- 
gers in  our  country  pulpits. 

"  What  aaad  aha  othw  hril  ar  ahami 
Balhtokrara^bMharanaf*    (p.0&) 

So  the  original,  which  Mr.  Hazlitt,  missing  the 
baa  ehaaged  to  **  what  hook  or  angle.** 
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"  Fly  Joj  on  wing*  of  Popfatjftjr* 
To  ooarta  of  fooU  idUr*  m  yoor  pUya 
Die  Uo^t  at  and  focgot."    (p.  87.) 

The  original  has  **■  there.'*     Bead,  — 

"  Fly,  Joy,  on  wingi  of  popinjay* 
To  ooarta  of  fools ;  there,  aa  yoar  playa, 
Die,"  A«. 

*^  Wliere  as,*'  as  then  used,  would  make  it  the 
"  plays  "  that  were  to  die. 

*'  Aa  he  L«oaatn  Bam*d,  a  groan 
Stranglea  the  f^i^ti—tr  paaring  tone  { 
But  aa  she  heard,  Lucacta  nnilea, 
Poaees  her  roand  ;  she 's  slipt  meanwhilaa 
Behind  the  blind  of  a  thick  bnsh."    (p.  68.) 

Mr.  Hazlitt's  note  on  *^  posses "  could  hardly  be 
matched  by  any  member  of  the  posse  conUtatua 
taken  at  random :  — 

'*  This  word  does  not  appear  to  have  any  very  exact 
meaning.  See  Halliwell'sDief umaryo/'^rcAaie  Words, 
art  Posse,  and  Worcester's  Diet,  ibid.,  &c.  The  con> 
text  here  requires  to  turn  sharply  or  quickly." 

The  "  ibid.,  &c."  is  delightful ;  in  other  words, 
"find  out  the  meaning  of  posse  for  yourself.'* 
Though  dark  to  Mr.  Hazlitt,  the  word  has  not  the 
least  obscurity  in  it.  It  is  only  another  form  of 
push,  nearer  the  French  pousser,  from  Latin  pul- 
sare,  and  "  the  context  here  requires  "  nothing  more 
than  that  an  editor  should  read  a  poem  if  he  wish 
to  understand  it     The  plain  meaning  is,  — 

"  Bat,  as  she  heard  ImccuUi,  amilea 
Poaaeaa  her  toand." 

That  is,  when  she  heard  the  name  Lucasta,  — 

for  thus  far  in  the  poem  she  has  passed  under  the 
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pamdonjrme  of  Amarantha,  **  Possefls  her  round  *' 
u  awkwartU  but  miltlly  so  for  Lovelace,  who  also 
speUs  **  oommandreas  *'  in  tbe  same  way  with  a 
nn^  B,  Process  u  spelt  prosses  in  the  report  of 
those  who  absented  themselves  from  Church  in 
Stratford. 

**  O  IIm*,  tint  swu^'flt  upam  ih»  wwwiag  mi«, 
OCiaM««ll4DMoii«MibMnL"    (p.  M.) 


Mr.    Hazlitt,    for  some    inscrutable    reason,  has 
changed  ^  haire  "  to  **  eare  *'  in  the  first  line,  pre- 
ferring the  ear  of  a  heard  to  its  hair ! 
Mr.  Hazlitt  prints,  — 

"  Poor  wfdok  fool*  I  aad  bow  gntm  Im,  thj  jajm 
Laagv  and  m  laidaf  m  tliy  pdreb  of  gtmm, 
Bid  M  laj  ia  'gaiaik  wfartar  raia*  aad  poiw 
TlMirlliMdawitkaao'«Hlo«ii«giMM.'*    (p.  Oft.) 

Sorely  we  should  read:  — 

**  Poor  vndaaC  fooU  aad  aow  giaaa  isa,  thy  joya, 
Luf*  aad  M  laadaff  ■•  thy  paroh  of  graaa, 
Bid,"d« 

Poor  fool  now  frozen,  the  shmrtness  of  thy 
joys,  who  mad'st  no  provision  against  winter,  warns 
OS  to  do  otherwise." 

"  IV  ladkm  |MMa  wM  biigMy  Mi 

laMdiriao  aoarkaaat; 

Of  whioh  tiM  oloanr  was  aet  kaovaa 

Bm  mim^  m  hm  bi— yliilw  "    (p.  101.) 


The  original  reads  rightly  **  for  which,"  Ac,  and, 
the  paaaage  being  ri^tly  pointed,  we  have,  — 


For  wkMi  tha  oloanr  wao  aol  kaova, 
Hori 


Of  ooorae  ^  complexion  '*  had  not  its  prewnt  lim* 
ited  meaning. 
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"...  my  fntnr*  daring  bayaa 
ShaU  bow  itMlf."     (p.  107.) 

**  We  should  read  themselves^'^  says  Mr.  Has- 
litt's  note  authoritatively.  Of  course  a  noun  end- 
ing in  8  is  plural  I  Not  so  fast.  In  spite  of 
the  dictionaries,  bat/8  wa.s  often  used  in  the  singxi- 
lar. 

"  Do  plant  a  apri^  of  cypress,  not  of  bays," 

says  Robert  Randolph  in  verses  prefixed  to  his 
brother  s  poems  ;  and  Felltham  in  **  Jonsonus  Viiv 
bins," 

"  A  greeaar  bays  shall  crown  Ben  Jonaon's  nama." 
But  we  will  cite  Mr.  Bayes  himself  :  — 

"  And,  where  he  took  it  np,  lesipia  the  bajfs." 

**  Bat  we  (defend  as!)  are  dirina, 
[Not]  female,  bat  madam  bom,  and  eoma 
From  a  right-honorable  wombe."     (p.  115.) 

Here  Mr.  Hazlitt  has  ruined  both  sense  and  metre 
by  his  unhappy  "  not."  We  should  read  "  Fe- 
male, but  madam-bom,"  meaning  clearly  enough 
"  we  are  women,  it  is  true,  but  of  another  race." 

"  In  every  hand  [let]  a  cap  be  fonnd 
That  from  all  bearta  a  health  may  soand."    (p.  121.) 

Wrong  again,  and  the  inserted  "let"  ruinous  to 
the  measure.  Is  it  possible  that  Mr.  Hazlitt  does 
not  understand  so  common  an  English  construction 
as  this? 

"  First  told  thee  into  th'  ayre,  then  to  the  graond."    (p.  141.) 

Mr.  Hazlitt  inserts  the  "to,"  which  is  not  in  the 
original,  from   another   version.      Lovelace  wrote 
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**  ftyer."  We  li»Te  noted  two  other  OMes  (pp.  203 
mnd  248)  where  he  makes  the  word  a  dissyllable. 
On  the  same  page  we  have  ^  shcwe's  **  changed  to 
**shew**  beeaoae  Mr.  llazlitt  did  not  know  it 
meant  ^show  ns**  and  not  **  shows.**  On  page  170, 
"* their*'  is  sabetitated  for  ''her/*  which  refers  to 
Looaeta,  and  ooold  refer  to  nothing  else. 

Mr.  Hazlitt  changes  **  quarrels  the  student  Mer- 
euj  **  to  **  quarrels  trtM,**  not  knowing  that  quaP' 
rels  was  oooe  used  as  a  traantive  verb  (p.  189). 

Wherever  he  chanoea  to  notice  it,  Mr.  Hazlitt 
ehaagea  the  verb  following  two  or  more  nouns  oon- 
neotod  by  an  **  and  **  from  singular  to  plural.     For 


"  Toa,  dr,  tlom,  fan*,  and  all  iiiian— lag  ifcj— 
flU  tha  wt  taatk,"  Ac,  (p.  2S4) 

for  ''files.**  Lovelace  commonly  writes  so;  —  on 
p.  181,  where  it  escaped  Mr.  Hazlitt*s  grammatioal 
eye,  we  find, — 

"  Bat  bntlua  faith,  aad  th' flaMa  of  it. 
An  daniiV  gold,  WM  aaaaaad  to  tlM  pit.'* 

Indeed,  it  was  usual  with  writers  of  that  day. 
Milton  in  one  of  his  sonnets  has  — 


"  Tkj  WOTtk  aad  akill  tmtmft$  Am  fraa  thm  taroog,  '  — 

and  Leigh  Hunt,  for  the  sake  ol  the  archaism,  in 
one  of  his,  "  Patience  and  Gentleness  is  power.** 

Weariness,  and  not  want  of  matter,  oompeb  nt 
to  desist  from  further  examples  of  Mr.  Hailitl^a 
emendations.  But  we  must  also  give  a  few  speci- 
mens of  his  notes,  and  of  the  care  with  which  he 
baa  coCTeoted  the  punctmitioii* 
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In  a  note  on  "  flutes  of  canary"  (p.  76)  too  long 
to  quote,  Mr.  Hazlitt,  after  citing  the  glossary  of 
Nares  (edition  of  1869,  by  Wright  and  Hallivrell, 
a  very  careless  book,  to  speak  mildly),  in  which 
^ute  is  conjectured  to  mean  aisky  says  that  he  is 
not  satisfied,  but  adds,  **  I  suspect  that  a  flute  of 
canary  was  so  called  from  the  cask  having  several 
vent-holes."  But  flute  means  simply  a  tall  glass, 
liassel,  describing  the  glass-making  at  Murano, 
says,  **  For  the  High  Dutch  they  have  high  glasses 
called  Flutex,  a  full  yard  long."  So  in  Dryden*s 
Sir  Martin  Mar-ally  "  bring  two  ^ute-glasses  and 
some  stools,  ho !  We  '11  have  the  ladies'  health." 
The  origin  of  the  wortl,  though  doubtful,  is  prob- 
ably nearer  to  flood  than  flute.  But  conceive  of 
two  gentlemen,  members  of  one  knows  not  how 
many  learned  societies,  like  Messrs.  Wright  and 
Halliwell,  pretending  to  edit  Nares,  when  they 
query  a  wonl  which  they  could  have  found  in  any 
French  or  German  Dictionary ! 

On  page  93  we  have,  — 

"  Hayle,  holy  cold  !  chaste  temper,  hajle !  the  fire 
BaTod  o'er  my  purer  thooghte  I  feel  t'  expire." 

Mr.  Hazlitt  annotates  thus :  "  Rav'd  seems  here  to 
be  equivalent  to  reav'd  or  bereaved.  Perhaps  the 
correct  reading  may  be  *  reav'd.'  See  Worcester's 
Dictionary^  art  Rave,  where  Menage's  supposition 
of  afi&nity  between  rave  and  bereave  is  perhaps  a 
little  too  slightingly  treated." 

The  meaning  of   Lovelace  was,  "  the  fire  that 
raved."     But  what  Mr.  Hazlitt  would  make  with 
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**  reaved  o'er  m j  purer  thoughts,**  we  cannot  oon- 
oeive.  On  the  whole,  we  think  he  must  have  writ> 
ten  the  note  merely  to  make  his  surprising  glosso- 
logioal  suggestion.  All  that  Worcester  does  for 
the  etymology,  by  the  way,  is  to  cite  Richardsnn, 
no  safe  guide. 

•  \Wmn  mom  ommm  iplfw,  t'othf:  mo\ "    (p.  112..) 

The  comma  in  this  verse  has,  of  course,  no  right 
there,  but  Mr.  Uailitt  leaves  the  whole  passage  so 
corrupt  that  we  cannot  spend  time  in  disinfecting 
it.  We  quote  it  only  for  the  sake  of  his  note  on 
**  ao  to."    It  is  marvellous. 

**  An  sxeUmataon  of  mppriml  whan  an  actor  made  a 
hit  The  curniption  teans  to  be  somewhat  akin  to  the 
Tt«i^«  *  n,  M,*  a  eorruption  of  *  «ia,  no.'  ** 

That  the  editor  of  an  English  poet  need  not  un- 
derstand Italian  we  may  grant,  but  that  he  should 
not  know  the  meaning  of  a  phrase  so  common  in 
his  own  language  as  8o-so  is  intolerable.  Lovelace 
has  been  saying  that  a  certain  play  might  have 
gained  applause  under  certain  circumstances,  but 
that  everybody  caUs  it  ao-ao^  —  something  very 
different  from  **  an  errlamatian  of  approval,"  one 
shoold  say.  The  fduraie  answers  exactly  to  the 
Italian  cos^  eos^  while  si  (not  n)  is  derived  from 
•te,  and  b  analogous  with  the  affirmative  use  of  the 
German  ao  and  the  Yankee  Jes*  ao. 

"Ok,lMvlMhaBt*MdaMtl^bmittolM£r7«ar    (p.  141.) 

The  note  on/ryed  is,  — 
**  L  e.  freed.    /V«t  and  /irttd  were  ■wnsihnst  pr» 
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noanced  like  Jry  and  fry«d;  for  Lord  North,  in  his 
Forest  of  Varieties,  1645,  has  these  lines :  •— 

*  Birds  that  long  hare  lived  free, 
Caogfat  aad  ea^'d,  bat  pine  and  dia.* 

Here  evidently  free  is  intended  to  rhyme  with  die.'* 

*^  Evidently ! "  An  instance  of  the  unsafeness  of 
rhyme  as  a  g^ide  to  pronunciation.  It  was  die 
that  bad  the  sound  of  dee,  as  everybody  (but  Mr. 
Hazlitt)  knows.  Lovelace  himself  rhymes  die  and 
she  on  p.  269.  But  what  shaU  we  say  to  our  edi- 
tor's not  knowing  thatyVy  was  used  formerly  where 
we  should  say  burn  ?  Lovers  used  to  fry  with 
love,  whereas  now  they  have  got  out  of  the  frying- 
pan  into  the  fire.  In  this  case  a  martyr  is  repre- 
sented as  burning  (i.  e.  longing)  to  be  fried  (i.  e. 
burned). 

"Her  beams  ne'er  shed  or  ehaage  like  th' hair  of  day."    (p.  224.) 

Mr.  Hazlitt^s  note  is,  — 

"  Hair  is  here  used  in  what  has  become  quite  an  ob- 
solete sense.  The  meaning  is  outward  form,  nature,  or 
character.  The  word  used  to  be  by  no  means  uncom- 
mon ;  but  it  is  now,  as  was  before  remarked,  out  of 
fashion ;  and  indeed  I  do  not  think  that  it  is  found  even 
in  any  old  writer  used  exactly  in  the  way  in  which  Lore- 
lace  has  employed  it" 

We  should  think  not,  as  Mr.  Hazlitt  understands 
it !  Did  he  never  hear  of  the  golden  hair  of  Apollo, 
—  of  the  intonsum  Cynthium  ?  Don  Quixote  was  a 
better  scholar  where  he  speaks  of  las  dorados  hebras 
de  su8  hermosos  cabellos.  But  hair  never  meant 
what  Mr.  Hazlitt  says  it  does,  even  when  used  as 
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be  suppoMS  it  to  be  bere.  It  had  nothing  to  do 
with  ^outward  form,  nature,  or  character/*  bat 
bad  a  meaning  mnch  nearer  what  we  exprcsB  by 
toDpoAiDent,  which  its  color  was  and  is  thought  to 
indicate!. 

On  p.  282  **tnld  ink"  is  exphuned  to  mean 
**  unrtfined.**    It  is  a  mere  misprint  for  "  tn/J." 

Page  237,  Mr.  Haxlitt,  expkining  an  allusion  of 
LoTebu»  to  the  **ea8t  and  west"  in  speaking  of 
George  Sandys,  mentions  Sandys's  Oriental  travels, 
bat  seems  not  to  know  that  he  translated  Ovid  in 
Virginia. 

Pages  251,  252 :  — 

"  Aad  Mtlwk  nUMT  sanqoOTt  doBb««i  Bot, 
Who  bM  OM  ifliirtw  kad  of  CHtiial, 
Bat  «««ld  ■■■■It  cr'a  itmtk,  ao  atriNtgly  chsiaMd, 
Aad  aalwd  oppoM  foelu,  witli  thk  boM  ummd.** 

Mr.  Haxlitt  reads  hitt  for  this  in  the  last  terse,  and 
his  note  on  ^  bone  "  is :  — 

**Aiid  be  foand  a  new  jawbone  of  an  aas,  and  pot 
furUi  his  hand  and  took  it,  and  slew  a  thomand  men 
therewith.     (Judges  zr.  15.)" 

Could  the  farce  of  ""editing**  go  farther?  To 
make  a  **  splinter  of  Castriot  '*  an  ass*s  jawbone  is 
a  little  too  bad.  We  refer  Mr.  Hazlitt  to  '"The 
Life  of  George  Castriot,  King  of  Epirus  and 
Albania,'*  ^.,  Ac.,  (Edinburgh,  1753,)  p.  82,  for 
an  explanation  of  this  profotmd  diflficulty.  He  will 
there  find  that  the  Turkish  soldiers  wore  relics  of 
Soaaderbeg  as  charms. 

Perhaps  Mr.  IIaalttt*s  most  astoandiiig  aoto  Is 
on  the  w<nd  piehear  (p.  208). 
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"  So  within  ihot  she  doth  piekMur, 
Now  gall's  [galla]  tha  flank  and  now  tha  raar." 

*^  In  the  sense  in  which  it  is  here  used  this  word 
seems  to  be  peculiar  to  Lovehice.  Topickear,  or 
pickeer^  means  to  skirmish.''*  And,  pi^J*  what 
other  possible  meaning  can  it  have  here  ? 

Of  his  corrections  of  the  press  we  will  correct  a 
few  samples. 

Page  84,  for  "Love  nee  re  liis  standard,"  read 
"  ntere:'  Page  82,  for  «  faU  too;'  read  "  fall  to" 
(or,  as  we  ought  to  print  such  words,  "-  fall-to  "). 
Page  83,  for  "star-made  firmament,"  read  "star, 
made  firmament."  Page  161,  for  "  To  look  their 
enemies  in  their  hearse,"  read,  both  for  sense  and 
metre,  into.  Page  176,  for  "  the  gods  have  kneeled," 
read  hcid.  Page  182,  for  "  In  beds  they  tumbled 
off  their  own,"  read  of.  Page  184,  for  "  in  mine 
one  monument  I  lie,"  read  oum£.  Page  212,  for 
"  Deucalion's  ft^ac^-flung  stone,"  read  "  baokflung." 
Of  the  punctuation  we  shall  give  but  one  specimen, 
and  that  a  fair  average  one :  — 

"  Naso  to  hia  Tiballaa  flung  the  wreath. 
He  to  Catullos  thos  did  each  beqneath. 
This  glorions  circle,  to  another  round. 
At  last  the  temples  of  a  god  it  bound." 

Our  readers  over  ten  years  of  age  will  easily 
correct  this  for  themselves. 

Time  brings  to  obscure  authors  ^  an  odd  kind  of 
reparation,  an  immortality,  not  of  love  and  interest 
and  admiration,  but  of  curiosity  merely.     In  pro- 

^  Eariy  Popular  Poetry.     Edited  by  W.  Caiew  Hazlitt. 
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portitMi  M  their  language  was  unooath,  proyincial, 
or  eren  barbaroos,  their  valoe  becomes  the  greater. 
A  book  of  which  only  a  single  copy  escaped  its 
natural  enemies,  the  pastry-oook  and  tmnk-maker, 
may  contain  one  word  that  makes  daylight  in  some 
dark  passage  of  a  g^reat  author,  and  its  name  shall 
aooordinf^y  live  forcTer  in  a  note.  Is  not,  then,  a 
Sftholisstic  athanasy  better  than  none?  And  if  lit. 
erary  vanity  sorvive  death,  or  even  worse,  as  Bm- 
netto  Latini's  made  him  insensible  for  a  moment  to 
the  rain  of  fire  and  the  burning  sand,  the  authors 
of  such  books  as  are  not  properly  literature  may 
still  comfort  themselves  with  a  non  omnia  moriar^ 
laying  a  moumfnl  emphasis  on  the  adjective,  and 
feeling  that  they  have  not  lived  wholly  in  vain 
while  they  share  with  the  dodo  a  fragmentary  oon- 
tinnanoe  on  earth.  To  be  sore,  the  iomiortality, 
sooh  as  it  is,  belongs  less  to  themselves  than  to  the 
famous  men  they  help  to  illustrate.  If  they  escape 
••Mivion,  it  is  by  a  back  door,  as  it  were,  and  they 
Hurvive  only  in  fine  print  at  the  p*ge*s  foot.  At 
till-  banquet  of  fame  they  sit  below  the  salt  After 
ail,  perhaps,  the  next  best  thing  to  being  famous  or 
infamous  is  to  be  utterly  forgotten,  for  this  also  is 
to  achieve  a  kind  of  definite  result  by  living.  To 
hang  on  the  periloos  edge  of  immortality  by  the 
nails,  liable  at  any  moment  to  drop  into  the  fathom- 
less ooae  of  oblivion,  is  at  best  a  qoestionable 
beatitude.  And  yet  sometimes  the  merest  bamadea 
that  have  attached  themselves  to  the  stately  keeb 
of  Dante  or  Shakefpeare  or  BfOton  have  an  inta>> 
est  of  tlieir  own  by  letting  us  know  in  what  remote 
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waters  those  hardy  navigators  went  a  pearl-fishing. 
Has  not  Mr.  Dyoe  traced  Shakespeare's  **  dusty 
death "  to  Anthony  Copley,  and  Milton's  ""  back 
resounded  Death  I "  to  Abraham  Fraunoe  ?  Nay, 
is  it  not  Bernard  de  Venta<lour's  lark  that  sings 
forever  in  the  diviner  air  of  Dante's  Paradise  ? 

"  Quan  Tey  landeta  morar 
De  joi  Mu  alaa  contni'l  rmi. 
Que  s'oblid*  a  •  Ui«a  caxer 
Per  la  dooMor  qa  'al  oor  li  'n  raL** 

"  Qoal  lodoletta  che  in  aeia  ai  apaiia, 
Prima  cantando,  e  poi  tace  eootente 
Dell*  nltima  doloena  che  la  aaxia." 

We  are  not  sure  that  Bernard's  "  Que  s'oblida 
e  s  laissa  cazer  "  is  not  sweeter  than  Dante's  **  taoe 
contenta,"  but  it  was  plainly  the  doussor  that  gave 
its  cue  to  the  greater  poet's  memory,  and  he  has 
improved  on  it  with  that  exquisite  ultima,  as  his 
master  Virgil  sometimes  did  on  Homer. 

But  authors  whose  interest  for  us  is  mainly  bib- 
liographic belong  rather  in  such  collections  as  Mr. 
AUibone's.  As  literature  they  are  oppressive ;  as 
items  of  literary  history  they  find  their  place  in  that 
vast  list  which  records  not  only  those  named  for 
promotion,  but  also  the  killed,  wounded,  and  miss- 
ing in  the  Battle  of  the  Books.  There  our  hearts 
are  touched  with  something  of  the  same  vague 
pathos  that  dims  the  eye  in  some  deserted  grave- 
yard. The  brief  span  of  our  earthly  immortalities 
is  brought  home  to  us  as  nowhere  else.  What  a 
necrology  of  notability  I  How  many  a  controversi- 
alist, terrible  in  his  day,  how  many  a  rising  genius 
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that  aomehow  stuck  on  the  horizon,  how  many  a 
withering  Mtiritt,  lies  here  shrunk  all  away  to  the 
tombstone  brevity  of  a  name  and  date !  Think  of 
the  aspirations,  the  dreams,  the  hopes,  the  toil,  the 
oonfldenoe  (of  himself  and  wife)  in  an  impartial 
and  f^enerous  posterity,  —  and  then  read  *^  Smith 
J.  [ohn?]  1713-1784  (?).  The  Vision  of  Immor- 
talitv.  an  Epique  Poem  in  twelve  books,  1740,  4to. 
See  Lmimdes"  The  time  of  his  own  death  less 
certain  than  that  of  his  poem,  (which  we  may  fix 
pretty  safely  in  1740,)  and  the  only  posterity  that 
took  any  interest  in  him  the  indefatigable  compiler 
to  whom  a  name  was  valuable  in  proportion  as  it 
was  obscure.  Well,  to  have  even  so  much  as  your 
title-page  read  after  it  has  rounded  the  corner  of 
its  first  century,  and  to  enjoy  a  posthumous  public 
of  one  is  better  than  nothing.  This  is  the  true 
Valhalla  of  Mediocrity,  the  Libro  d*  oro  of  the 
onymi-cmonifmi,  of  the  never-named  authors  who 
eziift  only  in  name.  Parson  Adams  would  be  here 
had  he  found  a  printer  for  his  aermons,  and  Mr. 
Primrose,  if  a  copy  existed  of  his  tracts  on  mono- 
gamy. Papyroroetes  jnnior  will  turn  here  with 
jnst^Bable  pride  to  the  name  of  his  respectable  pro- 
genitor. Here  we  are  secure  of  perpetuity  at  feast, 
if  of  nothing  better,  and  are  sons,  though  we  may 
not  be  heirs,  of  fame.  Here  is  a  handy  and  inez- 
pensire  snbetitute  for  the  waxen  imagines  of  the 
Boman  patriciate,  for  those  must  have  been  incon- 
vrnirnt  to  pack  on  a  change  of  lodgings,  UaUe  to 
III*  h  in  warm  weather  (eren  the  elder  Bratas  hiuh 
Htlf  might  soften  in  the  dog-days)  and  not  readfly 
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salable  unless  to  some  novua  homo  willing  to  buy  a 
set  of  ancestors  ready-made,  as  some  of  our  own 
enthusiasts  in  ii^nealogy  are  said  to  order  a  family- 
tree  from  the  heraldic  nurseryman,  skilled  to  imp  a 
slip  of  Scroggins  on  a  stock  of  De  Vere  or  Mont- 
morenci.  Fame,  it  should  seem,  like  electricity,  is 
both  positive  and  negative,  and  if  a  writer  must  be 
Somebody  to  make  himself  of  permanent  interest  to 
the  world  at  large,  he  must  not  less  be  Nobody  to 
have  his  namelessness  embalmed  by  M.  Gudrard. 
The  benignity  of  Providence  is  nowhere  more 
clearly  to  be  seen  than  in  its  compensations.  As 
there  is  a  large  class  of  men  madly  desirous  to 
decipher  cuneiform  and  other  inscriptions,  simply 
because  of  their  illegibility,  so  there  is  another 
class  driven  by  a  like  irresistible  instinct  to  the 
reprinting  of  unreadable  books.  Whether  these 
have  even  a  philologic  value  for  us  depends  on  the 
accuracy  and  learning  bestowed  upon  them  by  the 
editor. 

For  there  is  scarcely  any  rubbish-heap  of  liter- 
ature out  of  which  something  precious  may  not  be 
raked  by  the  diligent  explorer,  and  the  late  Mr. 
Dyce  (since  Gifford,  the  best  editor  of  our  liter- 
ature of  the  Tudor  and  Jacobean  periods)  might 
well  be  called  the  Golden  Dustman,  so  many  were 
the  precious  trifles  sifted  out  by  his  intelligent  in- 
dustry. It  would  not  be  easy  to  name  any  work 
more  thoroughly  done  than  his  edition  of  Skclton. 
He  was  not  a  philologist  in  the  stricter  sense,  but 
no  man  had  such  a  commonplace-book  as  he,  or 
knew  so  exactly  the  meaning  with  which  words 
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were  used  during  the  period  he  did  so  much  to 
illustrate.  Elegant  scholarship  is  not  often,  as  in 
him,  patient  of  dmdgeiyand  conscientious  in  pains- 
taking. Between  tneh  a  man  and  Mr.  Carew  Has- 
litt  the  contrast  is  by  no  means  agreeable.  The 
one  was  not  more  distinguished  by  modest  accuracy 
than  the  other  is  by  the  rash  conceit  of  that  half- 
knowledge  which  is  more  mischievous  in  an  editor 
than  downright  ignorance.  This  language  is  strong 
because  it  is  true,  though  we  should  not  have  felt 
eaDed  upon  to  use  it  but  for  the  vulgar  flippancy 
with  which  Mr.  Hazlitt  alludes  depreciatingly  to 
the  labors  of  bis  predecessors,  —  to  such  men  as 
Ritson,  Utterson,  Wright,  and  Sir  Frederick  Mad- 
den, his  superiors  in  everything  that  goes  to  the 
making  of  a  good  editor.  Most  of  them  are  now 
dead  and  nuled  in  their  chests,  and  it  is  not  for  us 
to  forget  the  great  debt  we  owe  to  them,  and  others 
like  them,  who  first  opened  paths  for  us  through 
the  tangled  wilderness  of  oar  early  literature.  A 
modem  editor,  with  his  ready-made  helps  of  gloe> 
Miy,  annotation,  and  comment,  should  think  rather 
of  the  difficulties  than  the  defects  of  these  pioneers. 
How  different  is  Mr.  Hazlitt*s  spirit  from  that 
of  the  thorough  and  therefore  modest  scholar  I  In 
the  Preface  to  his  AltengHtche  Spraehprobe% 
Matiner  nyi  of  an  editor,  doB  BuU  wu  «r  i$t 
verdankt  er  Andem^  an  accidental  pentameter  that 
mighl  leem  to  have  dropped  out  of  yathan  dtt 
W0i$$,  Mr.  Haalitt  would  profit  much  by  getting 
some  friend  to  transUte  for  him  the  whole  pan^ 
graph  in  which  it  oocnrs. 


820  LIDItARY  OF  OLD  AUTHORS 

We  see  it  announced  that  Mr.  Hazlitt  b  to 
superintend  a  new  edition  of  Warton's  I  listory  of 
En<i^lish  Poetry,  and  are  pained  to  think  of  the 
treatment  that  robust  scholar  and  genial  poet  is 
likely  to  receive  at  the  hands  of  an  editor  without 
taste,  discrimination,  or  learning.  Of  his  taste  a 
single  specimen  may  suffice.  He  tells  us  that  ^  in 
an  artistic  and  constructive  point  of  view,  the 
Mylner  of  Ahlngton  is  superior  to  its  predeces- 
sor," that  predecessor  l)eing  Chaucer's  J?et>e*«  Tb/e, 
which,  with  his  usual  inaccuracy,  he  assigns  to  the 
Miller  !  Of  his  discrimination  we  have  a  sufficient 
test  in  the  verses  he  has  fathered  upon  Ilerrick  in  a 
late  edition  of  the  most  graceful  of  our  lyric  poets. 
Perhaps  discrimination  is  not,  after  all,  the  right 
word,  for  we  have  sometimes  seen  cause  to  doubt 
whether  Mr.  Hazlitt  ever  reads  carefully  the  very 
documents  he  prints.  For  example,  in  the  Bio- 
g^phical  Notice  prefixed  to  the  Herrick  he  says 
(p.  xvii) :  "  Mr.  W.  Perry  Herrick  has  plausibly 
suggested  that  the  pajTnents  made  by  Sir  William 
to  his  nephew  were  simply  on  account  of  the  for- 
tune which  belonged  to  Robert  in  right  of  his  father, 
and  which  his  uncle  held  in  trust ;  this  was  about 
^00;  and  I  think  from  allusions  in  the  letters 
printed  elsewhere  that  this  view  may  be  the  correct 
one."  May  be !  The  poet  says  expressly,  "  I  en- 
treat you  out  of  my  little  possession  to  deliver  to 
this  bearer  the  customarye  £10,  without  which  1 
cannot  meate  [?]  my  ioymey."  The  words  we 
have  italicized  are  conclusive.  By  the  way,  Mr. 
Ilazlitt's  wise-looking  query  after  *'  meate  "  is  con- 
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donve  also  m  to  hiii  fitnew  for  editorship.  Did  he 
never  hear  of  the  familiar  phrase  **  to  meet  the  ex- 
pense**? If  so  trifling  a  nuMpelling  can  mystify 
him,  what  moat  be  the  condition  of  his  mind  in 
face  ai  the  more  than  Protean  traveetiee  which 
words  underwent  before  they  were  uniformed  bj 
J<^mson  and  Walker?  Mr.  Haslitt's  mind,  to  be 
■ore,  like  the  wind  Cecias,  always  finds  its  own 
fog.  In  another  of  Herrick's  letters  we  find,  ''  For 
what  her  monie  can  be  e£Fected  (mc)  when  there  is 
diuision  'twixt  the  hart  and  hand  ?  "  '*  Her  monie  ** 
of  ooorse  means  hwrmome^  and  effected  is  therefore 
right.  What  Mr.  Hazlitt  may  have  meant  by  his 
**  («c)  "  it  were  idle  to  inquire. 

We  have  already  had  occasion  to  examine  some 
of  Mr.  Hazlitt's  work,  and  we  are  sony  to  say  that 
in  tlie  fuur  volumes  before  us  we  find  no  reason  for 
changing  our  opinion  of  his  utter  disqualification 
for  the  duties  of  editorship.  He  seldom  clears  up 
a  real  difliculty  (never,  we  might  say,  with  lights 
of  his  own),  he  frequently  creates  a  darkneaa  where 
none  was  before,  and  the  peculiar  f*umptiou9ne»»  of 
his  incapacity  makes  it  particularly  offensive.  We 
shall  bring  a  few  instances  in  proof  of  what  we 
assert,  oar  only  embarrassment  being  in  the  super* 
abondaaoe  of  oar  material  In  the  Introduction  to 
the  second  volome  of  his  ooUeotion,  Mr.  Hazlitt 
speaks  of  ^  the  utter  want  of  ctHumon  care  on  the 
part  of  previoas  editors  of  oar  old  poetry.**  Socli 
oveniglita  as  he  has  remarked  vpon  in  Us  ndM 
are  eomuKmly  errors  of  the  press,  a  point  oo  which 
Mr.  Haslitt,  of  all  men,  shookl  have  been  tkt» 
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itablo,  for  his  own  volumes  are  full  of  them.  We 
call  his  attention  to  one  such  which  is  rather  amus- 
ing. In  his  "  additional  notes  "  we  find  "  line  77, 
vrylle.  Strike  out  the  note  upon  this  word ;  but 
the  explanation  is  correct  Be  wroghi  was  a  mis- 
print, however,  for  he  wroghtJ'*  The  error  occurs 
in  a  citation  of  three  lines  in  which  lother  is  stiU 
left  for  tother.  The  original  note  affords  us  so 
good  an  example  of  Mr.  IIazlitt*s  style  of  editing 
as  to  be  worth  preserving.  In  the  **  Kyng  and  the 
Hermit "  we  read,  — 

"  He  De  wyst  ir[1i]era  that  he  wm 
Ne  out  of  the  forest  for  to  paae, 
And  thoa  he  rode  all  wylle." 

And  here  is  Mr.  Ilazlitt's  annotation  on  the  word 
tpylle  :  — 

"  *.  e.  evil.  In  a  MS.  of  the  Tale  of  the  Basyru, 
supposed  by  Mr.  Wright,  who  edited  it  in  1836,  to 
be  written  in  the  Salopian  dialect,  are  the  following 
lines:  — 

'  The  lother  hade  litull  thogfat, 
Off  hiubandry  cowth  he  noght. 
But  alle  his  wyrw  w£U  be  wTO^t' "     (VoLLp.  16.) 

It  is  plain  that  he  supposed  wUl^  in  this  very  simple 
passage,  to  mean  evil!  This  he  would  seem  to 
rectify,  but  at  the  same  time  takes  care  to  tell  us 
that  "  the  explanation  [of  xnjUe]  is  correct."  He 
is  wiUing  to  give  up  one  blunder,  if  only  he  may 
have  one  left  to  comfort  himself  withal !  Wylle  is 
simply  a  rhjTning  fetch  for  wild,  and  the  passage 
means  that  the  king  rode  at  random.     The  use  of 
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unid  with  this  meaning  is  still  common  in  such 
phrases  as  ^^he  struck  wild/*  In  ^Ilavelok**  we 
fintl  it  in  the  nearly  related  sense  of  bdng  at  a 
loss,  knowing  not  vihat  to  do:  — 

"  To  liaoolM  IwrfoC  h*  yad* 
Hww  ha  kam  tk«r  W  wm  ftd  ml, 
N«  hMMd*  W  ao  fraad  to  faarn  tiL** 

AH  irylle,  in  short,  means  the  kind  of  editing  that 
is  likely  to  be  done  by  a  gentleman  who  picks  up 
his  misinformation  as  he  goes  along.  We  would 
hint  that  a  person  most  know  something  before  he 
can  use  even  a  glossary  with  safety. 

In  the  ^  King  and  the  Barker/*  when  the  tanner 
finds  out  that  it  is  the  king  whom  he  has  been 
treating  so  familiarly,  and  falls  upon  his  knees, 
Mr.  Haxlitt  prints, 

"  H«  had  no  uMyad*  of  hM  hod*,  Mr  oap*,  M  mUll," 

and  subjoins  the  following  note :  **  Badell,  or  rad- 
die,  signifies  a  side  of  a  cart;  but  here,  appar- 
ently, stands  for  the  cart  itself.  Ritson  printed  ner 
adelL"'  Mr.  Ilaslitt's  explanation  of  raddle,  which 
he  got  from  Ilalliwell,  is  incorrect  The  word,  as 
its  derivation  (from  O.  F.  rasteT)  implies,  means 
the  rtt(l«*  or  end  of  a  Aay-cart,  in  which  the  uprights 
are  act  like  the  teeth  of  a  rake.  But  what  has  a 
cart  to  do  here  ?  There  is  periiaps  a  touch  of  what 
an  editor  of  old  doggerel  would  benignantly  call 
humor,  in  the  tanner*s  forgetfulness  of  his  raiment, 
but  the  cart  is  as  little  to  the  purpose  as  one  of 
Mr.  IIazlitt*s  own  notes.  The  tanner  was  on  hone- 
l>ack,  as  the  roads  of  the  period  required  that  he 
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Klioiild  1h>,  and  good  old  Ritson  vras  plainly  on  the 
right  track  in  his  reading,  though  his  text  was 
muddled  by  a  misprint.  As  it  was,  he  got  one 
word  right,  and  so  far  has  the  advantage  of  Mr. 
Hazlitt.  The  true  reading  is,  of  course,  tier  a  dellf 
never  a  deal,  not  a  whit.  The  very  phrase  occurs 
in  another  poem  which  Mr.  Hazlitt  has  reprinted 
in  his  collection,  — 

"  For  never  a  dell 
He  wyll  me  lore  agayne."    (YoL  uL  p.  2.) 

That  adell  was  a  misprint  in  Ritson  is  proved  by 
the  fact  that  the  word  does  not  appear  in  his  glos- 
sary. If  we  were  to  bring  Mr.  Hazlitt  to  book  for 
his  misprints  !  In  the  poem  we  have  just  quoted 
he  gravely  prints,  — 

"Matter  in  dede. 
My  aidee  did  blede," 

for  "  mother,  indede,"  *'  through  ryght  wysenes  ** 
for  "  though  ryghtwisenes,"  **  with  man  vnkjTide  '* 
for  "  sith  man  vnkynde,"  *'  ye  knowe  a  parte  "  for 
"  ye  knowe  aperte,"  "  here  in  "  for  "  herein,"  all  of 
which  make  nonsense,  and  all  come  within  the  first 
one  hundred  and  fifty  lines,  and  those  of  the  short- 
est, mostly  of  four  syllables  each.  Perhaps  they 
rather  prove  ignorance  than  want  of  care.  One 
blunder  falling  within  the  same  limits  we  have  re- 
served for  special  comment,  because  it  affords  a 
good  example  of  Mr.  Hazlitt's  style  of  editing :  — 

"  Yonr  herte  aonerayiie 
Cloaen  in  tirayne 
Bj  loivea  tha  blynde."    (VoL  iiL  p.  7.) 
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Here  the  aninstmofeed  reader  would  be  ts  ocnb- 
pletely  in  the  dark  as  to  what  longes  meant  ae  the 
editor  plainly  was  himself.  The  old  rhymer  no 
doubt  wrote  Longis,  meaning  thereby  Longinus,  a 
persooage  ftuniliar  enough,  one  should  think,  to 
any  reader  of  mediaeval  poetry.  Mr.  Ilazlitt  ab- 
solves himself  for  not  having  supplied  a  gloHsaiy 
by  the  plea  that  none  is  needed  by  the  class  of 
readers  for  whom  his  volmnes  are  intended.  But 
this  will  hanlly  seem  a  valid  exonse  for  a  gentle- 
man who  often  goes  out  of  his  way  to  explain  in 
his  notes  such  simple  matters  as  that  ^^  shape  ** 
means  **form,"  and  that  **Johan  of  the  golden 
monthe  **  means  **  St.  Chxysostom/'  which,  indeed^ 
it  does  not,  any  more  than  Johannes  Baptista 
means  St  Bi^itisi.  We  will  supply  Mr.  Hazlitt 
with  an  illustration  of  the  passage  from  fiekker*s 
Ferahrtu^  the  more  willingly  as  it  may  direct  his 
attention  to  a  shining  example  of  how  an  old 
poem  should  be  edited :  — 

"  «•  U  eroti  voa  p«id«D  H  fda  lorfMi 
MB  Loffa  TO*  f nfa  d*  M  laH* 
•1  MB  avi*  Tkt  •■  liMtoC  m  TiTMi; 
lo  Mas  U  VMM  fm  Taite  mtao  al 
•  [•!]  toq««l  M  Mt  fc— 1^  ri  Tio  •! 

Mr.  Hailitt,  to  be  sure  (who  prints  sang  parlm 
for  sons  parier)  (voL  i.  p.  265),  will  not  be  able 
to  form  any  notion  of  what  these  verses  mean,  but 
perhaps  he  will  be  able  to  draw  an  inlerenoe  from 
the  capital  L  that  Icnge*  is  a  proper  name.  The 
word  truan  at  the  end  of  the  first  verse  of  our  cita- 
tion may  also  soggwi  to  him  that  truant  is  not 
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quite  so  satisfactory  an  explanation  of  the  word 
tretrat  as  he  seems  to  think.  (Vol.  iv.  p.  24,  note.^ 
In  deference  to  Mr.  Hazlitt*s  presumed  familiarity 
with  an  author  sometimes  quoted  by  him  in  his 
notes,  we  will  point  him  to  another  illustration :  — 

"  Ao  ther  cam  f  ortli  •  knygfat, 
With  a  kene  spere  y-grooode 
Highta  Longeiu,  m  the  leitre  telleth, 
And  long*  hadde  \an  his  nghte." 

Pien  PUmghman,  Wright,  p.  874 

Mr.  Hazlitt  shows  to  peculiar  advantage  where 
Old  French  is  in  question.  Upon  the  word  Oi<yll 
he  favors  us  with  the  following  note :  **  The  black- 
bird. In  East  Cornwall  ozell  Ls  used  to  signify  the 
windpipe,  and  thence  the  bird  may  have  had  its 
name,  as  Mr.  Couch  has  suggested  to  me."  (VoL 
ii.  p.  25.)  Of  course  the  blackbird,  alone  among 
fowls,  is  distinguished  by  a  windpipe !  The  name 
is  merely  another  form  of  O.  F.  oisily  and  was 
usur]>ed  naturally  enough  by  one  of  the  commonest 
birds,  just  as  pajaro  (L.  passer')  in  Spanish,  by  a 
similar  process  in  the  opposite  direction,  came  to 
mean  bird  in  generaL  On  the  very  next  page  he 
speaks  of  "  the  Romance  which  is  vulgarly  entitled 
Lyheaus  DisconuSj  i.  e.  Le  Beau  Disconnu.**  If 
he  had  corrected  Disconus  to  Desconus,  all  had 
been  well ;  but  Disconnu  neither  is  nor  ever  was 
French  at  all.  Where  there  is  blundering  to  be 
done,  one  stone  often  serves  Mr.  Ilazlitt  for  two 
birds.  Ly  beaus  Disconus  is  perfectly  correct  old 
French,  and  another  form  of  the  adjective  (bins) 
perhaps  explains  the  sound  we  give  to  the  first  syl* 
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Li)  lie  of  beauty  and  Beaufort  A  barrister  at  law, 
as  Mr.  Haxlitt  b,  may  not  be  called  on  to  know 
anything;  about  old  English  or  modem  French,  but 
we  might  ^rly  expect  him  to  have  at  least  a  smat- 
tering of  Law  French  I  In  volume  foorth,  page 
129,  a  goodman  trying  his  wife, 

**  Bud  Imt  tak*  dM  pot  Uuit  aod  omt  ^  fin 
AmI  Mi  it  abooM  rpoa  th*  Mtim.** 

Mr.  Hazlitt*s  note  upon  astire  is  "  hearth,  i.  q. 
astttJ*  Knowing  that  the  modem  French  waa 
fttre,  he  too  rashly  inferred  a  form  which  never  ex- 
isted  except  in  Italian.  The  old  French  word  ia 
m»tn  ot  estre^  but  Mr.  Ilazlitt,  as  usual,  prefers 
something  that  is  neither  old  French  nor  new.  We 
do  not  pretend  to  know  what  astire  means,  but  a 
hearth  that  should  be  aboaue  the  pot  teething  over 
the  fire  would  be  unusual,  to  say  the  least,  in  our 
semi-civilized  country. 

In  the  ""Lyfe  of  Roberte  the  Deuill**  (vol.  i.  p. 
232),  Mr.  Ilazlitt  twice  makes  a  knight  aerUre  his 
huioe,  and  tells  us  in  a  note  that  the  ''  Ed.  1798 
has  /entered,**  a  very  easy  misprint  for  the  right 
wonl  feutered.  What  Mr.  Ilazlitt  sappoaed  to  be 
the  meaning  of  eentre  he  has  not  vonehsaf ed  to  teU 
us.  I'atiire  (aomeidmem/altre  or  feutre")  means  in 
old  French  the  reet  of  a  lance.  Thus  in  the  Roman 
du  Jienart  (26517), 

Bt  Shi  »  UuM*  Mr  U/mdw." 

but  It  also  meant  a  peculiar  kind  of  rest  In  Sir 
F.  Madden*t  edition  ol  Qawaifne  (to  which  Mr. 
I  lazlitt  refers  oooaaionaUy)  we  read. 
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**  TiMy/MtfrW  Adr  !■■■■■,  Urn*  kayghtw  good  "  ; 

and  in  the  same  editor*8  **  William  and  the  War* 
wolf/' 

"  l^ith  iper  fcsttiMd  vafeuter,  him  for  to  ■pOU.** 

In  a  note  on  the  latter  passage  Sir  F.  Madden  says, 
"  There  seems  no  reason,  however,  why  it  [feuter] 
should  not  mean  the  rest  attached  to  the  armour.** 
But  Roquefort  was  certainly  right  in  calling  it  a 
*^  garniture  d*une  selle  pour  tenir  la  lanoe.**  A 
spear  fastened  to  the  saddle  gave  more  deadly 
weight  to  the  blow.  The  "  him  for  to  spille  "  im- 
plies this.  So  in  **  Merlin  **  (E.  E.  Text  Soc.,  p. 
488)  :  '*  Than  thei  toke  speres  grete  and  rude,  and 
putte  hem  in  f ewtre,  and  that  is  the  grettest  crew- 
elte  that  oon  may  do.  Sot  tumement  oweth  to  be 
with-oute  felonye,  and  they  meved  to  smyte  hem  as 
in  mortall  werre."  The  context  shows  that  the 
/hctre  turned  sport  into  earnest  A  citation  in 
Raynouard*s  Lexique  Roman  (though  wrongly  ex- 
plained by  him)  directed  us  to  a  passage  which 
proves  that  this  particular  kind  of  rest  for  the 
lance  was  attached  to  the  saddle,  in  order  to  ren- 
der the  blow  heavier  :  — 

"  LanoM  d  [l0g«  <u]  or^oiu  afenU<a« 
PourpluM  de  dwret  coUes  rendre." 

Brandu  des  Royaux  Lignagu,  4514, 4515. 

Mr.  Hazlitt,  as  we  have  said,  lets  no  occasion  slip 

to  insinuate  the  inaccuracy  and  carelessness  of  his 

predecessors.     The  long  and  useful  career  of  Mr. 

Wright,  who,  if  he  had  given  us  nothing  more  than 

his  excellent  edition  of  "  Piers  Ploughman  "  and 

the   volume   of   "  Ancient    Vocabularies,"   would 
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hsfe  deserred  the  gratitude  of  aU  lorera  of  our  lit- 
erature or  fltadents  of  our  langnage,  does  not  save 
him  from  the  serere  jnstioe  of  Mr.  Hazlitt,  nor  is 
the  name  of  Warton  too  Tcnerable  to  be  coupled 
with  a  derogatoiy  innnenda  Mr.  Wrip^ht  needs  no 
plea  in  abatement  from  as,  and  a  misoliance  of  Mr. 
Hazlitt*s  own  has  comically  avenged  Warton.  The 
wnnl  prayer^  it  seems,  had  somehow  substituted  it- 
self for  prayse  in  a  citation  by  Warton  of  the  title 
of  the  '*  Sohole-Honse  of  Women."  Mr.  Hazlitt 
thereupon  takes  occasion  to  charge  him  with  often 
**  speaking  at  random,'*  and  after  suggesting  that 
it  might  hare  been  the  blunder  of  a  copyist,  adds, 
**  or  it  is  by  no  means  impossible  that  Warton  him- 
self, having  been  allowed  to  inspect  the  production, 
was  guilty  of  this  oversight"  (Vol.  iv.  p.  98.) 
Now,  oo  the  three  hundred  and  eighteenth  page  of 
the  sane  volnme,  Mr.  Hailitt  has  allowed  the  fol- 
lowing couplet  to  escape  his  conscientious  attention : 

**  N«st,  Aa*  M  fdlaiifc  iboald  Mt  oaflit  Mppow 
TtatjWfWi  and  g^brj  doth  anaiim  fai  <h>rtiMi" 


Lege^  nostra  pericuta,  pratseI  Were  dear  old 
Tom  Ktill  on  earth,  he  might  light  his  pipe  cheer* 
fully  with  any  one  of  Mr.  Haslitt's  pages,  secure 
that  in  so  doing  he  was  oonsoming  a  brace  of  blun- 
ders at  the  least  The  word  prayer  is  an  unlucky 
one  for  Mr.  Haslitt  In  the  **  Knyght  and  his 
Wyfe  "  (voL  ii.  p.  18)  he  prints :  — 

**  Aad  Mjd,  Sji^  I  rMb  w* 
la  Ihb  skapal  ov»  paafM 
Thai  God  MkapabetklB 

Why  did  not  Mr.  Haslitt,  who  espbiat  io  wmuf 
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things  that  everybody  knows,  give  us  a  note  upon 
inferruM  f  It  would  have  matched  his  admirable 
elucidation  of  waygose,  which  we  shall  notice  pre* 
aently.  Is  it  not  barely  possible  that  the  MS.  may 
have  read  prayere  and  in  fere  f  Prayere  oocun 
two  verses  further  on,  and  not  as  a  rhyme. 

Mr.  Hazlitt  even  sets  Sir  Frederick  Madden 
right  on  a  question  of  Old  English  grammar,  tell- 
ing him  superciliously  that  caih,  with  an  infiuitive, 
in  such  phrases  as  he  can  go^  is  used  not  ^'  to  de- 
note a  past  tense,  but  an  imperfect  tense."  By 
past  we  suppose  him  to  mean  perfect.  But  even 
if  an  imperfect  tense  were  not  a  past  one,  we  can 
show  by  a  passage  in  one  of  the  poems  in  this  very 
collection  that  can^  in  the  phrases  referred  to,  som^ 
times  not  only  denotes  a  past  but  a  perfeot  tense :  ^ 

"  And  tborow  that  worde  7  felle  in  pryde ; 
As  the  aangelle  can  of  heryn  g^lyde, 
And  with  the  tjwnkling  '  of  an  ey* 
Ood  for-dnd  alle  that  maystrye 
And  eo  hath  he  done  for  my  gylte." 

Now  the  angel  here  is  Lucifer,  and  can  of  hevyn 
glyde  means  simply  fell  from  heaven^  not  wasfalU 
ing.  It  is  in  the  same  tense  Hsfor-dud  in  the  next 
line.  The  fall  of  the  angels  is  surely  a  fait  accom- 
pli. In  the  last  line,  by  the  way,  Mr.  Hazlitt 
changes  "  my  for  "  to  "  for  my,"  and  wrongly,  the 
my  agreeing  with  maystrye  understood.  In  mod- 
em English  we  should  use  mine  in  the  same  way. 
But  Sir  Frederick  Madden  can  take  care  of  him- 
self. 

^  Tba  Mwlaw  Ritson  would  have  printad  this  tmynkling. 
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We  have  leas  patieooe  with  Mr.  Ilazlitt's  iraper- 
tiiMBoe  to  Ritaon,  a  man  of  ample  reading  and  ex- 
oelleDt  taste  in  selection,  and  who,  real  scholar  as 
he  was,  always  drew  from  original  sources.  We 
haTe  a  Jbible  for  RiUon  with  his  oddities  of  spell- 
ing, his  acerb  humor,  his  unconsciously  deprecia* 
tory  mister  Tyrwhitts  and  mister  Bryants,  and  his 
obstinate  disbelief  in  Doctor  Percy's  folio  manu- 
script Above  all,  he  was  a  most  conscientious  edi- 
tor, and  an  accurate  one  so  far  as  was  possible  with 
the  lights  of  that  day.  "Sir.  Haslitt  has  reprinted 
two  poems,  »*  The  Squyr  of  Low  Degre  "  and  "  The 
Knight  of  Curtesy,**  which  had  already  been  edited 
by  Kitson.  The  former  of  these  has  passages  that 
are  niunirpassed  in  simple  beauty  by  anything  in 
onr  earlier  poetry.  The  author  of  it  was  a  good  ver- 
sifier, and  Rit8on,  though  he  corrected  some  glaring 
errors,  did  not  deal  so  trenchantly  with  verses  man- 
ifestly lamed  by  the  copyist  as  perhaps  an  editor 
should.*  Mr.  Ilazlitt  says  of  Ritson*s  text,  that 
**  it  offers  more  than  <m  hundred  departnres  from 
the  original,"  and  of  the  **  Knight  of  Courtesy," 
that  **  Hitson's  text  is  by  no  means  accurate." 
Now  Mr.  Ilaxlitt  has  adopted  nearly  all  of  Ritson'a 
emendations,  without  giving  the  least  hint  of  it. 
On  the  contrary,  in  some  five  or  six  instances,  be 
givea  the  original  reading  in  a  foot-note  with  an 
**  old  ed.  has  '*  so  and  so,  thus  leaving  the  reader  to 

>  PoroMapU:  — 

••  AiM  hi  tt*  Mtar  «M  ■  to* 
A  tabw  In  Ite  VMM  BliM  aoM  ba," 

■koald  MHataly  nad, 

•*  Smm  ktow  IB  Ito  ««M  bIkM  to.** 
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infer  that  the  correctionB  were  his  own.     Where 

he  has  not  followed  Ritson,  he  has  almost  uniformly 
blundered,  and  tliat  through  sheer  ignorance.  For 
example^  he  prints, 

"AIm!  it  tonned  to  KTOtA  Act  Aejfl*,'* 

where  Ritson  had  substituted  vyrotherheyle.  The 
measure  shows  that  Ritson  was  right.  Wroth  her 
heyle,  moreover,  is  nonsense.  It  should  have  been 
utrother  her  heyle  at  any  rate,  but  the  text  is  far 
too  modem  to  admit  of  that  archaic  form.  In  the 
"  Debate  of  the  Body  and  the  Soul "  (Matzner's 
A.  E.  Sprachproben,  103)  we  have, 

"  Why  achope  tboa  me  to  wrother-hela," 

and  in  "  Dame  Siris  "  (Ibid.,  110), 

"  To  goder  hele  em  eame  thoa  Udw.** 
Mr.  Hazlitt  prints, 

"  For  yf  it  may  be  foond  in  the* 
Thmt  thon  them  [de]  fame  for  ennvts." 

The  emendation  [de]  is  Ritson's,  and  is  probably 
right,  though  it  would  require,  for  the  metre's  sake, 
the  elision  of  that  at  the  beginning  of  the  verse. 
But  what  is  enuyte  ?  Ritson  reads  enmyte,  which 
is,  of  course,  the  true  reading.  Mr.  Hazlitt  prints 
(as  usual  either  without  apprehending  or  without 
regarding  the  sense), 

"  With  browes  bent  and  eyes  full  raery," 

where  Ritson  has  hrent^  and  gives  parallel  passages 
in  his  note  on  the  word.     Mr.  Hazlitt  gives  us 

"  To  here  the  buglea  there  yblow, 
With  their  bugUs  in  that  place," 
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though  RitMm  had  made  the  proper  oorreotion  to 
hegles.    Mr.  Hazlitt,  with  ludicroos  nonehaUmee, 
aQows  the  Squire  to  press  into  the  throng 
"  Witk  •  faKfrf  big*  aad  loi««," 

and  that  with  the  right  word  (haaUmW)  staring 
him  in  the  face  from  Ritson's  text  We  wonder 
he  did  not  gire  ns  an  illostratiye  quotation  from 
Falconbridge  I  Both  editors  hare  allowed  some 
gross  errors  to  eeeape,  such  as  **oaine  mot**  for 
•*oome"(v.  425);  "so  leneVbe"  for  **ye  be" 
(t.  698)  ;  ^  vnto  her  chamhre**  for  "vnto  your** 
(y.  998) ;  but  in  general  Ritson's  is  the  better  and 
more  intelligent  text  of  the  twa  In  the  *■*  Knight 
of  Curtesy,**  Mr.  Haslitt  has  followed  Batson's  text 
ahnost  literatim.  Indeed,  it  is  demonstrable  that 
he  gave  it  to  his  printers  as  copy  to  sei  up  from. 
The  proof  is  this:  Ritson  has  accented  a  few  words 
ending  in  ^  Generally  he  uses  die  grave  aooent, 
but  now  and  then  the  acute.  Mr.  Hazlitt*s  text 
foDowB  all  theae  variations  exactly.  The  main  dif- 
ference between  the  two  is  that  Ritson  prints  the 
first  personal  pronoon  i,  and  Mr.  Hazlitt,  I.  Rit- 
son is  probably  right ;  for  in  the  **  Schole-Honse  ol 
Women  **  (jr.  537,  588)  whei«  the  text  no  doubt 
was 

Bat  aU  tlHt  ia  ImI  te  • 

Mr.  Hazlitt  changes**!**  to  •«A,**and  says  in  a 
note,  "^Old  ed.  has  /.**  That  by  his  correction  he 
should  miss  the  point  was  only  natural ;  for  he  evi- 
dently ooDoeiTea  that  the  mum  of  a  passage  doat 
not  in  the  least  oobmri  aa  editor.    An  instanoe  or 
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two  will  suffice.  In  the  **  Knyght  and  hU  Wyfe  ** 
(voL  ii.  p.  17)  we  read, 

'*  Th«  tjui  tyl  hnre  had*  mjeh*  Ua* 
As  hit  WM  •  11611011  w«  Mm*  I  ** 

Mr.  Hazlitt  in  a  note  explains  tene  to  mean  **  trou- 
ble or  sorrow  "  ;  but  if  that  were  its  meaning  here, 
we  should  read  made,  and  not  hade^  which  would 
give  to  the  word  its  other  sense  of  attention.  The 
last  verse  of  the  couplet  Mr.  Hazlitt  seems  to 
think  perfectly  intelligible  as  it  stands.  We  should 
not  be  surprised  to  learn  that  he  looked  upon  it  aa 
the  one  gem  that  gave  lustre  to  a  poem  otherwise 
of  the  dreariest.  We  fear  we  shall  rob  it  of  all 
its  charm  for  him  by  putting  it  into  modem  Eng- 
lish:— 

"  As  it  was  after  full  well  seen.** 

So  in  the  "  Smyth  and  his  Dame "  (voL  iii.  p. 
204)  we  read, 

"  It  were  a  lytele  maystrj 
To  make  a  bljnde  man  to  ae," 

instead  of  "a«  lytelL"  It  might,  indeed,  be  as 
easy  to  perform  the  miracle  on  a  blind  man  as  on 
Mr.  Hazlitt.  Again,  in  the  same  poem,  a  little 
further  on, 

"  For  I  tell  the  now  trerely, 
Is  none  so  wyse  oe  to  sle. 
But  erer  jre  may  som  what  lera," 

which,  of  course,  should  be, 

"ne  lo  sle 
Bot  erer  he  maj  som  what  lere." 

Worse  than  all,  Mr.  Hazlitt  tells  us  (voL  i.  p.  158) 
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that  when  tbej  bury  the  great  Khan,  they  Uy  his 

body  in  a  tabernacle, 

"  Wkk  AM  aad  mptn  aad  athtr  wi» 
With  •  vlit  MM  to  fyf  Ua  b  yOn.** 

We  will  let  Sir  John  Maundeville  correct  the  lasl 
▼erae :  **  And  they  aeyn  that  when  he  shale  come 
into  another  World  ...  the  mare  sehalle  ghevem 
him  mylkS*  Mr.  llazlitt  gives  ns  SfMne  wretched 
doggerel  by  **  Piers  of  Fulham,**  and  gives  it 
swarming  with  blunders.  We  take  at  random  a 
ooaple  of  specimens :  — 

**  Aad  lomyp  gdlh  ay  to  wa«k* 

WImn  tlHH  fr k  pat  •  b«k«," 

(VoL  a.  n*.  IS,  14.) 

where  we  should  read  ^  lore's  ship,**  **  wrake,**  and 
**  abake.'*    Again,  just  below, 

"  FTor  MMa  haa*  mjm  Wr*  to  forys, 
Tkal  lov*  lnfb«4  mkm  bmb  b«  fbawonk*' 

Ldtb  shoold  be  **  love."  Ovid  is  the  obscure  per* 
son  alluded  to  in  the  ^  men  here  to  foryn  " : 

"JapHwwJapwjwktMt ** 

We  dare  say  Mr.  Haslitt,  if  he  ever  read  the  pae> 
sage,  took  it  for  granted  that  **  to  foryn  **  meant 
toofoTtign^  and  gave  it  up  in  despair.  But  surely 
Shakeepeare*s 

a>t  MVHs   pMJVMi^ 

TlMjr  My.  ion  laagka." 

i.H  not  too  foreign  to  have  put  him  on  the  right 
soent. 

Mr.  Ilaslitt  b  so  particular  in  giving  us  v  f or  « 
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and  vice  ver»a^  that  such  oversightB  are  a  little 
annoying.  Every  man  his  own  editor  seems  to  be 
his  theory  of  the  way  in  which  old  poetry  should 
be  reprinted.  On  this  plan,  the  more  riddles  you 
leave  (or  make)  for  the  reader  to  solve,  the  more 
pleasure  you  give  him.  To  correct  the  blunders  in 
any  book  edited  by  Mr.  Hazlitt  would  give  the 
young  student  a  pretty  thorough  training  in  ar- 
chaic English.  In  this  sense  the  volumes  before 
us  might  be  safely  recommended  to  colleges  and 
schools.  When  Mr.  Hazlitt  undertakes  to  cor- 
rect, he  is  pretty  sure  to  go  wrong.  For  example, 
in  "Doctour  Doubble  Ale"  (voL  iii.  p.  309)  he 
amends  thus :  — 

"  And  wmietTine  mikle  strife  is 
Among  the  ale  wyfes,  [y-wis] ;  " 

where  the  original  b  right  as  it  stands.  Jnst  he- 
fore,  in  the  same  poem,  we  have  a  parallel  in- 
stance:— 

"  And  doctoon  dolpads 
That  f  alaely  to  them  pratis, 
And  bring  them  to  the  gataa." 

The  original  probably  reads  (or  should  read)  toyfis 
and  (/atis.  But  it  is  too  much  to  expect  of  Mr. 
Hazlitt  that  he  should  remember  the  very  poems 
he  is  editing  from  one  page  to  another,  nay,  as  we 
shall  presently  show,  that  he  should  even  read 
them.  He  will  change  be  into  ben  where  he  should 
have  let  it  alone  (though  his  own  volumes  might 
have  furnished  him  with  such  examples  as  "  were 
go,"  *'  have  se,"  "  is  do,"  and  fifty  more),  but  he 
will  sternly  retain  bene  where  the  rhyme  requires 
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be,  and  Ritaon  had  so  printed.  In  **  Adam  Bel  '* 
the  word  prywts  oocurs  (toL  iL  p.  140),  and  he 
Tonoliiaies  us  the  foUowing  note :  ^  i.  e.  noon.  It 
is  eoouBonly  used  bj  early  writers  in  this  sense. 
In  the  F'our  P.  P.,  by  John  Ileywood,  ciroa  1540, 
the  apothecary  says, 

*  If  Im  tart*  tUa  bM»  ay*  abooto  tk*  pryoM 
By  tiM  MMM,  W  b  ia  htnrnm  or  •vw  aoaf*  ^bm^*  '* 


Let  our  readers  admire  with  us  the  easy  ^  it  is  oom- 
monly  need  **  of  Mr.  HaiUtt,  as  if  he  had  store  of 
other  examples  in  his  note-book.  He  could  an  if 
he  would!  But  unhappily  he  borrowed  this  sin- 
1^  quotation  from  Nares,  and,  aa  usual,  it  throws 
no  scintilla  of  light  upon  the  point  in  question, 
for  his  habit  in  annotation  is  to  find  by  means 
of  a  glossary  some  passage  (or  passages  if  possi- 
ble) in  which  the  word  to  be  explained  occurs, 
and  then  —  why,  then  to  give  the  wotd  as  an  ex- 
planation  of  itself.  But  in  this  instance,  Mr  Haz- 
litt,  by  the  time  he  had  reached  the  middle  of 
his  next  volume  (voL  iii.  p.  281)  had  wholly  for^ 
gotten  that  pryme  was  "commonly  used  by  early 
writers  **  for  rnxm,  and  in  a  note  on  the  foUowing 

"  I  faww  aoC  whatas  a  eloAa 
Bal  by  tika  Miaam  aoaka, 
TIm  aMB*  aar  yat  tfca  pryaM, 
VatyD  iba  aaaaa  da  ■hyM,'* 

he  informs  ns  that  it  means  "six  o'clock  in  the 
morning  *' !  Here  again  this  editor,  who  taxes 
Kitson  with  want  of  care,  prints  moiM  for  none 
in  the  very  verse  he  ia  annotating,  and  which  m 
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may  therefore  presume  that  he  had  read,  A  man 
who  (lid  not  know  the  moon  till  the  8un  showed 
it  him  is  a  match  even  for  Mr.  Hazlitt  himself* 
We  wish  it  were  as  easy  as  he  seems  to  think 
it  to  settle  exactly  what  pryme  means  when  used 
by  our  ^*  early  writers,"  but  it  is  at  least  abMv 
lutely  certain  that  it  did  not  mean  noon. 

But  Mr.  (lazlitt,  if  these  volumes  are  compe- 
tent witnesses,  knows  nothing  whatever  about  £ng- 
lish,  old  or  new.  In  the  "Mery  Jest  of  Dane 
Hew  "  he  finds  the  following  verses, 

"  Dun«  he  sud  what  shall  w«  now  doo 
Sit  she  said  so  mote  go 
The  monk  in  a  comer  ye  shall  lay  " 

which  we  print  purposely  without  punctuation.  Mr. 
ILulitt  prints  them  thus, 

"  Dame,  he  said,  what  shall  we  now  doo  f 
Sir,  she  said,  so  mote  [it]  gOb 
The  monk,"  See., 

and  gives  us  a  note  on  the  locution  he  has  in- 
vented to  this  effect,  "  ?  so  might  it  be  managed." 
And  the  Chancellor  said,  /  douht !  Mr.  Hazlitt^s 
query  makes  such  a  singidar  exception  to  his  more 
natural  mood  of  immediate  inspiration  that  it  is 
almost  pathetic.  The  amended  verse,  as  every- 
botly  (not  confused  by  too  great  familiarity  with 
our  **  early  writers  ")  knows,  should  read, 
"  Sir,  she  said,  so  might  I  go," 

and  should  be  followed  only  by  a  comma,  to 
show  its  connection  with  the  next.  The  phrase 
^  so  mote  I  go,"  is  as  common  as  a  weed  in  the 
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works  of  the  elder  poets,  both  French  and  Eng< 
lish ;  it  occurs  several  times  in  Mr.  Hazlitt's  own 
<•<  "  T  *'.  other  form,  **8o  mote  I  fare,** 

\M  >••  found  there,  explains  its  mean- 

ing. On  tlic  phrase  point-device  (vol.  iii.  p.  117) 
Mr.  Ilazlitt  has  a  positively  incredible  note,  of 
wliich  we  copy  only  a  part :  **  This  term,  which  is 
coiumonly  used  in  early  poems  **  [mark  once  more 
his  intimacy  with  our  earlier  literature]  **to  sig- 
nify extreme  exactitude,  originated  in  the  points 
which  were  marked  on  the  astrolabe,  as  one  of  the 
means  which  the  astrologers  and  dabblers  in  the 
black  art  adopted  to  enable  them  (as  they  pre> 
tended)  to  read  the  fortunes  of  those  by  whom  they 
were  consulted  in  the  stars  and  planetary  orbs. 
Tlir  excessive  precision  which  was  held  to  be  re- 
quisite in  the  delineation  of  these  points "  [the 
delineation  of  a  point  is  good !]  **  &c.  on  the  astro- 
labe, led  to  point-device,  or  points-device  (as  it  is 
Bcnnetimes  found  spelled),  being  used  as  a  prover- 
bial expression  for  minute  accuracy  of  any  kind.** 
Then  follows  a  quotation  from  Gowcr,  in  which  an 
astrolabe  is  spoken  of  **  with  points  and  cerclea 
merveilons,*'  and  the  note  proceeds  thus :  **  Shake- 
xpeare  makes  use  of  a  similar  figure  of  speech  in 
the  Tempest,  I.  2,  where  the  following  dialogue 
takes  place  between  Proepero  and  Ariel :  — 

*  Protp.    HMt  thoa,  spirit, 
PvifoRMd  lopmrnl  Um  tMnpwt  UhU  I  hmim  thm  f 
Ar.    Ia«v«7MdaU."* 

Neither  the  propoeed  e^rmology  nor  the  illustra- 
tion requires  any  remark  frinn  ut.    We  will  only 
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say  tliat  point-device  is  excellently  explained  and 
illustrated  by  Wedgwood. 

We  will  give  a  few  more  examples  out  of  many 
to  show  Mr.  Hazlitt's  utter  imfitness  for  the  task 
he  has  undertaken.  In  the  *^  Kyng  and  the  Her- 
myt "  are  the  following  verses, 

**  A  wyld  wj,  I  hold,  it  ware 
The  wey  to  wand^  I  yoa  swon, 
Bot  ye  the  day  may  m," 

meaning  simply,  ^*I  think  it  would  be  a  wild 
thing  (in  you)  to  go  on  your  way  unless  you 
wait  for  daylight."  Mr.  Ilazlitt  punctuates  and 
amends  thus :  — 

"  A  wyld  wey  I  hold  it  were, 
The  wey  to  wend,  I  yon  swere, 
Te  bot  [by]  the  dey  may  te."    (VoL  L  p.  19.) 

The  word  bot  seems  a  stumbling-block  to  Mr.  Haz- 
litt.     On  page  54  of  the  same  volume  we  have, 

"  Herd  I  nenero  hi  no  lenedi 
Bote  hendineaw  and  onrteyn." 

The  use  of  the  word  by  as  in  this  passage  should 
seem  familiar  enough,  and  yet  in  the  "  Hye  Way 
to  the  Spittel  Hous''  Mr.  Hazlitt  explains  it  as 
meaning  be.  Any  boy  knows  that  without  some- 
times means  unless  (Fielding  uses  it  often  in  that 
sense),  but  Mr.  Hazlitt  seems  unaware  of  the  fact. 
In  his  first  volume  (p.  224)  he  gravely  prints :  — 

"  They  trowed  Terelye  that  she  shoalde  dye  ; 
With  that  onr  ladye  wold  her  helpe  and  spede." 

The  semicolon  after  dye  shows  that  this  is  not  a 
misprint,  but  that  the  editor   saw  no  connection 
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between  Uie  first  Tene  and  the  teoond.  In  the 
wme  volume  (p.  138)  we  have  the  verse, 

and  to  lede  Mr.  Haslitt  appends  this  note :  ^  Lede, 
in  earlj  English,  is  found  in  various  signifiea> 
tions,  but  here  stands  as  the  plural  of  lady  a  ser* 
vant.*^  In  what  eoooeiTable  sense  is  it  the  plural 
ol  lad  f  And  does  lad  neceesarily  mean  a  servant? 
The  Prompiorium  has  Iculde  glossed  by  garcio, 
but  the  meanii^  Mrvaml,  as  in  the  parallel  cases  of 
voTc,  puer,  gar^om^  and  hoy^  was  a  derivative  one, 
and  of  later  origin.  The  word  means  simply  man 
(in  the  generie  sense)  and  in  the  plural  people.  So 
in  the  **  Sqiqnr  ol  Low  D^re,** 

**  I  wiU  fonaka  both  land  and  U^** 

and  in  the  **  Smyth  and  his  Dame,** 
"  TiMt  hath  both  laad  mad  /yO.** 

The  word  was  not  **  used  in  various  significations." 
Even  so  btely  as  "•  Flodden  Ff eild  **  we  find, 

"  Ha  was  a  BobU  <Mrf  of  Ugh  difna.** 

Connected  with  land  it  was  a  commonplaoe  in 
German  as  well  as  in  English.  So  in  the  Trittan 
of  Godfrey  of  Strasburg, 

A*  ImMI  Ihi  Uti  Mta  Pa  IMI 

lafhHtMilMiM  Mat' 

Mr.  Hazlitt  is  more  nearly  right  than  usual  when 
he  aays  that  in  the  partacnlar  case  cited  above  lede 
means  tenanU.  fiat  w«re  these  of  only  one  sex  ? 
Does  he  not  know  that  even  in  the  middle  of  the 
last  oentuiy  when  an  English  nobleman  spoke  ol 
**my  people,**  he  meant  simply  his  domeetioi? 
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Encountering  the  familiar  phrase  No  do  I  (voL 
iv.  p.  64),  Mr.  llazlitt  changes  it  to  Not  do  t  He 
informs  us  that  Ooddes  are  (voL  i.  p.  197)  means 
"  God's  heir  "  I  He  says  (vol.  ii.  p.  146) :  ^  To  bor- 
row in  the  sense  of  to  take^  to  guard,  or  to  protect^ 
is  so  common  in  early  English  that  it  is  imncces- 
sary  to  bring  forward  any  illustration  of  its  use  in 
this  way."  But  he  relents,  and  presently  gives  us 
two  from  Ralph  lioister  Doister^  each  containing 
the  phrase  "  Saint  George  to  borrow  I  *'  That  hor- 
roiB  means  taJce^  no  o\*Tier  of  books  need  be  told, 
and  Mr.  Hazlitt  has  shown  great  skill  in  borrow- 
ing  other  people's  illustrations  for  his  notes,  but 
the  phrase  he  quotes  has  no  such  meaning  as  he 
gives  it.  Mr.  Dyce  in  a  note  on  Skelton  explains 
it  rightly,  "  St.  George  being  my  pledge  or  surety." 

We  gather  a  few  more  of  these  flowers  of  eatpo- 
sition  and  et}Tnology  :  — 

"  The  while  thoa  nttest  in  ohirohe,  thi  bedyB  achalt  thou  bidde." 

(Vol.  L  p.  181.) 

i.  e.  thou  shalt  offer  thy  prayers.  Mr.  Hazlitt's 
note  on  bidde  is,  "  i.  e.  bead.  So  in  J%e  Kyng  and 
the  Hermit^  line  111 :  — 

'  That  herd  an  hermjrte  there  within 
Unto  the  gate  he  gan  to  wyn 
Bedjing  his  prayer.*  *' 

Precisely  what  Mr.  Hazlitt  understands  by  beading 
(or  indeed  by  anything  else)  we  shall  not  presume 
to  divine,  but  we  should  like  to  hear  him  translate 
**  if  any  man  bidde  the  worshjrp,"  which  comes  a 
few  lines  further  on.  Now  let  us  turn  to  page  191 
of  the  same  volume.    ^^  May  deny  s  ben  loneliche  and 
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no  thing  sokir/*  Mr.  Ilazlitt  tells  ns  in  a  note  that 
^  sekir  or  sicker  "  is  a  very  common  form  of  secure, 
and  qootos  in  illastration  from  the  prose  MarU 
ArtkiKrt^  ^  A !  said  Sir  Launcelot^  comfort  yoor- 
■elfe,  for  it  shall  bee  onto  us  as  a  great  honoiir,  and 
niut-h  more  then  if  we  died  in  anj  other  places :  for 
nf  <ieath  wee  be  neher^  Now  in  the  text  the 
word  means  sq/*e,  and  in  the  note  it  means  surt, 
Ti.  If^d  «t/rf,  which  is  only  a  shorter  form  of  securt^ 
i->  lu  ordinary  meaning.  **I  mak  sicker/*  said 
Kirkpatriok,  a  not  unfitting  motto  for  certain  edi- 
tors, if  they  explained  it  in  their  usual  phonetic 
way. 

In  the  ^  Frere  and  the  Boye,'*  when  the  old  num 
has  given  the  boy  a  bow,  he  says :  — 

"  SiMto  tk«i%  wiMa  thoa  good  Aynkt; 
For  yf  thea  dMto  aad  wyako, 
Tho  prycka  thow  akalto  byUo." 

Mr.  Hazlitt's  explanation  of  vyynk«  is  **to  close 
one  eye  in  taking  aim,"  and  he  quotes  a  passage 
from  Gasooigne  in  support  of  it  Whatever  Gb»> 
ooigne  meant  by  the  word  (which  is  very  doubt- 
ful), it  means  nothing  of  the  kind  here,  and  is  an- 
other proof  that  Mr.  Haslitt  does  not  think  it  so 
ini]K}rtant  to  understand  what  he  reads  as  St. 
Philip  (lid.  What  the  old  man  said  was,  **even 
if  yot]  '<hut  l)oth  your  eyes,  yon  oan*t  help  hitting 
til.  mark.'*  So  in** Piers  Pkmghman**  (Whitaker*s 
text). 

**  Wyakyiif ,  m  H  vera,  wjrttariy  kli  mm  hyt" 

A^n,  for  our  editor's  blunders  are  as 


844  LIBRARY  OF  OLD  AUTHORS 

the  heads  of  an  old-fashioned  sermon,  in  the 
"  Schole-House  of  Women  "  (vol.  iv.  p.  130),  Mr. 
Hazlitt  has  a  note  on  the  phrase  **  make  it  nice/* 

("And  7«t  alwwM  they  bible  bable 
Of  eaery  matter  and  make  it  aiM,") 

which  reads  thus :  **  To  make  it  pleasant  or  tmtg. 
I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  the  word  used  in 
this  sense  very  frequently.  But  Grasooigne  has  it 
in  a  precisely  similar  way  :  — 

'  The  glosM  of  gorgeoM  Conrtea  by  thee  did  pleaie  mine  eye, 
A  stately  sight  me  thought  it  was  to  see  the  brane  go  by, 
To  see  their  feathers  flaonte,  to  make  [marke !]  their  straaiig* 

denjae, 
To  lie  along  in  ladies  lappes,  to  lispe,  and  make  it  niee.' " 

To  make  it  nice  means  nothing  more  nor  less 
than  to  play  thefooU  or  rather,  to  make  a  fool  of 
yourself^aire  le  niais.  In  old  English  the  French 
tUaU  and  nice^  from  similarity  of  form  and  analogy 
of  meaning,  naturally  fused  together  in  the  word 
niccy  which,  by  an  unusual  luck,  has  been  promoted 
from  a  derogatory  to  a  respectful  sense.  Gras- 
ooigne's  lispe  might  have  put  Mr.  Hazlitt  on  his 
guard,  if  he  ever  considered  the  sense  of  what  he 
quotes.  But  he  never  does,  nor  of  what  he  edits 
either.  For  example,  in  the  "Smyth  and  his 
Dame  "  we  find  the  following  note  :  "  Protcc,  or 
proffey  is  not  at  all  uncommon  as  a  form  of  profit. 
In  the  *  Seven  Names  of  a  Prison,'  a  poem  printed 
in  Rdiquim  AntiqucBy  we  have,  — 

'  Qidntom  nomen  istins  fore»  ita  probatnm, 
A  place  otproffiot  man  to  know  botha  fread  and  foa* " 
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"Sow  proffwad  prow  tre  radically  different  words. 
Prof  here  means  proof,  and  if  Mr.  Hazlitt  had 
read  the  stansa  which  he  qootes,  he  would  have 
found  (as  in  all  the  others  of  the  same  poem)  the 
meaning  repeated  in  Latin  in  the  last  line,  proba- 
aoamioortun. 

Bat  we  wish  to  leave  our  readers  (if  not  Mr. 
Haxlitt)  in  good  homor,  and  aooordingly  we  hare 
resenred  two  of  his  notes  as  honnc9  bouchee.  In 
**  Adam  BeL,"  when  the  outlaws  ask  pardon  of  the 
king, 

**  Thtj  HtUii  iftmm  wMwt  Wttyg 
AmI  Mck  Md*  vp  Ub  kud*."* 

To  this  passage  (tolerably  plain  to  those  not  too 
familiar  with  **  our  early  literature  '*  )  Mr.  Hazlitt 
i^ypends  this  solemn  note :  ^*  To  hoid  up  the  hand 
was  formerly  a  sign  of  respect  or  ooncorrenoe,  or  a 
mode  of  taking  an  oath ;  and  thirdly  as  a  signal 
for  mercy.  In  all  these  senses  it  has  been  eo^ 
ployed  from  the  most  ancient  times ;  nor  is  it  yet 
out  of  praotioe,  as  many  sarage  nations  still  testify 
their  respect  to  a  superior  by  holding  their  hand 
[either  their  hatuU  or  the  htmd,  Mr.  Haslitt  I]  over 
their  head.  Touching  the  hat  appears  to  be  a  ves> 
tigc  of  the  same  cnsttmi.  In  the  present  passage 
the  three  outlaws  may  be  onderstood  to  kneel  on 
approaching  the  throne,  and  to  hold  op  each  a 
hand  as  a  token  that  they  desire  to  ask  the  royal 
clemency  or  favour.  In  the  linee  whksh  are  iub- 
ioincd  it   rwlmt?*]   implies  a  Holemn  assent  to  an 
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*  Tbia  swore  the  doke  and  all  hi*  nMa, 
And  all  the  lordea  that  with  him  lead, 
And  tharto  to'  held  they  ap  thaire  haiKL'  " 

Mioot'a  Poems,  ed.  1825,  p.  0. 

The  admirable  Tupper  could  not  have  done  better 
than  this,  even  so  far  as  the  mere  English  of  it  is 
concerned.  Where  all  is  so  fine,  we  hesitate  to 
declare  a  preference,  but,  on  the  whole,  must  give 
in  to  the  passage  about  touching  the  hat,  which  is 
as  good  as  *'  mobbled  queen."  The  Americans 
are  still  among  the  "  savage  nations  "  who  "  imply 
a  solemn  assent  to  an  oath  "  by  holding  up  the 
hand.  Mr.  Ilazlitt  does  not  seem  to  know  that 
the  question  whether  to  kiss  the  book  or  hold  up 
the  hand  was  once  a  serious  one  in  English  jjolitics. 
But  Mr.  Hazlitt  can  do  better  even  than  this  I 
Our  readers  may  be  incredidous ;  but  we  shall 
proceed  to  show  that  he  can.  In  the  "  Sehi>le- 
House  of  Women,"  among  much  other  equally  deli- 
cate satire  of  the  other  sex,  (if  we  may  venture 
still  to  call  them  so,)  the  satirist  imdertakes  to 
prove  that  woman  was  made,  not  of  the  rib  of  a 
man,  but  of  a  dog :  — 

"  And  yet  the  rib,  as  I  suppose, 
That  God  did  take  ont  of  the  man 
A  dog^  Tp  caoght,  and  a  way  goae 
Eat  it  clene ;  so  that  as  than 
The  woork  to  finish  that  Ood  b^;Mi 
Coald  not  be,  as  we  bane  said, 
Becaose  the  dog  the  rib  oonoaid. 

'  The  to  is,  we  need  not  say,  an  addition  of  Mr.  Hazlitt'a 
What  faith  can  we  put  in  the  text  of  a  man  who  so  often  copies 
•Ten  his  quotations  inaccurately  ? 
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A  tmnij  God  fooad  m  jtt; 
Oirt  of  tlM  doff  1m  took  •  rib." 

Mr.  UasUtt  has  a  long  note  on  toay  gose^  of  which 
the  fint  sentence  shall  snffioe  us :  *^  The  origin  of 
the  term  way-goose  is  involved  in  some  obscurity/* 
We  should  think  so,  to  be  sure  I  Let  us  modem- 
ize  the  spelling  and  grammar,  and  correct  the 
punctuation,  and  then  see  how  it  looks :  — 

"  A  dof  op  oaafht  and  awaj  goM, 
Eata  it  np." 

We  will  ask  Mr.  Hazlitt  to  compare  the  text,  as  he 
prints  it,  with 

"lotothahaUkagaaa."    (VoL  uL  p.  OT.) 

We  should  have  expected  a  note  here  on  the  ^  hall 
he-goose.**  Not  to  speak  of  the  point  of  the  joke, 
such  as  it  is,  a  goose  that  could  eat  up  a  man*s  rib 
oould  only  be  matched  by  one  that  could  swallow 
soch  a  note,  —  or  write  it  I 

We  have  made  but  a  small  florilegium    from 
Mr.  Hazlitt*s  remarkable  volumes.     His  editorial 
method  seems  to  have  been  to  print  as  the  Lord 
would,  till  his  eye  was  caught  by  some  word  he  did 
not  understand,  and  then  to  make  the  reader  com- 
fortable by  a  note  showing  that  the  editor  is  as 
li  in  the  darit  at  he.   We  are  profoundly  thank- 
!  T  the  omiinoii  of  a  glossary.    It  would  have 
iiirsery  and  seminary  of  blunder.    To  ex- 
I  '  Mous  charlatanry  is  sometimes  the  un- 

uuy  of  a  reviewer.     It  is  a  duty  we  never 
I  should  not  have  assumed  in  this  case  but 
fur  the  impertinenoe  with  which  Mr.  Hazlitt  has 
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treated  dead  and  living  scholars,  the  latchets  of 
whose  shoes  he  is  not  worthy  to  unloose,  and  to 
express  their  gratitude  to  whom  is,  or  ought  to  be, 
a  pleasure  to  all  honest  lovers  of  their  mother- 
tongue.  If  he  who  has  most  to  learn  be  the  hap- 
piest man,  Mr.  Ilazlitt  is  indeed  to  be  envied ; 
but  we  hope  he  will  learn  a  great  deal  before  he 
lays  his  prentice  hands  on  Warton's  "  History  of 
English  Poetry,"  a  classic  in  its  own  way.  If  he 
does  not  learn  before,  he  will  be  likely  to  learn 
after,  and  in  no  agreeable  fashion. 


EMERSON  THE  LECTURER 
1861-68 

It  is  .1  siiif^ilar  fact,  that  Mr.  Emerson  is  the 
most  stoa<Hly  attractive  lecturer  in  America.  Into 
that  si>incwhat  coUl-watcriah  region  adventurers  of 
the  sensational  kind  come  down  now  and  then  with 
a  splash,  to  become  disregarded  King  Logs  before 
the  next  season.  But  Mr.  Emerson  always  draws. 
A  leotnrer  now  for  something  like  a  third  of  a 
centniy,  one  of  the  pioneers  of  the  lecturing  sys- 
tem, the  charm  of  his  voice,  his  manner,  and  his 
matter  has  never  lost  its  power  over  his  earlier 
heaien,  and  continually  winds  new  ones  in  its  en- 
chanting meshes.  What  they  do  not  fully  imder> 
stand  they  take  on  trust,  and  listen,  saying  to 
themselves,  as  the  old  poet  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  — 

JL  ■wwC,  flMCMtlW,  Uwl  of  gIMM, 
A  fan  — f  wai  ghmm  by  looki, 
CwrtiiMl  mmimt  b  a  Cm*, 

The  UMMMBti  of  gwp*l  books.** 


We  call  it  a  singnlar  iaet,  because  we  Yankees 
are  tliought  to  be  fond  of  the  sprsad-eagle  style, 
and  nothing  can  be  more  remote  from  that  than 
his.  We  are  reckoned  a  praetioal  folk,  who  woold 
rather  hear  about  a  new  air-tight  stove  than  about 
Plato ;  yet  our  ^vorito  teaober's  praotbali^  is  not 
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in  the  least  of  the  Poor  Richard  variety.  If  he 
have  any  Buncombe  constituency,  it  is  that  unreal* 
izcd  commonwealth  of  philosophers  which  Plotinus 
proposed  to  establish ;  and  if  he  were  to  make  an 
almanac,  his  directions  to  farmers  would  be  some- 
thing like  this :  "  OcTOBEK :  Indian  Summer  ; 
now  is  the  time  to  get  in  your  early  Vedas.'* 
What,  then,  is  his  secret  ?  Is  it  not  that  he  out- 
Yankees  us  all?  that  his  range  includes  us  all? 
that  he  is  equally  at  home  with  the  potato-disease 
and  original  sin,  with  pegging  shoes  and  the  Over- 
soul  ?  that,  as  we  try  all  trades,  so  has  he  tried  all 
cultures?  and  above  all,  that  his  mysticism  g^ves 
us  a  counterpoise  to  our  super-practicality  ? 

There  is  no  man  living  to  whom,  as  a  writer, 
so  many  of  us  feel  and  thankfully  acknowledge 
80  great  an  indebte<lness  for  ennobling  impulses, 
—  none  whom  so  many  cannot  abide.  What  does 
he  mean?  ask  these  last.  Where  is  his  system? 
What  is  the  use  of  it  all?  What  the  dense  have 
we  to  do  with  Brahma  ?  I  do  not  pro])ose  to  write 
an  essay  on  Emerson  at  this  time.  I  will  only  say 
that  one  may  find  grandeur  and  consolation  in  a 
starlit  night  without  caring  to  ask  what  it  means, 
save  grandeur  and  consolation ;  one  may  like  Mon- 
taigne, as  some  ten  generations  before  us  have 
done,  without  thinking  him  so  systematic  as  some 
more  eminently  tedious  (or  shall  we  say  tediously 
eminent?)  authors ;  one  may  think  roses  as  good 
in  their  way  as  cabbages,  though  the  latter  woidd 
make  a  better  show  in  the  witness-box,  if  cross- 
examined  as  to  their  usefulness ;  and  as  for  Brahma, 
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whv,  he  can  take  care  of  himself,  and  won't  bite  us 
at  any  rate. 

The  bother  with  Mr.  Emerson  is,  that,  though 
he  WTitea  in  prooe,  he  ia  eaaentially  a  poet.  If  you 
undertake  to  paraphrase  what  he  aaya,  and  to  re- 
duce it  to  words  of  one  syllable  for  infant  minds, 
you  will  make  as  sad  work  of  it  as  the  good  monk 
with  his  analysis  of  Homer  in  the  *■*  Epistohe  Ob- 
scnrorum  Viromm."  We  look  upon  him  as  one 
of  the  few  men  of  genius  whom  our  age  has  pro* 
duced,  and  there  needs  no  better  proof  of  it  than 
hit  masonline  faculty  of  fecundating  other  minds. 
Search  for  his  eloquence  in  his  books  and  you  will 
perchance  miss  it,  but  meanwhile  you  will  find  that 
it  has  kindled  all  your  thoughts.  For  choice  and 
pith  of  language  he  belongs  to  a  better  age  than 
oora,  and  might  rub  shoulders  with  Fuller  and 
&owne,  —  though  he  does  use  that  abominable 
word  rtiiable.  His  eye  for  a  fine,  telling  phrase 
that  wiU  cany  true  is  like  that  of  a  backwoodsman 
for  a  rifle;  and  he  will  dredge  yon  up  a  choice 
word  Irota  the  mud  of  Cotton  Mather  himself.  A 
dietion  at  once  so  rich  and  so  homely  as  his  I 
know  not  where  to  match  in  these  days  of  writing 
by  the  page;  it  is  like  homespon  doth-of-gold. 
The  many  cannot  miss  his  meaning,  and  only  the 
few  can  find  it  It  is  the  open  secret  of  aU  true 
genius.  It  is  wholeaome  to  angle  in  those  profound 
)Kx>Is,  though  one  be  rewarded  with  nothing  more 
than  the  leiq>  of  a  fish  that  flashes  his  freckled  side 
in  thie  son  and  as  toddenly  absoonds  in  the  dark 
and  dreamy  waters  again.    There  is  kaen  asoita* 
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meat,  though  there  be  no  ponderable  acquisition. 
If  we  carry  nothing  home  in  our  baskets,  there  is 
ample  gain  in  dilated  lungs  and  stimulated  blood. 
What  does  he  mean,  quotha?  He  means  inspiring 
hints,  a  divining-rod  to  your  deeper  nature.  No 
doubtf  Emerson,  like  all  original  men,  has  his 
peculiar  audience,  and  yet  I  know  none  that  can 
hold  a  promiscuous  crowd  in  pleased  attention  so 
long  as  he.  As  in  all  original  men,  there  is  some- 
thing for  every  palate.  "  Would  you  know,"  says 
Goethe,  *'  the  ripest  cherries  ?  Ask  the  boys  and 
the  blackbirds." 

The  announcement  that  such  a  pleasure  as  a 
new  course  of  lectures  by  him  is  coming,  to  people 
as  old  as  I  am,  is  something  like  those  forebodings 
of  spring  that  prepare  us  every  year  for  a  familiar 
novelty,  none  the  less  novel,  when  it  arrives,  be- 
cause it  is  familiar.  We  know  perfectly  well  wliat 
we  are  to  expect  from  Mr.  Emerson,  and  yet  wliat 
he  says  always  penetrates  and  stirs  us,  as  is  apt  to 
be  the  case  with  genius,  in  a  very  unlooketl-for 
fashion.  Perhaps  genius  is  one  of  the  few  things 
which  we  gladly  allow  to  repeat  itself,  —  one  of  the 
few  that  multiply  rather  than  weaken  the  force  of 
their  impression  by  iteration  ?  Perhaps  some  of  us 
hear  more  than  the  mere  words,  are  moved  by 
something  deeper  than  the  thoughts  ?  If  it  be  so, 
we  are  quite  right,  for  it  is  thirty  years  and  more 
of  "  plain  living  and  high  thinking  "  that  speak  to 
us  in  this  altogether  imique  lay-preacher.  We  have 
shared  in  the  beneficence  of  this  varied  cidture,  this 
fearless  impartiality  in  criticism  and  speculation, 
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tUs  maaouline  sinoerity,  this  wwtetnem  of  nature 
which  rather  rtimnlatfn  than  0I07B,  for  a  genotition 
long.  If  ever  there  was  a  standing  testinionial  to 
the  cuniulatiTe  power  and  >'alue  of  Character,  (and 
we  need  it  sadly  in  these  days,)  we  have  it  in  this 
gracious  and  dignified  presence.  What  an  antisep- 
tic is  a  pure  life !  At  nzty-five  (or  two  yean  be> 
yond  his  grand  climacteric,  as  he  would  prefer  to 
call  it)  he  has  that  privil^e  of  soul  which  abolishes 
the  calendar,  and  presents  him  to  us  always  the  un- 
wasted  oontemporary  of  his  own  prime.  I  do  not 
know  if  he  seem  old  to  his  younger  hearers,  but 
we  who  hare  known  him  so  long  wonder  at  the 
te&aoity  with  which  he  maintains  himself  even  in 
the  outposts  of  youth.  I  suppose  it  is  not  the 
Emerson  of  1868  to  whom  we  listen.  For  us  the 
whole  life  of  the  man  is  distilled  in  the  clear  drop 
of  every  sentence,  and  behind  eacH  word  we  divine 
the  force  of  a  noUe  character,  the  weight  of  a  large 
capital  of  thinking  and  being.  We  do  not  go  to 
hear  what  Emerson  says  so  much  as  to  hear 
Emerson.  Not  that  we  perceive  any  &dling-off  in 
an3rthing  that  ever  was  essential  to  the  charm  ci 
Mr.  Emerson's  pecoliar  style  of  thought  or  phrase. 
Hie  first  lecture,  to  be  sure,  was  more  disjointed 
even  than  common.  It  was  as  if,  after  vainly  try- 
ing to  get  hu  paragraphs  into  seqneooe  and  order, 
he  had  at  last  tried  the  desperate  expedient  of 
thi^ing  them.  It  was  chaos  oome  again,  but  it 
was  a  ehaos  full  of  shooting-sters,  a  jumble  of 
ereative  forces.  The  second  lecture,  on  **  Criticism 
tad  Poetry,'*  was  quite  op  to  the  Isvel  ol  oU  timaSi 
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full  of  that  power  of  8trangely-«ubtIo  association 
whose  indirect  approaches  startle  the  mind  into  al- 
most painful  attention,  of  those  flashes  of  mutual 
understanding  between  speaker  and  hearer  that  are 
gone  ere  one  can  say  it  lightens.  The  yioe  of  Em- 
erson's criticism  seems  to  be,  that  while  no  man  is 
so  sensitive  to  what  is  poetical,  few  men  are  less 
sensible  than  he  of  what  makes  a  poem.  lie  values 
the  solid  meaning  of  thought  above  the  subtler 
meaning  of  style.  He  would  prefer  Donne,  I  sus- 
pect, to  Si)en8er,  and  sometimes  mistakes  the  queer 
for  the  original. 

To  be  young  is  surely  the  best,  if  the  most  pre> 
oariouH,  pi  ft  of  life ;  yet  there  are  some  of  us  who 
would  hardly  consent  to  be  young  again,  if  it  were 
at  the  cost  of  our  recollection  of  Mr.  Emerson's 
first  lectures  during  the  consulate  of  Van  Buren. 
We  used  to  walk  in  from  the  country  to  the 
Masonic  Temple  (I  think  it  was),  through  the  crisp 
winter  night,  and  listen  to  that  thrilling  voice  of 
his,  so  charged  with  subtle  meaning  and  subtle 
music,  as  shipwrecked  men  on  a  raft  to  the  hail  of 
a  ship  that  came  with  unhoped-for  food  and  rescue. 
Cynics  might  say  what  they  liked.  Did  our  own 
imaginations  transfigure  dry  remainder-bincuit  into 
ambrosia?  At  any  rate,  he  brought  us  life^  which, 
on  the  whole,  is  no  bad  thing.  Was  it  all  tran- 
scendentalism ?  magic-lantern  pictures  on  mist?  As 
you  will.  Those,  then,  were  just  what  we  wanted. 
But  it  was  not  so.  The  delight  and  the  benefit 
were  tliat  he  put  us  in  communication  with  a  larger 
style  of  thought,  sharpened  our  wits  with  a  more 
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puMgwit  phrmn,  gave  ns  nrubing  glimpses  of  an 
ideal  under  the  dry  husk  of  oar  New  England; 
made  as  oonseioos  of  the  supreme  and  ereriasting 
origuudity  of  whatever  bit  of  soul  mig^  be  in  any 
of  OS ;  freed  ua,  in  short,  from  the  stocks  of  proee 
in  which  we  had  sat  so  long  that  we  had  grown 
wellnigb  contented  in  oar  cramps.  And  who  that 
saw  the  aodienoe  will  ever  forget  it,  where  eveiy 
one  still  capable  of  fire^  or  longing  to  renew  in  him- 
self the  half-forgotten  sense  of  it,  was  gathered? 
Those  frees,  young  and  old,  a^eam  with  pale  in- 
telleetaal  light,  eager  with  pleased  attention,  flash 
opon  me  once  more  from  the  deep  reocMes  of  the 
years  with  an  exquisite  pathos.  Ah,  beaotifal 
yoong  eyes,  brimming  with  love  and  hope,  wholly 
TBDidhed  now  in  that  other  worid  we  call  the  Fkat, 
or  peering  doobtfuUy  through  the  penstve  gloam- 
ing of  memory,  your  light  imporerishes  theee 
cheaper  days !  I  hear  again  that  mstle  d  sensa 
tion,  as  they  turned  to  exchange  glances  over  tone 
pithier  thought,  some  keener  flash  of  that  humor 
!  h  always  played  aboat  the  horiaon  of  his  mind 
like  heat>lightaing,  and  it  seems  now  like  the  sad 
whisper  of  the  antomn  leaves  that  are  whirling 
aruund  me.  Bat  would  my  picture  be  complete  if 
I  forgot  that  ample  and  vegete  coontenance  of 

Mr.  B of  W i  —  how,  from  Hi  regular 

post  at  the  comer  of  the  front  bench,  it  turned  in 
reddy  txinnph  to  the  prolaiier  aodieaoe  as  if  he 
were  the  faiezpUcably  appointed  fn^Mnaa  of  appre- 
ciation? I  was  reminded  of  him  by  those  hearty 
chernbs  in  Titian*s  Aimmptioa  that  look  at  yoa  ■• 


866  EMERSON  THE  LECTURER 

who  should  say,  *'  Did  you  ever  see  a  Madoniui  like 
that  ?  Did  you  ever  behold  one  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  of  womanhood  mount  heavenward  before 
like  a  rocket?" 

To  some  of  us  that  long-past  experience  remiuns 
as  the  most  marvellous  and  fruitful  we  have  ever 
had.  Emerson  awakened  us,  saved  us  from  the 
body  of  this  death.  It  is  the  sound  of  the  trumpet 
that  the  young  soul  longs  for,  careless  what  breath 
may  fill  it.  Sidney  heard  it  in  the  ballad  of 
"  Chevy  Chase,"  and  we  in  Emerson.  Nor  did  it 
blow  retreat,  but  called  to  us  with  assurance  of  vic- 
tory. Did  they  say  he  was  disconnected  ?  So  were 
the  stars,  that  seemed  larger  to  our  eyes,  still  keen 
with  that  excitement,  as  we  walked  homeward  with 
prouder  stride  over  the  creaking  snow.  And  were 
they  not  knit  together  by  a  higher  logic  than  our 
mere  sense  could  master  ?  Were  we  enthusiasts  ? 
I  hope  and  believe  we  were,  and  am  thankful  to  the 
man  who  made  us  worth  something  for  once  in  our 
lives.  If  asked  what  was  left?  what  we  carried 
home?  we  should  not  have  been  careful  for  an 
answer.  It  would  have  been  enough  if  we  had  said 
that  something  beautiful  had  passed  that  way.  Or 
we  might  have  asked  in  return  wliat  one  brought 
away  from  a  symphony  of  Beethoven  ?  Enough 
that  he  had  set  that  ferment  of  wholesome  discon- 
tent at  work  in  us.  There  is  one,  at  least,  of  those 
old  hearers,  so  many  of  whom  are  now  in  the  frui- 
tion of  that  intellectual  beauty  of  which  Emerson 
gave  them  both  the  desire  and  the  foretaste,  who 
will  always  love  to  repeat ;  — 


EUERSOy  THE  LECTURER  85T 

*CIm  in  k  Willi  a*4  fitta,  ad  or  m'liwani 
L»  oim  •  bwo—  inuMffaw  patonui 
Di  Toi,  qaaado  atl  OMiado  ad  or*  ad  om 


I  am  niKxmaoioiMly  thinking,  as  I  write,  of  the 
third  lecture  of  the  present  course,  in  which  Mr. 
Ekneraon  gave  some  delightful  reminiscences  of  the 
intellectual  influences  in  whose  movement  he  had 
shared.  It  was  like  hearing  Goethe  read  some  pas- 
sages of  the  **  Wahrheit  aus  seinem  Leben."  Not 
that  diere  was  not  a  little  Dichtung^  too,  here  and 
there,  as  the  lecturer  built  up  so  lofty  a  pedestal 
under  certain  figures  as  to  lift  them  into  a  pnmii- 
nence  of  obscurity,  and  seem  to  masthead  than 
there.  Everybody  was  asking  his  neighbor  who 
this  or  that  recondite  great  man  was,  in  the  faint 
hope  that  somebody  might  once  have  heard  of  him. 
There  are  those  who  call  Mr.  Emerson  cold.  Lei 
them  revise  their  judgment  in  presence  of  this  loy- 
alty of  his  that  can  keep  warm  for  half  a  century, 
that  never  forgets  a  friendship,  or  fails  to  pay  even 
a  fancied  obligation  to  the  uttermost  farthing. 
This  rabstantiation  of  shadows  was  but  incidental, 
and  pleasantly  characteristic  of  the  man  to  thoee 
who  know  and  love  him.  The  greater  part  of  the 
lecture  was  devoted  to  reminiscenoea  of  things 
substantial  in  themselves.  He  spoke  of  Everett, 
fresh  from  Greece  and  Germany  ;  of  Channing  ; 
of  the  translations  of  Margaret  Fuller,  Ripley,  and 
Dwight ;  of  the  Dial  and  Brook  Farm.  To  what 
he  said  of  ilie  latter  an  undertone  of  good-humored 
irony  gave  special  sest     But  what  every  one  of  his 
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hearers  felt  wa.H  that  the  ])rotagonist  in  the  drama 
was  left  out  The  lecturer  was  no  JEncas  to  bab- 
ble the  quorum  magna  parsfuu  and,  as  one  of  his 
listeners,  I  cannot  help  wishing  to  say  how  each  of 
them  was  coininenting  the  story  as  it  went  along, 
and  filling  up  the  necessary  gaps  in  it  from  his  own 
private  store  of  memories.  Ilis  younger  hearers 
could  not  know  how  much  they  owed  to  the  benign 
impersonality,  the  quiet  scorn  of  ever}'thing  igno- 
ble, the  never-sated  hunger  of  self-culture,  tliat 
were  personified  in  the  man  before  them.  But  the 
older  knew  how  much  the  country's  intellectual 
emancipation  was  due  to  the  stimulus  of  his  teach- 
ing and  example,  how  constantly  he  had  kept  burn- 
ing the  beacon  of  an  ideal  life  alwve  our  lower 
r^on  of  turmoiL  To  him  more  tlian  to  all  other 
oaoses  together  did  the  young  martyrs  of  our  civil 
war  owe  the  sustaining  strength  of  thoughtful  hero- 
ism that  is  so  touching  in  every  record  of  their 
lives.  Those  who  are  grateful  to  Mr.  Emerson,  as 
many  of  us  are,  for  what  they  feel  to  be  most  val- 
uable in  their  culture,  or  perhaps  I  should  say  their 
impulse,  are  grateful  not  so  much  for  any  direct 
teachings  of  his  as  for  that  inspiring  lift  which  only 
genius  can  give,  and  without  which  all  doctrine  is 
chaff. 

This  was  something  like  the  caret  which  some  of 
us  older  boys  wished  to  fill  up  on  the  margin  of  the 
master's  lecture.  Few  men  have  been  so  much  to 
so  many,  and  through  so  large  a  range  of  aptitudes 
and  temperaments,  and  tliis  simply  because  all  of 
OS  value  manhood  beyond  any  or  all  other  qualities 
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of  charmcter.  We  may  supeoi  in  him,  liere  and 
there,  a  certain  thinneaa  and  vagneneM  of  quality, 
but  let  ihe  waters  go  over  him  as  they  liiit,  this 
■UMenline  fibre  of  his  will  keep  its  lively  color  and 
its  toughness  of  texture.  I  have  heard  some  great 
qieakers  and  some  acoomplished  orators,  but  never 
any  that  so  moved  and  persuaded  men  as  he.  There 
is  a  kind  of  undertow  in  that  rich  baritone  of  his 
that  sweeps  our  minds  from  their  foothold  into 
deeper  waters  with  a  drift  we  cannot  and  would  not 
resist.  And  how  artfully  (for  Emerson  is  a  long- 
stodied  artist  in  these  things)  does  the  deliberate  nt- 
terance,  that  seems  waiting  for  the  fit  word,  appear 
to  admit  us  partners  in  the  labor  of  thought  and 
make  ns  feel  as  if  the  glance  of  humor  were  a  sod- 
den soggestitm,  as  if  the  perfect  phrase  lying  written 
tihere  on  the  desk  were  as  unexpected  to  him  as  to 
ns !  In  that  dosely-filed  speech  of  his  at  the  Bums 
centenary  dinner,  every  word  §eemed  to  have  just 
dropped  down  to  him  from  the  clouds.  He  looked 
far  away  over  the  heads  of  his  hearers,  with  a 
vague  kiml  of  expectation,  as  into  some  private 
heavm  of  invention,  and  the  winged  period  came 
at  bat  obedient  to  his  spell.  ^  My  dainty  Artel !  '* 
he  seemed  murmuring  to  himself  as  he  oast  down 
his  eyes  as  if  in  deporeoatioii  of  the  frensy  of  ap- 
proval and  oaaght  another  eentenee  from  the  Sibyl- 
line leaves  that  lay  before  him,  ambnshed  behind  a 
dish  of  fruit  and  seen  only  by  nearest  neighbors. 
Every  sentence  brooght  down  the  hoose,  as  I  never 
saw  one  brought  down  before,  —  and  it  is  not  so 
easy  to  hit  Sootsmen  with  a  sentiment  that  has  no 
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hint  of  native  brogue  in  it.  I  waU'hed,  for  it  was 
an  interesting  study,  how  the  quick  s^Tnpathy  ran 
fl:ishing  from  face  to  face  down  the  long  tables, 
like  an  electric  spark  thrilling  as  it  went,  and  then 
exploded  in  a  thunder  of  plaudits.  I  watched  till 
tables  and  faces  vanished,  for  I,  too,  found  my- 
self caught  up  in  the  common  enthusiasm,  and  my 
excited  fancy  set  me  under  the  hema  listening  to 
him  who  fulmined  over  Greece.  I  can  never  help 
applying  to  him  what  Ben  Jonson  said  of  Bacon : 
'*  There  happened  in  my  time  one  noble  speaker, 
who  was  full  of  gravity  in  his  speaking.  His  lan- 
g^uage  was  nobly  censorious.  No  man  ever  spake 
more  neatly,  more  pressly,  more  weightily,  or  suf- 
fered less  emptiness,  less  idleness,  in  what  he  ut- 
tered. No  member  of  his  speech  but  consisted  of 
his  own  graces.  His  hearers  could  not  cough,  or 
look  aside  from  him,  without  loss.  He  commanded 
where  he  spoke."  Those  who  heard  him  while 
their  natures  were  yet  plastic,  and  their  mental 
nerves  trembled  under  the  slightest  breath  of  di- 
vine air,  will  never  cease  to  feel  and  say  :  — 

"  Was  never  eje  did  see  that  face, 

Was  neyer  ear  did  hear  that  toogaa. 
Was  iMTer  mind  did  mind  his  grace. 

That  ever  thought  the  trarail  long ; 
Bat  eyes,  and  ears,  and  every  thought, 
Were  with  his  sweet  perf eotuMS  taaf^^ 
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What  contemporary,  if  he  was  in  the  fighting 
period  of  his  life,  (since  Nature  sets  limits  about 
her  conscription  for  spiritual  fields,  as  the  state 
does  in  physical  war&ue,)  will  ever  forget  what 
was  somewhat  vaguely  called  the  ^*  Transcendental 
Movement "  of  thirty  years  ago  ?  Apparently  set 
astir  by  Carlyle's  essays  on  the  ^  Signs  of  the 
lunes,**  and  on  ^  History/*  the  final  and  more  im- 
mediate impulse  seemed  to  be  given  by  **  Sartor 
Besartus/*  At  least  the  republication  in  Boston 
of  that  wonderful  Abraham  a  Sanota  Clara  8enn<m 
on  Lear*8  text  of  the  miserable  forked  radish  gave 
the  signal  for  a  sodden  mental  and  moral  mutiny. 
£cee  nunc  tempus  aeceptabiie  /  was  shouted  on  all 
hands  with  every  variety  of  emphasis,  and  by 
voices  of  every  conceivable  pitch,  representing  the 
three  sestes  ol  men,  women,  and  Lady  Maiy  Wort- 
ley  Montigaei.  The  nameless  eagle  of  the  tree 
Ygdrasil  was  about  to  sit  at  last,  and  wild-eyed  en- 
thusiMtB  mshed  from  all  sides,  each  eager  to  throat 
under  the  mystic  bin!  that  chalk  egg  from  whkh 
the  new  and  fairer  Creation  was  to  be  hatched  in 
doe  time.  Redeunt  Soturnia  rtgna^'-^to  far  was 
certain,  though  in  what  shape,  or  by  what  meth- 


862  THOREA  U 

ods,  was  still  a  matter  of  debate.  Every  potnble 
form  of  intellectual  and  physical  dyspepsia  bronglit 
forth  its  gospel.  Bran  had  its  prophets,  and  thd 
prcsartorial  Biniplicity  of  Adam  its  martyrs,  tailored 
impromptu  from  the  tar-pot  by  incensed  neighbors, 
and  sent  forth  to  illustrate  the  *^  feathered  Mer- 
cury,'* as  defined  by  Webster  and  Worcester. 
Plainness  of  speech  was  carried  to  a  pitch  that 
would  have  taken  away  the  breath  of  George  Fox ; 
and  even  swearing  had  its  evangelists,  who  an- 
swered a  simple  inquiry  after  their  health  with  an 
elaborate  ingenuity  of  imprecation  that  might  have 
been  honorably  mentioned  by  Marlborough  in  gen- 
eral orders.  Everybody  had  a  mission  (with  a  cap- 
ital M)  to  attend  to  every  body-else's  business.  No 
brain  but  had  its  private  maggot,  which  must  have 
found  pitiably  short  commons  sometimes.  Not  a 
few  impecunious  zealots  abjured  the  use  of  money 
(unless  earned  by  other  people),  professing  to 
live  on  the  internal  revenues  of  the  spirit.  Some 
had  an  assurance  of  instant  millennium  so  soon  as 
hooks  and  eyes  should  be  substituted  for  buttons. 
Communities  were  established  where  everything 
was  to  be  common  but  common-sense.  Men  re- 
nounced their  old  gods,  and  hesitated  only  whether 
to  bestow  their  furloughed  allegiance  on  Thor  or 
Budh.  Conventions  were  held  for  every  hitherto 
inconceivable  purpose.  The  belated  gift  of  tongues, 
as  among  the  Fifth  Monarchy  men,  spread  like  a 
contagion,  rendering  its  victims  incomprehensible 
to  all  Christian  men  ;  whether  equally  so  to  the 
most  distant  possible  heathen  or  not  was  unexperi- 
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nented,  tlMmgfa  many  would  have  rabecribed  liber- 
ally tliat  a  ftur  trial  might  be  made.  It  was  the 
paatecoat  of  Shinar.  The  day  of  utterances  repio- 
dooed  the  day  of  rebuses  and  anagrams,  and  there 
was  nothing  so  simple  that  uncial  letters  and  the 
style  of  Diphihis  the  Labyrinth  could  not  turn  it 
into  a  riddle.  Many  foreign  revolutionists  out  of 
work  added  to  Um  genenJ  misunderstanding  their 
contribution  of  broken  English  in  every  most  in- 
geoiooa  form  of  fracture.  All  stood  ready  at  a 
moBMOt's  notice  to  reform  everything  but  tbem- 
•ehea.    The  general  motto  was :  — 

••  And  «•  H  tatt  witk  tbM,  toob 
Aad  Uk*  upoa  '•  Um  ajitery  of  thfags 
Aa  if  w«  w««  Ood't  ipiaa." 

Natnre  is  always  kind  enough  to  give  even  her 
clouds  a  humorous  lining.  I  have  barely  hinted 
at  the  comic  side  of  the  affair,  for  the  material  was 
endless.  This  was  the  whistle  and  trailing  foee 
ol  the  shell,  but  there  was  a  very  solid  and  serioos 
kernel,  full  of  the  most  deadly  ex^oeivenese. 
Thoughtful  men  divined  it,  but  the  generality  soa- 
peeted  nothing.  The  word  ^  transcendental  **  then 
was  tiie  maid  of  all  work  for  those  who  oooU  not 
tliink,  as  "*  Pre-Raphaelite  *'  has  been  more  reoently 
for  people  of  the  same  limited  howsekeeping.  The 
truth  is,  that  there  was  a  mneh  nearer  metaphysi> 
cal  rektion  and  a  much  more  distant  esthetic  and 
litirary  relation  between  Gu>fyle  and  the  Apoetlee 
of  the  Newness,  at  they  were  called  in  New  En^ 
land,  than  has  oonmonly  been  supposed.  Both 
represeuted  the  reaction  and  revolt  against  PhUi*- 
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terei^  a  renewal  of  the  old  battle  bopm  in  mo<l<Mn 
times  by  Erasmus  and  Keuchlin,  and  continued 
by  Lessing,  Goethe,  and,  in  a  far  narrower  sense, 
by  Heine  in  Germany,  and  of  which  Fielding, 
Sterne,  and  Wordsworth  in  different  ways  have 
been  the  leaders  in  England.  It  was  simply  a  strug- 
gle for  fresh  air,  in  which,  if  the  windows  could  not 
be  opened,  there  was  danger  that  panes  would  be 
broken,  though  painted  with  images  of  saints  and 
mart}T8.  Light,  colored  by  these  reverend  effigies, 
was  none  the  more  respirable  for  being  picturesque. 
There  is  only  one  thing  better  than  tnulition,  and 
that  is  the  original  and  eternal  life  out  of  which  all 
tradition  takes  its  rise.  It  was  this  life  which  the 
reformers  demanded,  with  more  or  less  clearness  of 
consciousness  and  expression,  life  in  politics,  life  in 
literature,  life  in  religion.  Of  what  use  to  import 
a  gospel  from  Juda^  if  we  leave  behind  the  soul 
that  made  it  possible,  the  God  who  keeps  it  forever 
real  and  present  ?  Surely  Abana  and  Pharpar  are 
better  than  Jordan,  if  a  living  faith  be  mixed  with 
those  waters  and  none  with  tliese. 

Scotch  Presbyterianism  as  a  motive  of  spiritual 
progress  was  dead ;  New  England  Puritanism  was 
in  like  manner  dead ;  in  other  words.  Protestant- 
ism had  made  its  fortune  and  no  longer  protested  ; 
but  till  Carlyle  spoke  out  in  the  Old  World  and 
Emerson  in  the  New,  no  one  had  dared  to  pro- 
claim, Le  roi  est  mort :  vive  le  rot  /  The  meaning 
of  which  proclamation  was  essentially  this :  the  vital 
spirit  has  long  since  departed  out  of  this  form 
once  so  kingly,  and  the  great  seal  has  been  in  com- 
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mission  long  onuti<rh;  but  meanwhile  the  soul  of 
man,  from  which  all  ixiwer  emanates  and  to  which 
it  reverts  still  survives  in  undiminished  royalty ; 
God  still  survives,  little  as  you  gentlemen  of  the 
Commission  seem  to  be  aware  of  it,  —  nay,  will 
possibly  outlive  the  whole  of  you,  incredible  as  it 
may  appear.  The  truth  is,  that  both  Scotch  Pres- 
byterianism  and  New  England  Puritanism  made 
their  new  avatar  in  Carlyle  and  Emerson,  the  her- 
alds of  tlieir  formal  decease,  and  the  tendency  of 
tlie  one  toward  Authority  and  of  the  other  toward 
Indep(>ndency  might  have  been  prophesied  by  who- 
ever luid  studied  history.  The  necessity  was  not 
so  much  in  the  men  as  in  the  principles  they  rep- 
resented and  the  traditions  which  overruled  them. 
The  Puritanism  of  the  past  found  its  imwilling 
poet  in  Hawthorne,  the  rarest  creative  imagina- 
tion of  the  century,  the  rarest  in  some  ideal  re- 
spects Hince  Shakespeare  ;  but  the  Puritanism  that 
cannot  die,  the  Puritanism  that  made  New  Eng- 
land wliat  it  is,  and  is  destined  to  make  America 
wliat  it  should  be,  found  its  voice  in  Emerson. 
Though  holding  himself  aloof  from  all  active  part- 
nership in  movements  of  reform,  he  has  been  the 
sleeping  partner  who  has  supplied  a  great  part  of 
their  capital. 

The  artistic  range  of  Emerson  is  narrow,  as 
every  well-read  critic  must  feel  at  once ;  and  so  is 
that  of  yEHcliylus,  so  is  that  of  Dante,  so  is  that 
of  Montaigne,  so  is  that  of  Schiller,  so  is  that  ol 
nearly  every  one  except  Shakespeare;  bat  there 
is  a  gaoge  (tf  height  no  less  than  of  breadth,  d 
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individuality  as  well  as  of  comprehensiveneat,  and, 
above  all,  there  is  the  standard  of  genetic  power, 
the  test  of  the  masculine  as  distinguished  fioiu 
the  receptive  minds.  There  are  staminate  plants 
in  literature,  that  make  no  fine  show  of  fruit,  but 
without  whose  pollen,  quintessence  of  frurtifying 
gold,  the  garden  had  been  barren.  Emerson's 
mind  is  om])hatically  one  of  these,  and  tliere  is 
no  man  to  whom  our  esthetic  culture  owes  so 
much.  The  Puritan  revolt  had  made  us  ecclesi- 
astically and  the  Revolution  politically  indepen- 
dent, but  we  were  still  socially  and  intellectually 
moored  to  English  thought,  till  Emerson  cut  the 
cable  and  gave  us  a  chance  at  the  dangers  and 
the  glories  of  blue  water.  No  man  young  enoujjh 
to  have  felt  it  can  forget  or  cease  to  be  grat<- 
ful  for  the  mental  and  moral  nudge  which  he 
received  from  the  writings  of  his  high-minded  and 
brave-spirited  countryman.  That  we  agree  with 
him,  or  that  he  always  agrees  with  himself,  is 
aside  from  the  question ;  but  that  he  arouses  in 
us  something  that  we  are  the  better  for  having 
awakened,  whether  that  something  be  of  opposi- 
tion or  assent,  that  he  speaks  always  to  what  is 
highest  and  least  selfish  in  us,  few  Americans  of 
the  generation  younger  than  his  own  would  be 
disposed  to  deny.  His  oration  before  the  Phi 
Beta  Kappa  Society  at  Cambridge,  some  thirty 
years  ago,  was  an  event  without  any  former  par- 
allel in  our  literary  annals,  a  scene  to  be  always 
treasured  in  tlie  memory  for  its  picturesqueness 
and  its  inspiration.     What  crowded  and  breathless 
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aifliM,  what  windows  dastering  with  eager  heads, 
what  enthuuasm  of  approval,  what  grim  riknoe 
of  foregone  dissent  I  It  was  our  Yankee  Tersion 
of  a  leetore  bj  Abelard,  our  Harvard  paraUel  to 
tiie  Ust  public  appearances  of  Schelling. 

I  said  that  the  Transcendental  Movement  was 
tile  protestant  spirit  of  Puritanism  seeking  a  new 
outlet  and  an  escape  from  forms  and  creeds  which 
compressed  rather  than  expressed  it  In  its  mo- 
tives, its  preaching,  and  its  results,  it  differed  rad- 
ically from  the  doctrine  of  Carlyle.  The  Scotch- 
man, with  all  his  genius,  and  his  humor  gigan- 
tesqtio  as  that  of  Rabelais,  has  grown  shriller  and 
shriller  with  years,  d^feneratang  sometimes  into  a 
eommon  scold,  and  emptying  very  unsavory  vials 
of  wrath  on  the  head  of  the  sturdy  British  Soc- 
rates of  worldly  coounon-sense.  The  teaching  of 
Emerson  tended  much  more  exclusively  to  self- 
cult  iirf  and  the  independent  development  of  the 
individual  man.  It  seemed  to  many  almost  Py- 
thagorean in  its  voluntaiy  sedasion  from  oommon- 
w«alth  affairs.  Both  Carlyle  and  Emerson  were 
diseiples  of  Go^he,  but  Emerson  in  a  Car  truer 
sense ;  and  while  the  one,  from  hix  bias  toward 
the  eccentric,  has  d^^erated  more  and  more  into 
BMinneiism,  the  other  has  ekrifled  steadily  toward 
perfection  of  style,  —  exqnisito  fineness  of  mate- 
rial, nnobtru«ive  lowneas  of  tone  and  simplicity 
of  feahion,  the  most  liigh4>red  garb  of  expression. 
Whatever  may  be  said  of  his  thought,  aotiung 
ean  be  finer  than  the  dalieioos  limpidness  of  his 
phrase.     If  it  was  ever  qnestiooable  whether  da- 
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mocracj  could  develop  a  gentleman,  the  proUem 
has  been  affirmatively  solved  at  last.  Carlylc,  in 
his  cynicism  and  his  admiration  of  force  in  and 
for  itself,  has  become  at  last  positively  inhuman ; 
Emerson,  reverencing  strength,  seeking  the  highest 
outcome  of  the  individual,  lias  found  that  society 
and  politics  are  also  main  elements  in  the  attain- 
ment of  the  desired  end,  and  has  drawn  steadily 
manward  and  worldward.  The  two  men  represent 
respectively  those  grand  personifications  in  the 
drama  of  ^schylus,  Bm  and  Kparoc. 

Among  the  pistillate  plants  kindled  to  fruitage 
by  the  Emersonian  pollen,  Thoreau  is  thus  far 
the  most  remarkable ;  and  it  is  something  emi- 
nently fitting  that  his  posthumous  works  should 
be  ofifered  us  by  Emerson,  for  they  are  straw- 
berries from  his  own  garden.  A  singular  mix- 
ture of  varieties,  indeed,  there  is ;  —  alpine,  some 
of  them,  with  the  flavor  of  rare  moimtain  air ; 
others  wood,  tasting  of  sunny  roadside  banks  or 
shy  openings  in  the  forest;  and  not  a  few  seed- 
lings swollen  hugely  by  culture,  but  lacking  the 
fine  natural  aroma  of  the  more  modest  kinds. 
Strange  books  these  are  of  his,  and  interesting 
in  many  ways,  —  instructive  chiefly  as  showing 
how  considerable  a  crop  may  be  raised  on  a  com- 
paratively narrow  close  of  mind,  and  how  much 
a  man  may  make  of  his  life  if  he  will  assiduously 
follow  it,  though  perhaps  never  truly  finding  it 
at  last. 

I  have  just  been  renewing  my  recoUection  of 
Mr.  Thoreau's  writings,  and  have  read  through  his 
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six  Toliimes  in  the  order  of  their  prodnetion.  I 
shall  try  to  give  an  adequate  report  of  their  iupres- 
sion  upon  me  both  as  critic  and  as  mere  readier. 
He  seems  to  me  to  have  been  a  man  with  so  lii^'h 
a  conceit  of  himself  that  he  accepted  without  que»> 
tioning,  and  insisted  on  our  accepting,  hia  defects 
and  weaknesses  of  character  as  Wrtnes  and  powers 
peculiar  to  himself.  Was  he  indolent,  he  finds 
none  of  the  activities  which  attract  or  emploj 
tfie  rest  of  mankind  worthy  of  him.  Was  he 
wanting  in  the  qualities  that  make  success,  it  is 
success  that  is  contemptible,  and  not  himself  that 
lacks  permstency  and  purpose.  Was  he  poor, 
money  was  an  unmixed  evil.  tNd  his  life  seem  a 
selfish  one,  he  condemns  doing  good  as  one  of  the 
weakest  of  superstitions.  To  be  of  use  was  with 
him  the  most  killing  bait  of  the  wily  tempter  Use- 
lessncss.  He  had  no  faculty  of  generalization  from 
outside  of  himself,  or  at  least  no  experience  which 
would  supply  the  material  of  such,  and  he  makes 
his  own  whim  the  law,  his  own  range  the  hori- 
aon  of  the  universe.  He  condemns  a  world,  the 
hoUowness  of  whose  stiwfaniinus  he  had  never 
had  the  means  of  testing,  and  we  recognise  Ape> 
mantus  behind  the  mask  of  Hmon.  He  hatl  little 
active  imagination  ;  of  the  receptive  he  had  much. 
His  appreciation  is  of  the  highest  quality ;  his  crit* 
ical  power,  from  want  of  continuity  of  mind,  very 
limited  and  inadequate.  He  somewhere  cites  a 
simile  from  Ossian,  as  aa  example  of  the  saperi- 
ority  of  the  old  poetry  to  the  new,  though,  evea 
were  the  historic  eridenoe  less  eoaviiiotng,  the  se» 
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tiiii'  nt;il  meLineholy  of  those  poems  should  be  C5on- 
clu.^ivu  of  their  modernuess.  He  had  none  of  the 
artistic  mastery  which  oontrola  a  great  work  to 
the  serene  balance  of  completeness,  but  exquisite 
mechanical  skill  in  the  shaping  of  sentences  and 
paragraphs,  or  (more  rarely)  short  bits  of  verse 
for  the  expression  of  a  detached  thought,  senti- 
ment, or  image.  His  works  give  one  the  feeling  of 
a  sky  full  uf  stars,  —  something  impressive  and 
exhilarating  certainly,  something  high  overhead 
and  freckled  thickly  with  spots  of  isohited  bright- 
ness ;  but  whether  these  have  any  nuituul  rela- 
tion with  each  other,  or  liave  any  concern  with 
our  mundane  matters,  is  for  the  most  part  mat- 
ter of  conjecture,  —  astrology  as  yet,  and  not  as- 
tronomy. 

It  is  curious,  considering  what  Thoreau  after- 
wards became,  that  he  was  not  by  nature  an  ob- 
server. He  only  saw  the  tilings  he  looked  for, 
and  was  less  poet  than  naturalist.  Till  he  built 
his  Walden  shanty,  he  did  not  know  that  the  hick- 
ory grew  in  Concord.  Till  he  went  to  Maine,  he 
had  never  seen  phosphorescent  wood,  a  phenomenon 
early  familiar  to  most  country  boys.  At  forty  he 
speaks  of  the  seeding  of  the  pine  as  a  new  discov- 
ery, though  one  should  have  thought  that  its  gold- 
dust  of  blowing  pollen  might  have  earlier  drawn 
his  eye.  Neither  his  attention  nor  his  genius  was 
of  the  spontaneous  kind.  He  discovered  nothing. 
He  thought  everything  a  discovery  of  his  own, 
from  moonlight  to  the  planting  of  acorns  and  nuts 
by  squirrels.     This  is  a  defect  in  his  character, 
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but  one  of  hU  chief  charms  at  a  writer.  Every- 
thing grows  fresh  under  hia  hand.  He  delved  in 
hb  mfaid  and  nature ;  he  phunted  them  with  all 
maimer  of  native  aad  foreign  seeds,  and  reaped 
assiduously.  He  was  not  merely  solitary,  he  would 
be  isolated,  and  suoeeeded  at  last  in  almost  per- 
suading himself  that  he  was  autochthonous.  He 
valued  everything  in  proportion  as  he  fancied  it  to 
be  exclusively  hiii  own.  He  complains  in  '*  Walden  " 
that  there  is  uo  one  in  Concord  with  whom  he  could 
talk  of  Oriental  literature,  though  the  man  was 
living  within  two  miles  of  his  hut  who  had  intro- 
duced him  to  it.  This  intellectual  selfishness  be- 
comes sometimes  almost  painful  in  reading  him. 
He  laeked  that  generosity  of  '*  communication " 
which  John8<m  admired  in  Burke.  De  Quincey 
tells  us  that  Wordsworth  was  impatient  when  any 
me  dse  spoke  of  mountains,  as  if  he  had  a  pecu- 
liar property  in  them.  And  we  can  readily  under- 
stand why  it  should  be  so :  no  one  is  satisfied  with 
another's  appreciation  of  his  mistress.  But  Tho- 
reau  seems  to  have  prised  a  lofty  way  of  thinking 
(often  we  should  be  inclined  to  call  it  a  remote 
one)  not  so  mueh  because  it  was  good  in  itself  as 
beeaase  he  wished  few  to  share  it  with  him.  It 
seems  now  and  then  as  if  he  did  not  seek  to  lure 
others  up  ^  above  our  lower  region  of  turmoil," 
hot  to  leave  his  own  name  cut  on  the  mountain 
peak  as  the  first  climber.  This  itch  of  originality 
tnlecte  his  thought  and  style.  To  be  misty  is  not 
to  be  mystic.  He  turns  oommonplaoea  «nd  for 
•ad,  and  fancies  it  makes  lotlfaing  new  of  them. 
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As  we  walk  down  Park  Street,  our  eye  b  eaaght 
by  Dr.  Winship's  dumb-bellft,  one  of  which  bears 
an  inscription  testifying  that  it  is  the  heaviest  evei^ 
put  up  at  arm's  length  by  any  athlete  ;  and  in  read- 
ing Mr.  Thoreau's  books  we  cannot  help  feeling  as 
if  he  sometimes  invited  our  attention  to  a  partic- 
ular sophism  or  parodox  as  the  biggest  yet  main- 
tained by  any  single  writer.  Pie  seeks,  at  all  risks, 
for  jjerversity  of  thought,  and  revives  the  age  of 
concetti  while  he  fancies  himself  going  back  to  a 
pre-classical  nature.  "A  day,"  he  says,  *' passed 
in  the  society  of  those  Greek  sages,  such  as  de- 
scribed in  the  Banquet  of  Xenophon,  would  not  be 
comparable  with  the  dry  wit  of  decayed  cranberry- 
vines  and  the  fresh  Attic  salt  of  the  moss-beds." 
It  is  not  so  much  the  True  that  he  loves  as  the 
Out-of-the-Way.  As  the  Brazen  Age  shows  itself 
in  other  men  by  exaggeration  of  phrase,  so  in  him 
by  extravagance  of  statement.  He  wishes  always 
to  trump  your  suit  and  to  ruff  when  you  least  ex- 
pect it.  Do  you  love  Nature  because  she  is  beau- 
tiful ?  He  will  find  a  better  argument  in  her  ugli- 
ness. Are  you  tired  of  the  artificial  man?  He 
instantly  dresses  you  up  an  ideal  in  a  Penobscot 
Indian,  and  attributes  to  this  creature  of  his  other- 
wise-mindedness  as  peculiarities  things  that  are 
common  to  all  woo<lsmen,  white  or  red,  and  this 
simply  because  he  has  not  studied  the  pale-faced 
variety. 

This  notion  of  an  absolute  originality,  as  if  one 
could  have  a  patent-right  in  it,  is  an  absurdity.  A 
man  cannot  escape  in  thought,  any  more  than  he 
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can  in  language,  firom  the  past  and  the  present. 
As  no  one  ever  inyents  a  word,  and  jet  langnage 
somehow  grows  by  general  contribution  and  neoea> 
sitj,  so  it  is  with  thought  Mr.  Thoreau  seems  to 
me  to  insist  in  public  on  goin*^  back  to  flint  and 
steel,  when  there  is  a  ntatch-box  in  his  i)ocket 
which  he  knows  very  well  how  to  nse  at  a  pinch. 
Or'  '-y  consists  in  power  of  digesting  and  as- 
sii.  thon;:rht,  80  that  they  become  part  of 

oar  11:  ance.     Montai^e,  for  example, 

is  i^inal  of  authors,  tliough  he 

h»  .^  13  in  every  direction.     But 

they  turn  to  blood  and  coloring  in  his  style,  and 
give  a  freshness  of  complexion  that  is  forever 
charming.  In  Thoreau  much  seems  yet  to  be  for- 
eign and  una&iimilated,  showing  itself  in  symptoms 
of  indigestion.  A  preacher-up  of  Nature,  we  now 
and  then  detect  imder  the  surly  and  stoic  garb 
something  of  the  sophist  and  the  sentimentalizer. 
I  am  far  from  implying  that  this  was  conscious 
on  his  part.  But  it  is  moch  easier  for  a  man  to 
impose  on  himself  when  he  measures  only  with 
himself.  A  greater  familiarity  with  ordinary  men 
would  have  done  Thomaa  good,  by  showing  him 
bow  many  fine  qualities  are  common  to  the  race. 
The  radical  vice  of  his  theory  of  life  was  that  he 
oonfoonded  physical  with  spiritual  remoteness 
from  men.  A  man  b  far  enough  withdrawn  from 
his  fellows  if  he  keep  himself  clear  of  their  weak* 
nesses.  He  is  not  to  truly  withdrawn  as  ex- 
iled, if  he  refuse  to  share  in  their  strength.  **  Soli- 
tude,"  says  Cowley,  **can  be  well  fitted  and  iel 
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right  but  npon  a  yery  few  persons.  They  must 
hsTe  enough  knowledge  of  the  world  to  see  the 
ranity  of  it,  and  enough  virtue  to  despise  all  van- 
ity." It  is  a  morbid  self-consciousDess  that  pro- 
nounces the  world  of  men  empty  and  worthless  be- 
fore trying  it,  the  instinctive  evasion  of  one  who 
is  sensible  of  some  innate  weakness,  and  retorts 
the  accusation  of  it  before  any  has  made  it  but 
himself.  To  a  healthy  mind,  the  world  is  a  con- 
stant challenge  of  opportunity.  Mr.  Thoreau  had 
not  a  healthy  mind,  or  he  would  not  have  been  so 
fond  of  prescribing.  His  whole  life  was  a  search 
for  the  doctor.  The  old  mystics  had  a  wiser  sense 
of  what  the  world  was  worth.  They  ordained  a 
severe  apprenticeship  to  law,  and  even  ceremonial, 
in  order  to  the  gaining  of  freedom  and  mastery 
over  these.  Seven  years  of  service  for  Rachel  were 
to  be  rewarded  at  last  with  Leah.  Seven  other 
years  of  faithfulness  with  her  were  to  win  them  at 
last  the  true  bride  of  their  souls.  Active  Life  was 
with  them  the  only  path  to  the  Contemplative. 

Thoreau  had  no  humor,  and  this  implies  that  he 
was  a  sorry  logician.  Himself  an  artist  in  rheto- 
ric, he  confounds  thought  with  style  when  he  un- 
dertakes to  speak  of  the  latter.  He  was  forever 
talking  of  getting  away  from  the  world,  but  he 
must  be  always  near  enough  to  it,  nay,  to  the  Con- 
cord comer  of  it,  to  feel  the  impression  he  makes 
there.  He  verifies  the  shrewd  remark  of  Sainte- 
Beuve,  "  On  touche  encore  a  son  temps  et  tres-fort, 
meme  quand  on  le  repousse."  This  egotism  of  his 
is  a  Stylites  pillar  after  all,  a  seclusion  which  keeps 
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him  in  the  public  eye.  The  dignity  of  man  is  an 
excellent  thing,  but  therefore  to  hold  one's  self  too 
Mfcred  and  predoua  is  the  reverse  of  exoeUent 
Thsre  is  scMMlhiiig  deHghtfolIy  absnrd  in  six  toI* 
mnes  addressed  to  a  world  of  such  **  vulgar  fel- 
lows** as  Thorean  affirmed  his  fellowmen  to  be. 
I  once  had  a  glimpse  of  a  genuine  solitaiy  who 
^nt  his  winters  one  hundred  and  fifty  miles  b»> 
yond  all  human  oommnnication,  and  there  dwelt 
with  his  rifle  as  his  only  confidant.  Compared 
with  this,  the  shanty  on  Walden  Pond  has  some- 
thing the  air,  it  must  be  confessed,  of  the  Hermi- 
tage of  La  Cherrette.  I  do  not  beUeve  that  the 
way  to  a  true  cosmopolitanism  carries  one  into  the 
woods  or  the  society  of  musquashes.  Perhaps  the 
narrowest  provincialism  is  that  ci  Self ;  that  d 
Kleinwinkel  is  notlung  to  it.  The  natural  man, 
like  the  singing  birds,  comes  out  of  the  forest  as 
inevitably  as  the  natural  bear  and  the  wildcat 
stick  there.  To  seek  to  be  natural  implies  a  con- 
scioosness  that  forbids  all  natoralness  forever.  It 
is  as  easy — and  no  easier  —  to  be  natural  in  a 
aalon  as  in  a  swamp,  if  one  do  not  aim  at  it,  for 
what  we  call  nnnatnralness  always  has  its  spring 
in  a  man's  thinking  too  much  about  himself.  **  It 
is  impossible,"  said  Tnrgot,  **for  a  vulgar  man  to 
besimide.** 

I  look  upon  a  great  deal  of  the  modem  senti- 
Mentalism  about  Natore  as  a  mark  of  disease  It 
is  one  mote  symptom  ol  the  general  livereoaiplaint 
To  a  man  of  wholesome  eonstitotion  the  wildemesi 
is  well  enoof^  for  a  mood  or  a  vaeation,  hot  ml 


876  rnoREA  u 

for  n  }ia))it  of  life.  Those  who  have  most  loudly 
advertised  their  passion  for  seclusion  and  their 
intimacy  with  nature,  from  Petrarch  down,  have 
been  mostly  sentimentalists,  unreal  men,  misan- 
thropes on  the  spindle  side,  solacing  an  uneasy  sus- 
picion of  themselves  by  professing  contempt  for 
their  kind.  They  make  demands  on  the  world  in 
advance  proportioned  to  their  inward  measure  of 
their  o^ii  merit,  and  are  angry  that  the  world  pays 
only  by  the  visible  measure  of  performance.  It  is 
true  of  Rousseau,  the  modem  founder  of  the  sect, 
true  of  Saint  Pierre,  his  intellectual  child,  and  of 
Chateaubriand,  his  grandchild,  the  inventor,  we 
might  almost  say,  of  the  primitive  forest,  and  who 
first  was  touched  by  the  solemn  falling  of  a  tree 
from  natural  decay  in  the  windless  silence  of  the 
woods.  It  is  a  very  shallow  view  tliat  affirms  trees 
and  rocks  to  be  healthy,  and  cannot  see  that  men 
in  communities  are  just  as  true  to  the  laws  of  their 
organization  and  destiny ;  that  can  tolerate  the 
puffin  and  the  fox,  but  not  the  fool  and  the  knave ; 
that  would  shun  politics  because  of  its  dema* 
gogues,  and  snuff  up  the  stench  of  the  obscene  fun- 
gus. The  divine  life  of  Nature  is  more  wonderful, 
more  various,  more  sublime  in  man  than  in  any 
other  of  her  works,  and  the  wisdom  that  is  gained 
by  commerce  with  men,  as  Montaigne  and  Shake- 
speare gained  it,  or  with  one's  own  soul  among  men, 
as  Dante,  is  the  most  delightful,  as  it  is  the  most 
precious,  of  all.  In  outward  nature  it  is  still  man 
that  interests  us,  and  we  care  far  less  for  the  things 
seen  than  the  way  in  which  they  are  seen  by  poetic 
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eyet  like  Wordsworth^s  or  Thoreau's,  and  the  re- 
flections they  OMt  there.  To  hear  the  to-do  that 
ia  often  made  over  the  simple  fact  that  a  man  sees 
the  image  of  himself  in  the  outward  world,  one  is 
reminded  of  a  savage  when  he  for  the  first  time 
caU'hes  a  glimpse  of  himself  in  a  looking-glass. 
**  Venerable  child  of  Natore/*  we  are  tempted  to 
say,  **to  whose  science  in  the  invention  of  the 
tobacco-pipe,  to  whose  art  in  the  tattooing  of  thine 
Qnd^;enerate  hide  not  yet  enslaved  by  tailors,  we 
are  slowly  striving  to  climb  back,  the  miracle  thou 
beholdest  is  sold  in  my  unhappy  country  for  a 
shilling !  *'  If  matters  go  on  as  they  have  done, 
and  everybody  must  needs  blab  of  all  the  favors 
that  have  been  done  him  by  roadside  and  river* 
brink  and  woodland  walk,  as  if  to  kiss  and  tell 
were  no  longer  treachery,  it  will  be  a  positive  re- 
freshment to  meet  a  man  who  is  as  superbly  indif- 
ferent to  Nature  as  she  is  to  him.  By  and  by  we 
shall  have  John  Smith,  of  No.  -12  -12th  Street, 
advertising  that  he  ia  not  the  J.  S.  who  saw  a  cow- 
lily  on  Thursday  last,  as  he  never  saw  one  in  his 
life,  would  not  see  one  if  he  conld,  and  is  prepared 
to  prove  an  alibi  on  the  day  in  question. 

Solitary  communion  with  Nature  does  not  seem 
to  have  been  sanitary  or  sweetening  in  its  influence 
on  Thorean*s  character.  On  the  contrary,  his  lei> 
ters  show  him  more  cjmical  as  he  grew  older. 
While  he  studied  with  rc!<i)ectful  attention  the 
minks  and  woodchnclu,  his  neighbors,  he  looked 
witli  utter  contempt  on  the  angost  drama  of  destiny 
of  which  his  country  was  the  scene,  and  on  whioh 
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tlie  onrtun  had  already  risen.  He  was  convertiag 
us  back  to  a  state  of  nature  **  so  eloqueutly/'  m 
Voltaire  said  of  Rousseau,  ^*  that  he  almost  per> 
soaded  us  to  go  on  all  fours,"  while  the  wiser  fates 
were  making  it  possible  for  us  to  walk  erect  for  the 
first  time.  Had  he  conversed  more  with  his  fel- 
lows, his  sympathies  would  have  widened  with  the 
assurance  that  his  peculiar  genius  had  more  appre- 
ciation, and  his  writings  a  larger  circle  of  readers, 
or  at  least  a  warmer  one,  than  he  dreamed  of. 
We  have  the  highest  testimony^  to  the  natural 
sweetness,  sincerity,  and  nobleness  of  his  temper, 
and  in  his  books  an  equally  irrefragable  one  to  the 
rare  quality  of  his  mind.  Ho  was  not  a  strong 
thinker,  but  a  sensitive  feeler.  Yet  his  mind 
strikes  us  as  cold  and  wintry  in  its  purity.  A  light 
snow  has  fallen  everywhere  in  which  he  seems  to 
come  on  the  track  of  the  shier  sensations  that 
would  elsewhere  leave  no  trace.  We  think  greater 
compression  would  have  done  more  for  his  fame. 
A  feeling  of  sameness  comes  over  us  as  we  read  so 
much.  Trifles  are  recorded  with  an  over-minute 
punctuality  and  conscientiousness  of  detail.  He 
registers  the  state  of  his  personal  thermometer  thir- 
teen times  a  day.  We  cannot  help  thinking  some- 
times of  the  man  who 

"  Watches,  ctanres,  freeiM,  and  fwaata 
To  learn  bat  catechiams  and  alphabets 
Of  unconceniiiig  things,  mattets  of  fact," 

and  sometimes  of  the  saying  of  the  Persian  poet, 

*  Mr.  Emenoii,  in  the  BiogTi4>hical  Sketch  prefixed  to  iha 
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that  **wlm  tiM  owl  would  boMt,  Im  boMts  of 
catching  mioe  at  tlie  edge  of  a  hole.**  We  could 
readily  part  with  some  of  his  affeotatioiia.  It  was 
wdl  enoogh  for  Pjthagoraa  to  mj,  onoe  for  all, 
**  When  1  was  Kuphorbus  at  the  siege  of  Troy  ** ; 
not  so  well  for  Thoreao  to  travesty  it  into  *"  When 
I  was  a  shepherd  on  the  plains  of  Assyria.**  A 
na'ire  thing  said  over  again  is  anything  bat  naive. 
But  with  eveiy  ezeqitioii,  there  is  no  writing  com- 
parable with  T1ioieao*s  in  kind,  that  is  comparable 
with  it  in  d^^ree  where  it  is  best ;  where  it  disen- 
gages itwlf,  that  is,  from  the  tanked  roots  and 
dead  leaves  of  a  seoood-hand  Orientalism,  and  nms 
liin|Md  and  smooth  and  broadening  as  it  rons,  a 
mirror  for  whatever  is  grand  and  lovely  in  both 
worids. 

George  Sand  says  neatly,  tiiat  **Art  is  not  a 
ttady  of  positive  reality,**  (actuality  were  the  fitter 
word,)  ""hot a  seeking  after  ideal  tmth.**  It  would 
be  doing  very  inadeqnate  justice  to  Thorean  if  we 
left  it  to  be  inferred  that  this  ideal  elnnent  did  not 
exist  in  him,  and  that  too  in  larger  proportion,  if 
leas  obtrusive,  than  h!s  nature-worship.  He  took 
nature  as  the  mountain-path  to  an  ideal  world.  If 
the  path  wind  a  good  deal,  if  he  record  too  faith- 
fully every  trip  over  a  root,  if  he  botaniae  some- 
what wearisomely,  he  gives  us  now  and  then  mparb 
outlooks  from  some  jutting  erag,  and  brings  us  ooft 
at  hMt  into  an  illimitable  ether,  where  the  breatb- 
tng  is  not  diiBcnlt  for  those  who  have  any  tme 
touoh  of  the  climbing  spirit  His  shanty-life  was 
a  mere  imposatbility,  ao  far  as  his  own  ooneeptioB 
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of  it  goes,  as  an  entire  independency  of  mankind. 
The  tub  of  Diogenes  had  a  sounder  bottom.  Tho* 
reau*s  experiment  actually  presupposed  all  that 
complicated  civilization  which  it  theoretically  ab- 
jured. He  squatted  on  another  man's  land ;  he 
borrows  an  axe  ;  his  boards,  his  nails,  his  bricks, 
his  mortar,  his  books,  his  lamp,  his  fish-hooks,  his 
plough,  his  hoe,  all  turn  state's  evidence  against 
him  as  an  accomplice  in  the  sin  of  that  artificial 
civilization  which  rendered  it  possible  that  such  a 
person  as  Henry  D.  Thoreau  should  exist  at  alL 
Magnis  tamen  excidit  ausia.  His  aim  was  a  noble 
and  a  useful  one,  in  the  direction  of  **  plain  living 
and  high  thinking."  It  was  a  practical  sermon  on 
Emerson's  text  that  *'  things  are  in  the  saddle  and 
ride  mankind,"  an  attempt  to  solve  Carlyle's  prob- 
lem (condensed  from  Johnson)  of  "  lessening  your 
denominator.'*  His  whole  life  was  a  rebuke  of  the 
waste  and  aimlessness  of  our  American  luxury, 
which  is  an  abject  enslavement  to  tawdry  uphol- 
stery. He  had  "  fine  translunary  things  "  in  him. 
His  better  style  as  a  writer  is  in  keeping  witlj  the 
simplicity  and  purity  of  his  life.  We  have  said 
that  his  range  was  narrow,  but  to  be  a  master  is  to 
be  a  master.  He  had  caught  his  English  at  its 
living  source,  among  the  poets  and  prose-writers  of 
its  best  days;  his  literature  was  extensive  and 
recondite ;  his  quotations  are  always  nuggets  of 
the  purest  ore :  there  are  sentences  of  his  as  per- 
fect as  anything  in  the  language,  and  thoughts  as 
clearly  crystallized  ;  his  metaphors  and  images  are 
always  fresh  from  the  soil ;  he  had  watched  Nature 
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like  a  detective  who  is  to  go  npon  the  ftand ;  m 
we  read  him,  it  aeema  as  if  all^at-of-doon  had 
kept  a  diary  and  heoome  its  own  Montaigne ;  we 
look  at  the  Umdscape  as  in  a  Claude  Lorraine 
glass ;  compared  with  hi&,  all  other  books  of  simi> 
lar  aim,  even  White's  *'  Selbome/*  seem  dry  as  a 
eonntry  clergyman's  meteorological  journal  in  an 
old  almanac.  He  belongs  with  Donne  and  Browne 
and  Novalis;  if  not  with  the  originally  creative 
men,  with  the  scarcely  smaller  class  who  are  pecu- 
liar, and  whose  leaves  shed  their  invisible  thought* 
seed  like  ferns. 
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